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PREFACE. 


On  presenting  to  the  public  this  Diotionaby  or  Poeticaxi  Quotations;  die  onlj 
COMPLETE  work  of  the  kind  in  the  English  language,  the  best  preface  will  be  its  history. 

About  twenty  years  ago  the  plan  was  ori^nated  by  John  F.  Addington,  an  English- 
man,  then  reading  in  this  dty;  but  he  devoted  his  attention  almost  ezdusiYely  to  the 
old  British  Bards.  His  labours  were  TaluablC;  still  the  work  was  incomplete;  the 
modem  writers  of  poetiy,  both  English  and  American,  with  a  few  exceptions  in  &Your 
of  the  former,  were  wholly  omitted.  Then  his  selections  were  not  always  in  accordance 
with  the  present  standard  of  public  taste.  The  old  dramatic  poets  wrote  according  to 
their  light,  which  was  often  reflected  through  a  foul  medium,  and  revealed  much  that  is 
now  conddered,  and  justly,  too,  as  coarse  and  indelicate.  The  text  of  Mr.  Addington's 
selections  required  revision;  still,  he  deserves  much  credit  for  his  perseverance  and 
research,  and  the  study  he  devoted  ''to  rescue  from  the  reckless  tooth -of  tune  some  of 
the  finest  thoughts  and  most  vivid  images  of  the  ancient  &thers  of  English  poetry." 
His  selections  from  Shakspeaie  were  copious;  and  also  from  Byron,  the  only  modem  poet 
that  he  much  favoured. 

To  the  present  Editor  was  committed  the  task  of  revising  the  original  work,  and  adding 
thereto  selections  from  the  modem  British  and  American  poets.  This  required  the 
examination  of  a  multitude  of  volumes,  and  much  care  and  study,  in  order  to  exhibit,  as 
fiff  as  possible,  the  characteristic  excellence  of  each  author.  A  difficult  and  delicate  task 
it  18  to  select  from  living  poets, — especially  when  there  are  so  many  I  The  index  shows 
an  array  of  over  four  hundred  authors;  thus,  at  a  glance,  may  be  seen  how  wide  has 
been  the  field  of  research. 

Bemdes  the  new  quotetions  introduced  under  every  head,  quite  a  number  of  new  sub- 
jects have  been  added,  making  the  plan  complete,  and  furnishing  a  Manual  of  Poetical 
Extracts,  alphabetically  arranged,  which  will  serve  to  interpret  every  passion,  emotion, 
and  feeling  of  the  human  soul.  Here,  also,  every  condition  and  pursuit  of  life  may  find 
its  motto  or  character,  and  the  beauties  of  Nature  and  Art  their  traest  description.  In 
short,  the  book  is  a  precious  casket,  where  the  most  perfect  gems  of  Genius  the  Anglo* 
Saxon  literature  has  preserved  for  the  last  three  hundred  years  are  garnered.  The  chro* 
nological  order  of  the  quotations  is  preserved,  and  thus  the  curious  read^  may  trace  the 
progressive  improvements  of  the  one  language,  forming  now  the  bond  of  union  between 
two  great  nations,  whose  children  of  song  are  here,  for  the  first  time,  united.  In  the 
American  portion,  the  striking  characteristics  of  the  poetry  are  devotion  to  nature, 
patriotism,  and  deep  religious  sentiment.  This  sentiment  it  is  which  makes  poetry  so 
popular  in  our  country;  and  while  the  work  now  submitted  contains  such  treasures  of 
holy  and  beautiful  thoughts  as  no  other  collection  of  poetry  can  show,  the  Editor  and 
Publishers  flatter  themselves  its  merite  will  ensure  it  a  welcome  reception. 

PBiLiDXLfBU,  Janiuury,  1850. 
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POETICAL  QUOTATIONS 


ABSENCE. 

Lm  M  the  culver  on  the  bared  bough, 
fill  maaming'  far  the  abeence  of  her  mate, 
And  in  her  KnigB  sends  many  a  wkhfiil  vow 
For  his  retnm  that  seems  to  linger  late ; 
So  I,  tlone  now  left,  diseoneolatc, 
Moom  to  myself  the  absence  of  my  love ; 
And  wandering  here  and  there  all  desolate, 
Seek,  with  my  plaints,  to  match  that  monmibl  dove. 

Edmund  Spenger, 
llioagh  absent,  present  in  desires  they  be ; 
Our  souls  much  fbrther  than  om*  eyes  can  see. 

Mkhad  Draytom, 

Our  two  soiils,  therefore,  which  are  one, 
llioagh  I  must  go,  endure  not  yet 
A  breaeh,  but  an  expansion ; 
Like  gold  to  any  thinness  beat 
If  they  be  two,  they  are  two  so 
As  iliff  twin  compasses  are  two; 
llie  son],  the  fixt  fiwt,  makes  no  show 
To  move,  but  doth,  if  th'  other  do. 
And  though  it  in  the  centre  sit, 
Tet  when  the  other  far  doth  roam. 
It  leans  and  hearkens  aflcr  it. 
And  grows  erect,  as  that  comes  home. 
Such  wilt  thoa  be  to  me,  who  most. 
Like  th*  other  foot,  obliquely  mn : 
Thy  firmness  makes  my  circle  just. 
And  makes  me  end  where  I  begun. 

JLfTt  •/SMI  XMMW. 

It  is  as  if  a  night  shoold  shade  noon-day. 
Or  that  the  son  was  here,  bnt  farced  away; 
And  we  were  lefl,  under  that  hemiqihere, 
Whae  we  must  feel  it  dark  ifor  half  a  year. 


Short  absence  hurt  him  more. 
And  made  his  wwmd  fkr  greater  than  befbie; 
Absence  not  long  enough  to  root  out  <piita 
AH  love,  inereases  love  at  second  sight 

TTmMB  Mmfw  Hmry  IL 


I  do  not  doubt  his  love,  but  I  could  wish 
His  presence  might  oonfinn  it :  when  I  see 
A  fire  well  fed,  shoot  up  its  wanton  flame. 
And  dart  itself  into  the  face  of  heaven ; 
I  grant  that  fire,  without  a  firesh  supply. 
May  fi>r  a  while  be  still  a  fire ;  but  yet 
How  doth  its  lustre  languish,  and  itself 
Grow  dark,  if  it  too  long  want  the  embrace 
Of  its  loved  pyle !  how  straight  it  buried  lies 
In  its  own  ruins! 

Rehert  Mead**  Canfari  tf  Lone  and  FrUniAif 

If  she  be  gone,  the  world,  in  my  esteem. 
Is  all  bare  walls ;  nothing  remains  in  it 
Bat  dust  and  feathers. 

John  Crown'M  AmbUioiu  Staietamn. 

O  thou  that  dost  inhabit  in  my  breast. 
Leave  not  the  mansion  so  long  tenantless ; 
Lest,  growing  ruinous,  the  building  fall. 
And  leave  no  memory  of  what  it  was ! 
Repair  me  with  thy  presence,  Sylvia ; 
Tlion  gentle  nymph,  cherish  thy  fbrkm  swain. 

SkUatpean'9  Two  OenL  tf  Vennn^ 

What!  keep  a  week  away?    Seven  days  and 

nights? 
^ght  score  eight  hoois  7  and  lovers*  absent  hoon, 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times  T 
O  weary  reckoning! 

Shako.  OMU. 

Without  your  sight  my  life  is  less  secure ; 
Those  wounds  you  gave,  your  eyes  can  only  cure , 
No  balm  in  abeence  will  effectual  prove. 
Nature  provides  no  weapon  salve  for  love. 

Sir  Robert  Howard e  Vettal  VWgm 

Thus  absence  dies,  and  dying  proves 
No  absence  can  subsist  with  loves 
That  do  partake  of  fidr  perfbction ; 
Since,  in  the  darkest  night,  they  may. 
By  love*s  quick  motion,  find  a  way 
1^  see  each  other  in  reflection. 

Smhknit 


8 


ABSENCE. 


£«veiy  inaiii6iit 
I*m  from  thy  sight,  the  heart  within  my  bowm 
Moans  like  a  tender  infant  in  its  cradle, 
Whose  nurse  had  loft  it 

Otway*9  Femes  Praerved, 
Lore  reckons  hours  for  montlis,  and  dajs  fiir  years ; 
And  every  little  ahsenco  is  an  age. 

Dryden*§  Amphktrion. 
All  flowers  will  droop  in  absence  of  the  son 
That  waked  their  sweets. 

Dryden^s  Aurenxebe, 

Condentn'd  whole  years  in  absence  to  deplore, 
And  image  charms  he  must  behold  no  more. 

Pope's  Elmm, 
No  happier  task  these  faded  eyes  porsue ; 
To  read  and  weep  is  all  they  now  can  da 

Pep^sEUim. 
Of  all  afflictioii  taught  a  lover  yet,        ^ 
*Tis  sure  the  hardest  science  to  forget! 

PopeU  EUA$a, 
Unequal  task !  a  passion  to  rengn. 
For  hearts  so  touch*d,  so  pierced,  so  lost  as  mine ! 
Ere  such  a  soul  regains  its  peaceful  state. 
How  often  must  it  love,  how  oflcn  hate. 
How  often  hope,  despair,  resent,  regret. 
Conceal,  disdain — do  all  things  but  forget ! 

Pope*t  JSIotss. 
There  *8  not  an  hour 
Of  day  or  dreaming  night  but  I  am  with  thee : 
Inhere  *s  not  a  wind  but  whispers  of  thy  name. 
And  not  a  flower  that  sleeps  beneath  the  moon 
But  in  its  haes  or  fragrance  tells  a  tale 
Of  thee. 

Praetor's  JfirttfuUo. 

Methinks  I  see  thee  straying  on  the  beaeh. 
And  asking  of  the  surge  that  bathes  thy  fcot 
If  ever  it  has  wash'd  our  distant  shore. 

Compa^B  TaaJL 
Not  to  understand  a  treasure's  worth 
Till  time  has  stoPn  away  the  slightsd  good. 
Is  canse  of  half  the  poverty  we  feel. 
And  makes  the  world  the  wilderness  it  is. 

Coieper'B  T\uL 
Her  fancy  fbllow*d  him  through  jfoaming  waves 
To  distant  shores,  and  she  would  sit  and  weep 
At  what  a  sailor  suffers.    Fancy,  too. 
Delusive  most  where  warmest  wishes  are, 
Would  oft  anticipate  his  glad  return. 
And  dream  of  transports  she  was  not  to  know. 

Cowper'$  Tatk, 
Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  to  see. 
My  heart,  untravel'd,  fondly  turns  to  thee : 
Still  to  my  brother  turns,  virith  ceaseless  pain, 
And  drags  at  eaeh  remove  a  lenjgthening  chaio. 
GddsmUh'9  Traveller, 


O  tell  him  I  have  sat  these  three  long  hoiir% 
Counting  the  weary  beatings  of  the  clock. 
Which  slowly  portioa'd  out  the  promis'd  time 
That  brought  him  not  to  Uess  me  with  his  sight 
Joanna  Baillu's  Rofner 

Yea, 

The  limner's  art  may  trace  the  absent  feature. 
And  give  the  eye  of  distant  weeping  ftith 
To  view  the  form  of  ito  idolatry; 
But  oh!  the  scenes  'mid  which  they  met  and 

parted. 
The  thoughts — ^the  recollections  sweet  and  bitter, 
Th'  Elysian  dreams  of  lovers,  when  they  loved. 
Who  shall  restme  themT 
Less  lovely  are  the  fugitive  clouds  of  eve. 
And  not  more  vanishing. 

Jfintitrtn's  Bertnnk 

Bertram,  Bertram! 
How  sweet  it  m  to  tell  the  list'ning  night 
The  name  beloved.    It  is  a  spell  of  power 
To  wake  the  buried  slumberers  of  the  heart. 
Where  memory  lingws  o'er  the  grave  of  pasrion 
Watching  its  tranced  sleep. 
The  thoughts  of  other  days  are  rushing  on  me. 
The  lovody— 4he  lost, — ^the  distant,  and  the  dead. 
Are  with  me  now,  and  I  will  mingle  with  them 
Till  my  sense  foils,  and  my  raised  heart  is  wrapt 
In  secret  suspension  of  mortality. 

Maturin^M  Bertram. 

Long  did  his  wifo. 
Suckling  her  babe,  her  only  one,  look  out 
The  way  he  went  at  parting, — ^but  he  came  not ! 

Jicjgsrs's  Italy. 

There  as  she  sought  repose,  her  sorrowing  heart 
Recall'd  her  absent  love  with  bitter  sighs ; 
Regret  had  deeply  fiz'd  the  poison'd  dart, 
Which  ever  rankling  in  her  bosom  lies : 
In  vain  she  seeks  to  close  her  weary  eyes, 
Those  eyes  still  swim  incessantly  in  tears, 
Hope  in  her  cheerless  bosom  foding  dies, 
Distracted  by  a  thousand  cruel  foars. 
While  banished  from  his  love  for  ever  she  appeara 
Mrs,  Tighe's  Psyche. 

As  dow  oar  ship  her  foamy  track 
Against  the  wind  vras  cleaving. 
Her  trembling  pennant  still  look'd  back 
To  that  dear  isle  twas  leaving. 
So  loath  we  part  from  all  vra  love, 
FVom  all  the  links  that  bind  us; 
So  turn  our  hearts,  where'er  we  rove. 
To  those  we've  left  behind  us. 

T.  Afoors. 

Oh!  cooldst  thon  but  know 
With  vHiat  a  deep  devotedness  of  woe 
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I  ire|>l  tb^  abnnce,  c^er  ead  o*6r  again 
ThiiJdiig  «rtliee,8t]ll  thee, till  tfaoaghtgrrawpalDt 
And  memoiy,  like  a  drop  that  night  and  day 
FUis  cold  and  ceaseleK,  wore  my  heart  away ! 

Moon' 9  LaOa  Rookk. 
A  boat  at  midnight  sent  alone 
To  drift  npon  the  moenleeB  sea, 
A  faite,  whaee  leading  chord  is  gone, 
A  woondcd  bird*  that  hath  but  one 
Imperfect  wing  to  soar  upon, 
Are  like  what  I  am,  without  thee ! 

Moore'9  Looes  of  the  Afigtk, 
'Tis  scarcely 
Two  hours  since  ye  departed :  two  long  hours 
To  me,  but  only  hoora  upon  the  sun. 

ByrofC9  Cain, 
Wires,  in  their  husbands*  absence,  grow  subtler. 
And  daughters  sometimes  run  oF  with  the  butler. 
Byron*$  Don  Juan. 

Absent  many  a  jrear 
Fir  o*er  the  sea,  his  sweetest  dreams  were  still 
Of  that  dear  voice  that  soothed  his  infancy. 

Rdieit  Souihty, 
We  must  part  awhile: 
A  few  short  months — ^though  short,  they  must  be 

kog 
Withont  thj  dear  society ;  but  yet 
We  must  endure  it,  and  our  love  will  be 
Hie  fender  after  parting — it  will  grow 
Intenser  in  our  absence,  and  again 
Bom  with  a.  tender  glow  when  I  return. 

PercisaTs  Poam, 
When  from  land  and  home  receding, 
And  from  hearts  that  ache  to  bleeding, 
lliink  of  those  behind,  who  love  thee. 
While  the  sun  is  bright  above  theei 
Then,  as  down  the  ocean  glancing. 
With  the  waves  his  rays  are  dancing. 
Think  how  long  the  night  vnll  be 
To  the  eyes  that  weep  fer  thee. 

Jfiss  Ootdd't  PoemB, 
Gill  thoa  me  home !  from  thee  apart 

Faintly  and  low  my  pulses  beat, 
As  if  the  life-blood  of  my  heart 

Within  thine  own  heart  holds  its  seat, 
And  floweth  only  where  thou  art : 

Oh!  call  me  home. 

Mn.  E,  Oakm  Smith. 


The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own. 
Go  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praise  ye  seek. 
And  show  the  shame  ye  might  conceal  at  home, 
In  fereign  eyes ! — ^be  grooms  and  win  the  plate, 
Where  once  your  nobler  fe,thcrs  won  a  crown. 

CowperU  TaA 


ABSTINENCE. 

Against  diseases  here  the  strongest  fence 
Is  the  defensive  virtue  abstinence. 

RdmiHenit^ 
His  life  is  parallerd 
Ev*n  with  the  stroke  and  line  of  his  great  justice ; 
He  doth  vrith  holy  abstinence  subdue 
That  in  himself  which  he  spurs  on  his  pow'r 

To  qualify  in  others. 

8hak$.  Moaa.  for  Mea$. 

Yet  in  abstinence  in  things  we  must  profess 
Which  nature  fram*d  fer  need,  not  fer  excess. 

BroumU  Paotordk. 


ACCIDENT. 

If  we  •  consider  accident, 
And  how  repugnant  unto  sense 
It  pays  desert  vriih  bad  event, 
We  shall  disparage  providence. 

iSftr  WiiHam  VavenanCg  Crud  Brother. 
As  the  imthought.on  aooident  is  guilty 
Of  what  we  wildly  do,  so  we  profess 
Ourselves  to  be  the  slaves  of  chance,  and  flies 
Of  every  vnnd  that  Uowa. 

Shake.  Winter  Tale 


ABSENTEES. 

We  yet  retain 
pre-eminence ;  we  justly  boast 
siqperior  jockeyship,  and  claim 


ACCLAIMATIONS. 

It  is  a  note 
Of  upstart  greatness  to  observe  and  watch 
For  those  poor  trifles,  which  the  noble  mind 
Neglects  and  scorns. 

Jo&nson't  Sejanue 

His  speech  v^as  answered  with  a  general  noise 
Of  acclamation,  doubtless  signs  of  joys 
Which  soldiers  uttered  as  they  ferward  went, 
The  sure  fererunner  of  a  feir  event 

Sir  Jehu  Beavmom 

When  all  thy  mountains  clap  their  hands  in  joy. 
And  all  thy  cataracts  thunder--**  That 's  the  dqj  !" 

O.  W.  Hohnrn 


10 


ACCOMPUSHMENTS  -  ACCUSATION  -  ACTION  -  ACTIVrry. 


ACXX)MPL]SHM£NTa 

She  !■  of  the  best  blood,  jet  betters  it 

Witli  all  the  grtuces  of  an  ezceUent  spirit: 

Mild  OS  tlie  in&nt  rose,  uid  innocent 

As  when  heaven  lent  her  us.    Her  mind  as  well 

As  fiice,  is  yet  a  paradise  untainted 

With  blemishes,  or  the  spreading  weeds  of  yice. 

Robert  Barou^M  Mirxa. 
Her  even  carriage  is  as  flir  fixun  coyness 
As  from  immodesty;— in  play,  in  daneing. 
In  suffering  courtship,  in  requiting  kindness, 
In  use  of  places — hours— and  companions, 
Free  as  the  sun,  and  nothing  more  corrupted ; 
As  circumspect  as  Cynthia  in  her  tows. 
And  constant  as  the  centre  to  observe  them. 

Geofg€  Cmtpnuin, 

Accompliehments  were  native  to  her  mind, 
Liko  precious  peark  within  a  clasping  shell. 

And  winning  grace  her  every  act  refined. 
Like  sunshine  shedding  beauty  where  it  felL 

ilff*.  HaU. 


ACCUSATION. 

Give  me  good  proofi  of  what  you  have  alleged : 
*l*is  not  enough  to  say — ^in  such  a  bush 
Thero  lies  a  thie^in  such  a  cave  a  beast, — 
Bat  you  must  show  him  to  me  ere  I  shoot, 
Else  I  may  kill  one  of  my  straggling  sheep : 
I*m  find  of  no  man*s  person  but  hb  virtue. 

Crmim'$  Ittpart  €f  Henry  VL 
None  have  accused  thee ;  His  thy  conscience  cries. 
The  vritness  in  the  soul  that  never  dies; 
Its  accusation,  like  the  moaning  vrind. 
Of  wintry  midnight  moves  thy  startled  mind ; 
Oh !  may  it  melt  thy  hardened  heart,  and  bring 
From  out  thy  frozen  soul  the  life  of  spring. 

Mrs,  Hale. 


ACTION. 

Away  then,— work  with  boldness  and  with  speed, 
On  greatest  actions  greatest  dangers  feed. 

Marioe'B  Luti  cf  D'*minum, 
Wliilnt  timorous  knowledge  stands  considering 
Aiiducious  ignorance  hath  done  the  deed. 
For  who  knows  most,  the  more  he  knows  to  douht; 
T'le  icast  discourse  is  commonly  most  stout. 

DanieL 
f'or  ffood  and  toeS  must  in  our  actions  meet; 
Wi'sked  is  not  much  worse  than  indiscreet. 

Dr.  Doimie, 


Good  actions  crown  themselves  with  lasting  bayi. 
Who  deserves  well  needs  not  another's  praise. 

Hmlh*$  Chmrtdlth 
Of  every  noUs  action,  the  intent 
Is  to  give  worth  reward^ — vice  punishment 

BetntnoRt  mmi  rUtehe^B  CMftnuL 
If  thou  doest  ill,  the  joy  &des,  not  the  pains ; 
If  well,  the  pain  doth  fiide,  the  Joy  remains. 

Oeorge  HerherL 
The  body  sins  not,  *tis  the  vrill 
That  makes  the  action  good  or  ill. 

acitkJk. 
He  that  pursues  an  act  that  is  attended 
With  doubtful  issues,  for  the  means,  had  need 
Of  policy  and  Ibroe  to  make  it  speed. 

T.  NaWw  UitfortuMEie  Mother, 
Be  just  in  all  thy  actions,  and  if  join*d 
Witii  those  that  are  not,  never  change  thy  mind ; 
If  aught  obstruct  thy  course,  yet  stand  not  still. 
But  wind  about  till  thou  hast  toppM  the  hilL 

DemhanL 
Actions  rare  and  sudden,  do  commonly 
Proceed  from  fierce  necessity:  or  else 
From  some  oblique  design,  which  is  asham'd 
To  show  itself  in  the  public  road. 

Sir  WUUam  DavenanU 
Our  unsteady  actions  cannot  be 
ManagM  by  ruloi  of  strict  philosophy. 

Sir  Robert  Howard, 
Some  place  the  bliss  in  action,  some  in  ease, 
Those  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these. 

Pope 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow. 

Is  our  destined  end  or  sway; 

But  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 

Finds  us  further  than  to-day. 

LongfiOow^o  Poomo 


ACTIVITY. 

Celerity  is  never  more  admirod 
Than  by  the  negligent 

Shakt,  AnL  and  CZee 

If  it  were  done,  when  *tis  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly. 

Shako.  Maehetk 

Wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  loss. 
But  checrly  seek  how  to  redress  their  hann. 

Shako.  Henry  VL 
Our  remedies  ofl  in  ourselves  do  lie. 
Which  we  ascribe  to  heaven :  the  fkted  sky 
Gives  us  free  scope ;  only  doth  backward  pull 
Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are  duH. 

Shako.  AWowtM, 
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IVke  the  nutant  way ; 
For  hunouf  tntfeb  in  a  atrait  ao  naitow^ 
When  one  but  goes  abreast :  keep  then  the  path : 
For  enmlaticm  hatli  a  thousand  sons, 
Thai  one  by  one  punne :  if  yon  give  way, 
Or  edge  aside  fiom  the  direct  fiirthright. 
Like  to  an  entered  tide,  they  all  rush  by. 
And  leave  you  hindmost. 

Shakg,  TroL  and  Cress. 

Let*s  take  the  mstant  by  the  forwaid  top ; 
For  we  are  old,  and  on  oar  quickest  decrees, 
Tlie  inandible  and  noiseless  foot  of  time 
Bleak,  ere  we  can  effect  them. 

Shak8.AW$wdl 

Gome, — ^I  have  leam'd,  that  fearfhl  commenting 

Is  laden  servitor  to  dull  delay; 

Delay  leads  impotent  and  snail>pacM  beggary. 

Tlien  fiery  expedition  be  my  wing, 

Jove's  Meieniy,  and  herald  for  a  king! 

Goi  muster  men :  my  connsol  is  my  shield : 

We  must  be  brief;  when  traitois  brave  the  6eld. 

Siaki.  Richard  JIL 
Time,  thoa  anticipat'st  my  dread  exploits : 
Tlie  flighty  purpose  never  is  o'ertook. 
Unless  the  deed  go  vdth  it :  from  this  moment. 
The  very  firstlings  of  my  heart  shall  be 
The  firstlings  of  my  hand.    And  even  now. 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  acts,  be  it  thought 
and  done. 

8kal8,  Maeheih, 

Doe  entrance  he  disdain'd,  and  in  contdtapt 
At  one  alight  bound  high  overleap*d  all  bound 
Of  hill  or  highest  wall,  and  sheer  within 
Lights  on  his  feet 

MiUm''$  ParadiK  LotL 

How  slow  the  time 
To  the  warm  soul,  that,  in  the  very  instant 
It  £>rms,  would  execute  a  great  design ! 

ThomwtCi  Coridanus. 

The  keen  spirit 
Seises  the  prompt  occasion^— makes  the  thought 
Start  into  instant  action,  and  at  once 
Plans  and  perfiirms,  resolves  and  executes! 

Hannah  Jtfore's  Vamd. 

Hy  days,  though  ftw,  have  passed  below 
In  much  of  joy  though  more  of  woe ; 
Yet  still,  in  hours  of  love  or  strife, 
Tve  *scapM  the  weariness  of  life. 

•         BynnC$  Giaour. 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  can  make  oua  lives  sublime. 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footsteps  oD  the  sands  of  time. 


Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing; 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate. 
Still  achieving,  stiU  pursuing. 

Learn  to  labour  and  to  wait 

LongfeUow. 

Run  if  you  like,  but  try  to  keep  your  breath ; 
Work  like  a  man,  but  donH  be  workM  to  death. 

O.  W.  Holme$ 


ADVERSITY. 

He  who  hath  never  wair*d  vrith  misery. 
Nor  ever  tngg*d  vnth  fortune  and  distress, 
Hath  had  n'  occasion,  nor  no  field  to  try 
The  strength  and  forces  of  his  worthiness ; 
Those  parts  of  judgment  which  felicity 
Keeps  as  concealed,  affiiction  must  express. 
And  only  men  show  their  abilities, 
And  what  they  arc,  in  their  extremities. 

Damd  on  the  Eari  of  SouthampUm. 

By  adversity  are  v^rought 
The  greatest  works  of  admiration, 
And  all  the  &ir  examples  of  renown. 
Out  of  distress  and  misery  are  grown. 

Damd  on  the  Eari  of  SouthampUnL 
Not  one  care  wanting  hour  my  life  had  tasted ; 
But  fi-om  the  very  instant  of  my  birth, 
Incessant  woes  my  tired  heart  have  wasted. 
And  my  poor  thoughts  are  ignorant  of  mirth. 
Look  how  one  wave  another  still  pursucth. 
When  some  great  temjpest  holds  their  troops  in 

chase; 
Or  as  one  hour  another  close  reneweth. 
Or  posting  day  supplies  another^s  place, 
So  do  the  billows  of  affiiction  beat  me. 
And  hand  in  hand  the  storms  of  mischief  go ; 
Successive  cares  with  utter  ruin  threat  me, 
Grief  b  enchain*d  vnth  grief,  and  woe  witli  woe. 
Satnud  Brandon^g  Octaaia, 

Through  danger  safety  comes — through  trouble 
rest  John  Martton* 

Perfumes,  the  more  they're  chaTd  the  more  they 
render 

Their  pleasant  scents;  and  so  affliction 

Expresseth  virtue  fully,  whether  true 

Or  else  adulterate. 

John  We&fter. 

Like  a  ball  that  bounds 
According  to  the  force  with  which  'twas  thrown 
So  in  affliction's  violence,  he  that's  ^vise. 
The  more  he's  cast  down,  will  the  higher  rise. 

Nabb'9  Micneomno^ 
Though  afflictian,  at  the  first,  dolh  m 
Most  virtBOVs  natures,  from  the  maso  that  'tb 
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UnjoBtly  laid ;  jet  when  the  attazement,  wklch 
That  new  pam  brin^  ia  worn  away,  they  then 
Embrace  oppression  straight,  with  saoh 
Obedient  cheerftdnesa,  aa  if  it  eame 
FVom  heaven,  not  man. 

Sir  WUUam  Ikmenimeg  Fnr  Fnaurke. 
Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity; 
Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous, 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head : 
And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt, 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running 

brooks, 
Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 

ShakM,  AMymtWMiL 

'  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

From  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave ; 
So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 
Blink  all  away ;  leave  their  false  vows  with  him, 
Like  empty  purses  pick*d :  and  this  poor  selC 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 
With  his  disease  of  all-shunnM  poverty. 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone. 

Shakt.  Timon. 

Where  you  axe  liberal  of  your  loves  and  counsels. 
Be  sure  you  be  not  loose;  for  those  you  mako 

friends, 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again. 
But  where  they  mean  to  sink  ye. 

Shaks.  Henry  VIIL 
Then  was  I  a  tree. 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit;  but,  in  one 

night, 
A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 
Shook  dov/n  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves. 
And  lefl  me  bore  to  weather. 

Shake,  CymbeUns. 

Such  a  house  broke! 
So  noble  a  master  fallen !  all  gone !  and  not 
Chie  friend,  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm. 
And  go  along  with  him. 

Shakt.  Tmum, 

But  myself 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary. 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes  and  hearts  of 

men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment ; 
That  numberless  upon  me  stuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have,  with  one  winter's  brush 
I'ell  from  their  boughs,  and  lefl  me  open,  bare 
For  every  storm  that  blows ;     I,  to  bear  this, 
TTiut  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden. 

Shake,  ThnatL 


They  answer  in  a  jmnft  and  oorporate  voice, 
Hian  now  they  are  at  fall,—- want  treasure— «annot 
Do  what  they  would ;  are  eorry— yon  are  honour. 

able— 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd— tfiey  knew  not — 
Something  had  been  amiss— a  noble  nature 
May  oatch  a  wrench — would  all  were  all  well  -^ 

•tis  pity — 
And  so,  intending  other  serious  matters, 
After  distasteful  looks,  and  these  hard  fractbns, 
With  certain  half  caps,  and  cold  moving  nods, 
They  froae  me  into  silence. 

Shake,  Tanon, 

Sweep  on,  yon  ftt  and  greasy  citizens ; 
*Tis  just  the  fiishion :  wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  7 

Shake,  Am  you  like  it 
Nay  then  farewell! 
I  have  touchM  the  highest  point  of  all  my  great- 
ness; 
And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  settmg ;  I  shall  &11 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening. 
And  no  man  see  me  more 

Shake,  Henry  VIII 
O  father  abbot. 
An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state. 
Is  6ome  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye ; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity. 

Shake,  Henry  fin 
His  overthrow  heap*d  happiness  upon  him , 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himseh' 
And  found  the  blessedness  of  being  littlo 
And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  died,  fearing  God. 

Shake  Kenry  VIIL 
*Tis  certain,  greatness,  once  fallen  out  with  for- 
tune. 
Must  fall  out  with  men  too :  what  sno  decUn*d  is. 
He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others, 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall ;  for  men,  'ike  butterflies. 
Show  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  summer. 

Shake,  TWw.  and  Crea, 
If  I  once  fall,  how  many  knees,  now  bending. 
Would  stamp  the  heel  of  hate  into  my  breast !  . 

Sir  A,  Huni'e  Julian, 
I  am  not  now  in  fortune's  power: 
He  that  is  down,  can  fall  no  lower. 

BuUeT'e  Hudibrae 
Now  let  us  tliank  th'  eternal  power ;  convinc*d 
That  heaven  but  tries  our  virtue  by  affliction : 
That  oft  the  cloud  which  wraps  the  present  hour, 
Serves  but  to  brighten  all  our  fbture  days. 

Brownie  Barbaroeaa, 
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Okngliter  of  Jora, 

Tboa  tamar  of  the  humui  bMsat, 

Whose  kmk  aeouge^  and  tartarinif  hov. 

The  bad  affiight,  aflUet  the  beet! 

Booad  in  thy  adamantine  chun. 

The  pcoud  an  tsjoght  to  taste  of  pain, 

And  pnride  ^yranti  vainly  groan. 

With  pangs  imfelt  before,  unpitiedf  and  alone. 

Orojf'B  Hymn  to  Adioenity. 

The  gods  in  bounty  work  np  stonns  about  ns, 
Tliat  give  mankind  occasion  to  exert 
Tlxnr  hidden  strength,  and  throw  ont  into  practice 
Virtaes  that  shon  the  day,  and  lie  conceal*d 
In  the  smooth  Tffusffmt  and  the  oafans  of  life. 

iUUiiSR's  Colo. 

How  sadden  are  the  blows  of  fate !  what  change. 
What  revohition,  in  the  state  of  glory! 

Cihbei^9  Cauar  in  EgypL 

I  will  bear  it 
With  an  the  tender  sufferance  of  a  friend, 
Ab  calmly  as  the  wounded  patient  bears 
The  artist's  hand  that  ministers  his  cure. 

Oiway*^  Orpharu 
Deterted  at  his  utmost  need, 
Bf  those  his  former  bounty  fed. 

DtyderCt  AUxandar'g  FeatL 

To  exult 
Ev*n  o*er  an  enemy  oppress'd,  and  heap 
Affliction  on  the  afflicted,  is  the  mark. 
And  the  mean  triumph  of  a  dastard  souL 

Sm9UetC$  Regicide, 

Affliction  is  the  wholesome  soil  of  nrtue : 
Where  patience,  honour,  sweet  humanity. 
Calm  fortitude,  take  root,  and  strongly  flourish. 

MaOet  and  Thomton'g  Alfred, 
Who  has  not  known  ill  fortune,  never  knew 
Himaelf^  or  his  own  virtue. 

MaOet  and  TftsmsMi's  Ayred. 

Ye  good  distress'd! 
Te  BoUe  few !  who  here  unbending  stand 
Benealfa  Hfo's  pressors,  yet  bear  up  awhile, 
And  what  your  bounded  view,  which  only  saw 
A  little  part,  deem*d  evil,  is  no  more ; 
llie  storms  of  wintry  time  will  quickly  pass, 
And  cHie  unbounded  spring  encircle  aU. 

7&NMOB*0  Seaaom, 
AfflictJen  is  the  good  man^s  shining  scene ; 
Pnisperitf  conceals  his  brightest  ray; 
As  night  to  stars,  woe  lustre  gives  to  man. 

Yottf^f  Ni^  TJmghtB, 

We  Used,  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  smile. 
The  mind  turns  fbol,  before  the  cheek  is  dry. 

Ymmg'a  NigM  Thmghi§, 


All  evils  nalwral  are  meml  goods; 
AH  diecipllae»  indolgenee,  on  the  whole. 

Yma^$  Night  Tkoug^ 
When  a  great  mhid  fkUs, 
The  noble  nature  of  man^s  gen'rous  heart 
Doth  bear  him  up  against  the  shame  of  ruin. 
With  gentle  censure,  using  but  his  foults 
As  modest  means  to  introduce  his  praise ; 
For  pity,  like  a  dewy  twilight,  comes 
To  close  th'  oppressive  splendour  of  his  day, 
And  they  who  but  admired  him  in  his  height 
Ilis  altered  state  lament,  and  love  him  fall*n. 

Joanna  BattUf^s  Baml 
For  as  when  merchants  break,  overthrown 
Like  ninepins,  they  strike  others  down. 

Buder'g  Hudihroi, 
Tho*  losses  and  crosses 
Be  lessons  right  severe. 
There's  wit  there,  ye'U  get  there, 
Ye'U  find  nae  other  where. 

Bunu^e  BpiatU  to  Davie 
Tlie  brave  unfortunate  are  our  best  acquaintance ; 
They  show  us  virtue  may  be  much  distress'd. 
And  give  us  their  example  how  to  suffer. 

Francie*»  Eugenia,  k 
In  this  wild  world  the  fondest  and  the  best, 
Are  the  most  tried,  most  troubled,  and  distress'd- 

Crabbe, 
That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hotlier  press : 
But  these  did  shelter  him  beneath  their  roo^ 
When  less  barbarians  would  have  cheer'd  him  less, 
And  foUow  countrymen  have  stood  aloof — 
In  aught  that  tries  the  heart,  how  few  withstand 

the  proof!  Byron'e  Ckdde  HarM 

Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe. 
Sadder  than  owl-songs  on  the  midnight  blast. 
Is  that  portentous  phrase,  **  /  told  yott  so^" 
Utter'd  by  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past; 
Who,  'stead  of  saying  what  you  now  should  do. 
Own  they  foresaw  tl^t  you  would  fall  at  last. 
And  solace  your  slight  lapse  'gainst  **  bonoe  maree^ 
With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  ttioma, 

Byron^e  Don  Juan, 
L  have  not  quailed  to  danger's  brow 
When  high  and  happy — ^need  I  now? 

Byron^$  CHaoitr* 
One  thought  alone  he  could  not— dared  not  meet 
*«0h  how  these  tidings  will  Medora  greet?" 
llian— only  then — his  clanking  hands  he  raised 
And  strain'd  with  rage  the  chain  on  which  he 

gax'd.  ByrmCa  Cormk. 

The  good  are  better  made  by  iU: — 
As  odours  orush'd  are  sweeter  still! 

Rogen*$  JacfK^lm. 
3 


14 


ADVICE. 


Adforntf's  oold  froite  wffl  mmb  be  o*er; 
It  lieraldi  brif  liter  days  i— 4iM  joyow  SpnniT 
It  ondM  OB  the  Wiater*e  icy  fareeit, 
And  yet  oomes  findied  in  beauty* 

Mn.Hmi 


ADVICE. 

Let  me  entreat  you, 
For  to  nnfeld  the  anguiflh  of  your  heart : 
Mishape  are  mastered  by  adyice  discreet, 
And  counsel  mitigates  the  g;reate8t  smart 

Spamr'g  Fairy  Queen. 
Know  tehen  to  speak ;  Ar  many  times  it  brings 
Danger,  to  give  the  best  adyice  to  kings. 

Herriek, 

Direet  not  him,  whose  way  himself  will  choose ; 

Tb  breath  thoa  lack'st,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou 

lose.  Shake.  Richard  JL 

Let  him  be  so. 

For  counsel  still  b  folly's  deadly  foe. 

Shako.  Loadon  ProdigdL 
1  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel 
,Which  flJls  into  mine  ean  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve. 

Shake.  Mtteh  ada. 
Love  all,  trust  a  few. 
Do  wnmg  to  none ;  be  able  ibr  thine  enemy 
Rather  in  power  than  use ;  and  keep  thy  fiiend 
Under  thine  own  life*s  key :  be  checkM  &r  silence, 
But  never  tax'd  for  speech. 

Shake.  Alte  vhJL 
Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but  being  in. 
Bear  it  that  the  opposer  may  bevrare  of  thee. 

Give  every  man  thine  ear  but  few  thy  vuce : 
Take  each  man's  censure,  but  reserve  thy  Judg- 
ment Shake.  Hamlet. 
Neither  a  bonower  nor  a  lender  be: 
For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend ; 
And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandly. 

Shake.HamleL 
Love  thyself  last ;  eherish  those  hearts  that  hate 

thee; 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 
8tUl  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 
To  silence  envious  tongues. 

Shake.  HemyVIJI. 
Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  vrrooght 
Ffiom  that  it  is  disposed :  therefiure  'tis  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes: 
For  wfaa  ^  firm,  that  cannot  be  sednoed  7 

Shake.  Jtdme  C^tmr. 


Give  thy  theoglils  no  tongo^ 
Nor  any  nnproportioned  thouglit  his  aet 
Be  thou  ikmiliar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar. 
Hie  fiiends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  triedi 
Grapple  them  to.tfay  s^nl  with  hooks  of  steel ; 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertaiment 
Of  each  new  hatch'd  unfledged  comrade. 

Shake.  HamUL 
I  shall  the  eflfect  of  this  good  lesson  keep 
As  viratchman  to  my  heart 

Shake.  HandA 
*Tis  all  men*s  office  to  speak  patience 
To  those  that  wring  under  the  load  of  sorrow ; 
But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  sufficiency, 
To  be  so  moral,  when  he  shall  endure 
The  like  himselfl    Thereibre  give  me  no  counsel : 
My  grieft  ciy  louder  than  advertisement 

Men 
Can  counsel  and  speak  comfort  to  that  grief 
Which  they  themselves  not  foel ;  but  tasting  it, 
Their  counsel  turns  to  passion,  which  before 
Would  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage. 
Fetter  strong  madness  in  a  silken  thread, 
Charm  ache  with  air,  and  agony  with  words. 
A  VTretched  soul,  bruised  vrith  adversity. 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  oiy; 
But  were  vra  burdened  with  like  vroight  of  pain, 
As  much,  or  more,  we  should  ourselves  complain. 
Shake.  Much  ado. 
What  could  I  more  7 
I  wam'd  thee,  I  admonish'd  thee,  foretold 
The  danger,  and  the  lurking  enemy 
That  lay  in  vrait ;  beyond  this  had  been  force, 
And  force  i:qKm  free  will  hath  here  no  i^ace. 

MUtenCe  Paradiee  LoeL 
Learn  to  dissemUe  wrongs,  to  smile  at  injuries. 
And  suffer  crimes  thou  want'st  the  power  to 

punish: 
Be  easy,  afiable,  familiar,  friendly: 
Search,  and  know  all  mankind's  mysterious  ways ; 
But  trust  the  secret  of  thy  soul  to  none : 
This  Ib  the  way, 

This  only,  to  be  safo  in  such  a  world  as  this  is 

JReiM'f  Ulfeeee. 
Saints, 
And  cooiLsoul'd  hermits,  mortify'd  vrith  care. 
And  bent  by  age  and  palsies,  whine  out  i««»itw^ 
Which  their  brisk  youth  tad  blushed  at 

HiWeHenry  V 
Aye  free,  off  han',  your  story  tell 
When  wi*  a  bosom  crony; 
But  still  keep  something  fo  yonrsel 
Ye  aoaroe^  tell  to  ony. 
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Fns  oitml  dtMeetkn; 

Bat  keak  thro*  tnr*ij  other  man, 

WP  diwpe&M  sh J  inapeetkm. 

Bumt't  f^MCtt  te  a  Vbvi^  Friend. 
Xi»  wont  men  often  give  the  bett  advice. 


ADIEU. 

Tlien  oomM  the  pertinf  hear,  and  what  aiiee 
When  loveis  pari— ez|iiefliive  looke,  and  eyes 
Trader  and  tearfiil — many  a  fimd  adieu, 
And  many  a  call  the  eonow  to  lenew. 

Crahbe. 
We  part— 
Bot  this  shall  be  a  token  thon  hast  been 
A  fiknd  to  him  who  ploek'd  these  lovely  flowers, 
And  sent  them  as  a  tribute  to  a  friend. 
And  a  zemembrance  of  the  few  kind  hours 
Which  lightened  on  the  darkness  of  my  path. 

PereivaL 
On  the  door  you  will  not  enter, 
I  have  gaied  too  long — adieu! 
Hope  withdraws  her  peradventuie — 
Death  is  near  me— and  not  you. 

Mia$  Barrett. 


(See  Fakkwcll.) 


AFFECTION. 

What  war  so  cruel,  or  what  siege  so  sore. 
As  that  which  strong  affections  do  apply 
Against  the  fort  of  reason,  evermore 
To  bring  the  soul  into  captivity ! 

Speiuer^B  Fairy  Quaen. 
Affectkm  is  the  savage  beast. 
Which  always  us  annoyeth: 
And  never  lets  us  live  in  rest, 
Bnt  still  oar  good  destroyeth. 
Afibction's  power  who  can  suppress, 
And  master  when  it  sinneth. 
Of  wQCthy  praise  deserves  no  less, 
Tlun  he  that  kingdoms  winneth. 

Brandon*$  Oetavia. 
Of  all  the  tyrants  that  the  world  affords, 
Our  own  affections  are  the  fiercest  lords. 

Eari  qfSterliiu'9  JuUub  Ccuar. 

0  yon  much  partial  gods ! 

Why  gave  ye  men  affection.^  and  not  power 
To  govern  them  ?  What  I  by  iate  should  shun, 

1  moit  afieet. 

Loitnkk  Barrtjf, 


Afibetions  injar'd 
By  tyranny,  or  rigour  of  eompulston. 
Like  tempest-threatened  trees,  unfirmly  rooted, 
I4e'er  spring  to  timely  growth. 

John  FortpB  Broken  Heart 
0\  there  is  one  afSection  which  no  stain 
Of  earth  can  ever  darken ; — ^when  two  find. 
The  softer  and  the  manlier,  that  a  chain 
Of  kindred  taste  has  fastened  mind  to  mind , 
T  is  an  attraction  from  all  sense  refined ; 
Hie  good  can  only  know  it ;  'tis  not  blind. 
As  love  LB  unto  baseness ;  its  desire 
Is  but  with  hands  entwined  to  lift  our  being  higher 
PercivaTo  Poema 
Ah!  could  you  look  into  my  heart, 

And  watch  your  image  there! 
You  would  own  the  sunny  loveliness 
Affection  makes  it  wear. 

Mr$,  Otgoed 


AGE. 


The  eareftd  cold  hath  nipt  my  rugged  rind. 
And  in  my  face  deep  furrows  eld  hath  plight ; 
My  head  besprent  vnth  hoary  fh)st  I  find. 
And  by  mine  eye  the  crow  bis  claw  doth  wright: 
Delight  is  laid  abed,  and  pleasure  past ; 
No  sun  now  shines,  clouds  have  all  overcast. 

Speneer'e  Skepkerd'e  Calendar. 
These  old  fellows  have 
Hieir  mgratitnde  in  them  hereditary : 
Their  blood  is  cak*d,  *tis  cold,  it  seldom  flows; 
'TIS  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth. 
Is  fiuhioo*d  &r  the  journey— dull  and  heavy. 

Shake.  Tmon, 

0  let  us  have  him ;  for  his  silver  hairs  i 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion. 

And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds ; 
It  shall  be  said, — his  judgment  rul*d  our  hands ; 
Our  youths,  and  wildness  shall  no  vnt  appear. 
But  all  be  bury'd  in  his  gravity. 

Shake.  JvUue  Ceuar, 
Youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  snd  careless  livery  that  it  wears, 
Tlian  settled  age  his  sables  and  his  weeds. 
Imparting  health,  and  graveness. 

Shake.  Hamlei 
Though  I  k>ok  old,  yet  I  am  strong  and  lusty: 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot^nd  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood* 

Shake.  Am  yon  Uketi 

1  know  thee  not,  old  man :  fUl  to  thy  prayers . 
How  ill  iriiite  hairs  become  a  fbd  and  jester  * 

Shake.  Hemrf  IV, 
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AllBITION. 


Ttiosie  that  Wttre  iq>  thdiiMclvM,  kept  othen  low ; 
Those  that  were  iow  themselves,  held  others  hard, 
Ne  sofibred  them  to  ryse  or  g^reater  grow : 
Bat  every  one  did  strive  his  Mow  down  to  throw. 
Spenter'B  Fairy  Queen, 

Nature,  that  framed  ns  of  fi)ur  elements, 
Warring  within  our  hreasts  fi>r  regimen. 
Doth  teach  us  all  to  have  aspiring  minds : 
Onr  souls,  whose  faculties  can  comprehend 
The  wondrous  architecture  of  the  world. 
And  measure  ev'ry  wandering  planet's  course, 
Still  climbing  alter  knowledge  infinite, 
And  always  moving  as  the  restless  ^>here8, 
Wills  us  to  wear  ourselves,  and  never  rest 
Until  we  reach  the  ripest  firuit  of  all, 
That  perfect  bliss  and  sole  felicity. 
The  swoet  firuition  of  a  heav'niy  crown. 

Mary*  let  part  of  Tamerlane  the  OreaL 

Who  soars  too  near  the  sun,  with  golden  wings, 
Melts  them ; — to  ruiu  his  own  fortune  brings. 

Shake,  CromweU. 
ThrifUess  ambition  I  that  will  ravin  up 
Thine  own  life's  means* 

Shake,  Macbeth. 

CromweU,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition : 
By  that  sin  fell  the  angels ;  how  can  man  then. 
The  image  of  his  maker,  hope  to  win  by't  ? 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

I  have  ventured. 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  swim  on  bladders, 
This  many  summers  in  a  Mca  of  glory : 
But  far  beyond  my  depth :  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me ;  and  now  has  lcf\  me. 
Weary,  and  old  with  service,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  stream,  that  must  for  ever  hide  me. 

Shake,  Henry  VIIL 

Vdin  pomp,  and  ghny  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye ; 
I  feel  my  heart  new  opcn'd  :  O,  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  princes'  favours ! 
There  is,  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire  to. 
That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin. 
More  pangs  and  ftars  than  wars  or  women  have ; 
And  when  he  falls,  he  fidb  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

*Tis  a  common  proo^ 
That  luwlmess  is  young  ambition's  ladder. 
Whereto  the  climber  upwards  turns  his  &ce : 
Tine  wnen  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round, 
I  fe  tnen  unto  the  ladder  turns  liis  back, 
l/x>ks  in  tlie  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees 
hr  which  he  did  aacend. 

Sheika.  Jwkme  Cetem; 


Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  ftlas : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars, 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 

Shake.  Jvliue  Ceuar 
Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaie  me, 
A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  should 
So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world. 
And  bear  the  palm  alone. 

Shake.  Jtdiue  Caear, 

He  hath  brought  many  captives  to  Rome, 
Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Goasar  seem  ambitious  ? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried, Gessar  hath  wept: 
Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  sta£ 

Shake.  Juliae  Ceuar, 
Examples,  gross  as  earth,  exhort  me : 
Witness,  this  army,  of  such  mass,  and  charge. 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince ; 
Whose  spirit,  with  divine  ambition  pnff'd. 
Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event ; 
Exposing  what  is  mortal,  and  unsure. 
To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare. 
Even  for  on  egg-«hell» 

Shake.  HamieL 

I  have  no  spur 
To  prick  the  sides  of  my  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erleaps  itself 
And  falls  on  the  other  side. 

Shake.  MaeheUL 
That  is  a  step. 
On  which  I  must  &11  dovni,  or  else  o'erleap. 
For  in  my  way  it  lies. 

Shake.  Macbeth. 

Yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature; 
It  is  too  full  o'  the  milk  of  human  kindness 
To  catch  the  nearest  way ;  thou  would'st  be  great ; 
Art  not  without  ambition ;  but  without 
The  illness  should  attend  it :  what  thou  would'st 

highly. 
That  would'st  thou  holily :  would'st  not  play  false, 
And  yet  would'st  wrongly  win. 

Shake.  MaebeiL 

Follow  I  must,  I  cannot  go  before. 

While  Gloster  bears  this  base  and  humble  min<L 

Were  I  a  man,  a  duke,  and  next  of  blood, 

I  would  remove  these  tedious  stumbling  blocks. 

And  smooth  my  way  upon  their  headless  necks. 

Shake.  Henry  VI. 
Away  with  scrupulous  wit !  now  arms  must  rule. 
And  fearless  minds  climb  soonest  unto  crowns. 

Shake.  HemxyVh 
Ambition  hath  but  two  steps :  the  lowest, 
Blood:  the  highest,  envy. 


AMBITION. 
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Amintioii  hath  one  heel  nait*d  m  hell, 
llioiigh  flbe  stretch  her  fingers  to  touch  the  hea- 
vens. Liaf$  Midas. 
Tc  gods !  what  havoc  does  ambition  make 
Among  jxmr  works  I 

Addimn*9  Cato, 

How  dost  thou  wear,  and  weary  out  thy  days. 
Restless  ambition,  never  at  an  end? 

DanieVs  PhilaUts. 
Of  aU  the  passions  which  possess  the  soul, 
None  so  disturbs  vain  mortals*  minds, 
As  vain  ambition,  which  so  blinds 
The  light  of  them,  that  nothing  can  control. 
Nor  curb  their  thoughts  who  will  aspire ; 
This  raging,  vehement  desire. 
Of  sovereignty  no  satisikction  fmds. 
Bat  in  the  breasts  of  men  doth  ever  roll 
The  restless  stone  of  Sisyph*  to  torment  them. 
And  as  his  heart,  who  stole  the  heav*nly  fire. 
The  vulture  gnaws,  so  doth  that  monster  rent 

them: 

Had  they  the  world,  the  world  would  not  content 
them.  Earl  ofSterUne'B  Darhta, 

Farewell  for  ever:   so  have  I  discerned 
An  exhalation  that  would  be  a  star 
Fall,  when  the  sun  forsook  it,  In  a  sink. 

ChapmofiCB  fid  part  of  Bynm*8  Coiupiracy, 
Man  was  mark*d 
A  friend,  in  his  creation,  to  himself| 
And  may,  with^<  ambition,  conceive 
The  greatest  Uessings,  and  the  brightest  honours 
Appointed  for  him,  if  he  can  achieve  them 
The  right  and  noble  way. 

PJuUp  Maseinger'a  Guardian, 
Our  natures  are  like  oil ;  compound  us  with  any 

thing 
Tet  still  we  strive  to  swim  upon  the  top. 

Beaummd  and  Fleteha*g  Loyal  SubjecL 
Be  not  with  honour*s  gilded  baits  beguil'd. 
Nor  think  ambition  wise,  because  'tis  brave ; 
For  though  we  like  it,  as  a  forward  child, 
*Tis  so  unsound,  her  cradle  is  her  grave. 

Sir  W.  Davenanf$  Gondibert 
Ambition^s  monstrous  stomach  does  increase 
By  eating,  and  it  fears  to  starve,  unless 
It  still  may  feed,  and  all  it  sees  devour : 
Ambition  is  not  tir'd  with  toil  nor  cloy*d  vrith 
power. 

Sir  W.  DavenanCg  Playhnme  to  let. 

Ambitioii  is  the  nmid*s  immodesty. 

Sir  W.  Iteesnstit's  Gmdiiert. 
Ambitioa  is  a  spirit  in  the  worid, 
That  eaases  aU  the  ebbs  and  flows  of  natlona. 


Keeps  mankind  sweet  by  action :  without  that, 
The  world  would  be  a  filthy  settled  mud. 

OrotrR*t  Ambiiiotu  Statetmah, 
Ambition*s  eyes 
Look  often  higher  than  their  merit's  rise. 

Rowland  Watkyn$. 
Ambition  is  like  love,  ire  patient 

Both  of  delays  and  rivals. 

DenkanC$  Sofkf. 

Ambition  is  a  lust  that's  never  quenched. 
Grows  more  cnflamed,  and  madder  by  enjoyment 

Otway*9  CahiM  Mariu$, 
Ambition,  like  a'  torrent,  ne'er  looks  back. 
It  is  a  swelling,  and  the  last  afTcction 
A  high  mind  can  put  ofil    It  is  a  rebel 
Both  to  the  soul  and  reason,  and  enforces 
All  laws,  all  conscience ;  treads  upon  religion. 
And  offers  violence  to  nature's  self 

Ben  JmmnCe  CaHUne, 
Here  we  may  reign  secure,  and  in  my  choice 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  helL 

Mikon'9  Paradioe  ImL 

His  trust  was  with  th*  Eternal  to  be  deem'd 

liqual  in  strength,  and  rather  than  be  less 

Car'd  not  to  be  at  all ;  with  that  care  lost 

Went  all  his  fear :  of  God,  or  hell,  or  worse, 

He  reck'd  not. 

MiUmC%  Paradise  LotL 

Lifted  up  so  high 

I  *sdain'd  subjection,  and  thought  one  step  higher 

Would  set  me  highest 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost, 

Therefore  with  manlier  objects  we  must  try 
His  constancy,  vrith  such  that  have  more  show 
Of  worth,  of  honour,  glory,  and  popular  praise. 
Rocks  whereon  greatest  men  have  oflest  wreck'd. 
MiUon*s  Paradise  Regaxaed* 
O  dire  ambition!  what  infernal  power 
Unchain'd  thee  firom  thy  native  depth  of  hell. 
To  stalk  the  earth  with  thy  destructive  train, 
Murder  and  lust !  to  waste  domestic  peace 
And  every  heartfelt  joy. 

Browns  Barvarosstu 

O  false  ambition! 

Thou  lying  phantom !  whither  hast  thou  lured  me ! 

Ev*n  to  this  giddy  height;  where  now  I  stand 

Forsaken,  comfortless ;  with  not  a  firiend 

In  whom  my  soul  can  trust 

Browns  JBAfosrosis 

What  'e  all  the  gaudy  glitter  of  a  crown ; 
What  bat  the  glaring  meteor  of  ambition, 
Hiat  leads  the  wretch  benighted  in  his  errorsi 
Pointe  to  the  gul^  and  shines  upon  destroctiou. 
Btoskt^s  Ovattnm  Ytm 


AMBmON. 


Oh !  that  Mime  iriUager,  whoie  earl  j  toil 
Lifts  the  pemxrioiw  monel  to  his  mootfa. 
Had  claim*d  mj  birth !  ambition  had  not  thea 
llins  step'd  *twizt  me  and  hoav*n. 

Brooke^9  Ouitamu  Vata, 
Ambition  is  at  a  distance 
A  goodly  prospect,  tempting  to  the  view ; 
The  height  delights  ns,  and  the  momitain  top 
Looks  beautiful,  because  'tis  nigh  to  heaven : 
But  we  ne'er  think  how  sand j  's  the  foundation ; 
What  storms  will  batter,  and  what  tempests  shake 
Otway*$  Venice  Preeened, 
Why  now  my  golden  dream  is  out— 
Ambition,  like  an  early  friend,  throws  back 
My  curtains  with  an  eager  hand,  o'eijoyed 
To  tell  me  what  I  dreamt  is  true — a  crown. 
Thou  bright  reward  of  eyer*daring  minds; 
Oh !  how  thy  awful  glory  fills  my  soul ! 
Nor  can  the  means  that  got  thee  dim  thy  lustre ; 
For,  not  men's  loye,  fear  pays  thee  adoration. 
And  fiune  not  more  survives  from  good  than  evil 

deeds. 
Th*  aspiring  youth,  that  fir'd  th'  Ephesian  dome. 
Outlives,  in  fame,  the  pious  fool  that  rais'd  it. 

Cibber'9  Richard  III, 
Ambition  is  on  idol,  on  whose  wings 
Great  minds  are  carried  only  to  extreme ; 
To  be  sublimely  great,  or  to  bo  nothing. 

SmUkenCw  Loyal  Brother. 

TamerZane.— The  world !  —  'twould  be  too  little 
for  thy  pride! 
Thou  wouldst  scale  heaven — 
Bajazet, — I  would :  —  away !   my  soul 
Disdains  thy  conference. 

Rowe^e  Tameriane, 
Great  souls, 
By  nature  half  divine,  soar  to  the  stars. 
And  hold  a  near  acquaintance  with  the  gods. 

Rowe'9  Royal  Convert 
What  is  ambition  but  desire  of  greatness  7 
And  what  is  greatness  but  extent  of  power  7 
But  lust  of  power's  a  dropsy  of  the  mind, 
Wliose  thirst  increases,  while  we  drink  to  quench  it, 
1111  swoln  and  stretch'd  by  the  repeated  draught, 
We  burst  and  perish. 

Higgm**  Oeneroui  Canqumvr. 
Ambition  first  sprung  ftom  your  blest  abodes. 
The  glorious  fault  of  angels  and  of  gods; 
llience  to  their  images  on  earth  it  flows. 
And  in  the  breasts  of  kings  and  heroes  glows. 
Most  souls,  'tis  true,  but  peep  out  once  an  age, 
Puli  sullen  pris'nen  m  the  body's  cage; 
Dim  lights  of  life,  that  bum  a  length  of  yean 
(JselcM  onsec.  a«  lamps  in  sepulchres; 


Like  eastern  kings,  a  lajcy  state  they  keep, 
And,  dose  oonfin'd  to  their  own  palaoe,  siaap. 

Pope, 
The  gods,  to  curse  Pamela  with  her  pray'rs, 
Gave  the  gilt  coach  and  dappled  Flanders  mares, 
The  shining  robes,  rich  jewels,  beds  of  state. 
And  to  complete  her  bliss, — a  fool  for  mate. 
She  glares  in  balls,  fi^xnt  boxes,  and  the  ring, 
A  vain,  unquiet,  glittering,  wretched  thing ! — 
Pride,  pomp,  and  state,  but  reach  her  outward 

part; 
She  sighs, — and  is  no  duchess  at  her  heart 

Pcpe, 

Oh,  sons  of  earth !  attempt  ye  still  to  rise. 
By  mountains  pil'd  on  mountains,  to  the  skies  7 
Heaven  stUl  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  surveys, 
And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raise. 
Pope*$  Eeeay  on  Ufa*. 

Unnumber'd  suppliants  crowd  preferment's  gate 
Athirst  for  wealth,  and  burning  to  be  great, 
Delusive  fortune  hears  the  incessant  call, 
They  mount,  they  shine,-— evaporate  and  fidl. 

Dr,  JoktiBOiCt  Vaviiy  cf  Human  Wioheo. 


This  sov'reign  passion,  scornful  of  restraint. 
Even  from  the  birth  affects  supreme  command. 
Swells  in  the  breast,  and  with  resistless  force, 
O'crbears  each  gentler  motion  of  the  mind. 

Dr,  JolM9on*$  Irene. 

Alas!  ambition  makes  my  little  less: 
Embitt'ring  the  possess'd :  why  wish  for  more  7 
Wishing,  of  all  employments,  is  the  worst ; 
Philosophy's  reverse,  and  health's  decay ! 

Young'e  Night  Thoughte, 

Thy  bosom  bums  for  power ; 
What  station  charms  thee  7  I'll  install  thee  there ; 
'TIS  thine.    And  art  thou  greater  than  before  7 
Then  thou  before  wast  something  loss  than  man. 
Has  thy  new  post  betray'd  thee  into  pride  7 
That  treach'rous  pride  betrays  thy  dignity, 
That  pride  defames  humanity,  and  calls 
The  being  mean,  which  staffs  or  strings  can  raisei 
yotmg't  Night  Thaaghta 
Not  kings  alone. 
Each  villager  has  his  ambition  too; 
No  sultan  prouder  than  his  fotter'd  slave : 
Slaves  build  their  little  Babylons  of  straw. 
Echo  the  proud  Assyrian  in  their  hearts, 
And  cry — **'  Behold  the  wonders  of  my  might  !** 
And  why  7  because  immortal  as  their  lord ; 
And  souls  immortal  must  for  ever  heavv 
At  something  groat ;  the  glitter  or  the  gold 
ITie  praise  of  mortals  or  the  praise  of  Heaven 


AMMTIQN. 


Fame  is  the  diida  of  immorfaiitf, 
And  te  ilMlf  a  ahadofw.    Soon  as  oanghl, 
GonfemnM^ — it  shrinks  to  nothing  in  the  gnsp. 
Gonsalt  th*  ambitions,  'tis  ambition's  core : 
ibid  k  this  allt  cryM  OiBsar  at  his  height, 

IMignsted 

Young' $  Night  ThougkU. 

80  strong  the  aseal  i*  immortaliae  himself 
Beats  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  er'n  a  few, 
Few  transient  years  won  from  the  abyss  abhorr*d 
Of  blank  oblivion  seem  a  glorious  prize, 
And  even  to  a  down. 

Dream  after  dream  ensues, 
And  still  they  dream  that  they  shall  still  socceed. 
And  ttill  are  disappointed. 

Cowper'B  TiuiL 

On  the  smnmit  see. 
The  seals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes ; 
He  dimbs, — ^he  pants, — he  grasps  them.    At  his 

heels. 
Close  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends. 
And  with  a  dext*roos  jerk  soon  twists  him  down. 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  his  turn. 

Coiqper*t  7\uk. 
Is  it  delusion  &is  7 
Or  wears  the  mind  of  man  within  itself 
A  consdons  feeling  of  its  destination  f 
What  say  these  suddenly  imposed  thoughts. 
Which  mark  such  deepen'd  traces  in  the  brain 
On  TiTid  real  persuasion,  as  do  make 
My  nerved  foot  tread  firmer  on  the  earth. 
And  my  dilating  form  tower  on  its  way? 

Joanna  BaiIU^$  EthwaUL 

I  am  as  one 
Who  doth  attempt  some  lofty  mountain's  height. 
And  luLving  gained  what  to  the  upcast  eye 
The  summit's  point  appear'd,  astonish'd  sees 
Its  cloudy  top,  majestic  and  enlarged. 
Towering  aloft,  as  distant  as  before. 

JoamM  BaiUie'M  Etkwald. 
It  ever  is  the  marked  propensity 
Of  restless  and  aspiring  minds  to  look 
Into  the  stretch  of  dark  futurity* 

Joamia  BaUlis^B  EihwdUL 
Tb  th'  expanded  and  aspiring  soul. 
To  be  but  still  the  thing  it  long  has  been. 
Is  misery,  e'en  though  entiiron'd  it  were 
Under  the  cope  of  high  imperial  state. 

Jotmna  BaiUi^$  EAwtdd. 
llie  cheat,  ambition,  eager  to  espouse 
Dominion,  courts  it  with  a  lying  show, 
And  shines  in  borrowed  pump  to  serye  a  torn  t 
■H  file  miilshrtnade,  the  fitfce  is  at  an  end; 


And  aU  the  hireling  ei|uipage  of  mtues, 
Faith,  hooowr,  justice,  gratitude,  and  firiendsUp^ 
Disoharg'd  at  ence. 

Jeffrey* 9  EdwUk 

You  have  deeply  ventured. 
But  all  must  do  so  who  would  greatly  win. 

Byrm'a  Doge  of  TsmcA 

Ay^^-fafher ! — I  have  had  those  earthly  visions 
And  noble  aspirations  in  my  youth, 
To  make  my  own  the  mind  of  other  men. 
The  enlightener  of  nations :  and  to  rise 
I  knew  not  whither — ^it  might  be  to  fall; 
But  fall,  even  as  the  mountain  cataract, 
Which  having  leapt  from  its  more  dazzling  height^ 
Even  in  the  foaming  strength  of  its  abyss. 
Lies  low  but  mighty  AilL— But  this  is  past, 
My  thoughts  mistook  themselves. 

Bfron*B  Manfred* 

He  who  ascends  to  mountun  tops,  shall  find 
Tlie  loftiest  peaks  moat  wrapt  in  clouds  and  snow ; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind, 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 
Though  high  above,  the  sun  of  glory  glow. 
And  far  beneath,  the  earth  and  ocean  spread ; 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head. 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  summits 
led.  Byron*$  ChUde  Harold, 

But  quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  hell. 
And  there  hath  been  thy  bane ;  there  is  a  fire 
And  motion  in  the  soul  which  will  not  dwell 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire, 
Beyond  the  fitting  medium  of  desire ; 
And  but  once  kindled,  quenchless  evermore 
Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core. 
Fatal  to  him  who  bears« — ^to  all  who  ever  bore. 
This  makes  the  madmen,  who  have  made  men  mad 
By  their  contagion,  conquerors  and  kings. 
Founders  of  sects  and  systems,  to  whom  add 
Sophists,  bards,  statesmen,  all  unquiet  things 
Which  stir  too  strongly  the  soul's  secret  springs, 
And  are  themselves  the  fools  to  those  they  £661 ; 
Envied,  yet  not  enviable !  what  stings 
Are  theirs !  one  breast  laid  opea  were  a  schod 
Which  would  unteach  mankind,  the  lust  to  shino 
or  rule.  Bynm's  Ckiido  Hatdd 

Their  breath  is  agitation,  and  their  lifb 
A  storm  whereon  they  ride  to  sink  at  last, 
And  yet  so  nurs'd  and  bigoted  to  strife. 
That  should  their  days,  surviving  perils  past; 
Mdt  to  calm  twilight,  they  fed  overcast 
With  sorrow  and  supineness,  and  so  die ; 
Even  tm  a  iame  unftd,  which  runs  to  waKs 


With  iti  omi  fSkkmwg  or  m  swwd  laid  by« 
WUdi  eats  into  itael^  and  rnati  iaf  laiMiHly. 

llieae  quenched  a  moment  her  amhiti<ra«  thint— 
So  Arab  deaerta  drink  in  aommer'a  rain 
In  Tain! — ^Aa  All  the  dewa  on  qoenchleaa  aanda, 
Blood  only  aervea  to  waah  ambitiona  lianda. 

Bynn*$  Den  Juan, 

Before  I  knew  thee,  Mary* 
Ambition  waa  my  angel:  I  did  hear 
For  ever  ita  witdied  Weea  in  mine  ear ; 

My  daya  were  viaionary— 
My  nighta  were  like  the  alumbera  of  the  mad :— 
And  erery  dream  awopt  o*er  me  calory  clad. 

Wttttt*  Peema. 
What  ia  ambition  T    *T  H  a  gloriona  cheat  I 
Angela  of  light  walk  not  ao  dazzUngly 
The  aapphire  walla  of  Heaven^ 

The  flow 
Of  life-tune  is  a  graduated  acale ; 
And  deeper  than  the  Tanitiea  of  power, 
Or  the  vain  pomp  of  glory,  there  ia  writ 
A  atandard  meaauring  ita  worth  for  beaTon. 

WUUb, 


AMERICA. 

Poor  loat  America,  high  honoura  miaaing, 
Knowa  nought  of  amile  and  nod,  and  aweet  handp 

kiaaing; 
Knowa  nought  of  golden  promiaea  of  kinga ; 
Knowa  nought  of  coroneta,  and  atara,  and  atringa. 
Dr.  WoUoCm  Peter  Pindar. 
Still  one  great  clime,  in  full  and  free  defiance. 
Yet  reara  her  crest,  unconquerM  and  sublime, 
Above  the  far  Atlantic !  she  has  taught 
Her  Esau  brethren  that  the  haughty  flag. 
The  floating  fence  of  Albion's  feebler  crag, 
May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  handa  have 

bought 
RIghta  cheaply  eamM  with  blood.     Still,  atill, 

for  ever 
Better,  though  each  man'a  Iifo.blood  were  a  river. 
That  it  should  flow  and  overflow,  than  creep 
Through  thousand  lazy  channels  in  our  veins, 
I)am*d,  like  the  dull  canal,  with  locks  and  chaina. 
And  moving,  aa  a  aiok  man  in  hia  aleep, 
Three  pacea  and  then  fidtQring : — ^better  be 
Where  the  extinguiahM  Spartana  atiU  are  free, 
In  their  proud  chamel  of  Thermopyls, 
Hian  atagnate  in  our  marah,— or  o'er  the  deep 
Fly,  and  one  current  to  the  ocean  add. 
One  spirit  to  the  aonla  our  fathera  had, 
Chie  Aeeman  more  America^  to  thee ! 

Byrm'$  Od$. 


America!  hal^brotfier  of  the  WoridS 
With  aomething  good  and  bad  of  «fery  kad; 
Greater  than  thee  have  lost  their  aeat^ 
Greater  aoaroe  none  can  atand. 

Bailey^a  Feitaa. 
Land  of  the  Weat!  though  paaamg  brief 

The  record  of  thine  age, 
Tliou  haat  a  name  that  darkena  all 

On  ifiatory'a  wide  page! 
Let  all  the  blaata  of  fome  ring  ou^^ 

Thine  ahall  be  londeat  far: 
Let  othera  boaat  their  aatellitea    ■ 

Thou  hast  the  morning  star. 
Tliou  haat  a  name  whose  oharaotera 

Of  light  ahall  ne'er  depart; 
'TIS  atamped  upon  the  dolleat  brain,  • 

And  warma  the  coldest  heart; 
A  war-cry  fit  for  any  land. 

Where  Freedom's  to  be  won; 
Land  of  the  Weat!  it  atanda  alone — 

It  ia  thy  Washington. 

EUza  Cook's  Poem$ 

€V>hnnbia,  child  of  Britain^— 4U>bleat  child ; 
I  praiae  the  growing  lustre  of  thy  youth. 
And  fain  would  see  thy  great  heart  reconciled 

To  love  the  mother  of  ao  blest  a  birth : 
For  we  are  one  Columbia  I  atill  the  aame 
In  lineage,  language,  lawa,  and  ancient  fiune, 
Hie  natural  nobility  of  earth. 

Tuppa'B  Lifrk9. 
Tliou  noUeat  acion  of  an  ancient  root, 
Bom  of  the  foreat-king !  apread  forth,  apread 
forth,-^ 
High  to  the  atara  thy  tender  leafleta  ahoot, 
Deep  dig  thy  fibrea  round  the  riba  of  earth ! 
From  aea  to  sea,  ttom  south  to  icy  North, 
It  must  ere  long  be  thine,  through  good  or  ill. 
To  stretch  thy  sinewy  boughs:  Go, — ^wondrous 
child! 
The  gloriea  of  thy  deatiny  fulfil  ;— 
Remember  then  thy  mother  in  her  age, 
Shelter  her  in  the  tempeat,  warring  wild : 

Stand  thou  vrith  na  when  all  the  nationa  rage 
So  fhrioualy  together !-— we  are  one : 

And,  through  all  time,  the  calm  hiatorio  page 
Shall  tell  of  Britain  bleat  in  thee  her  aon. 

Tupper'$  Poemt. 
Colmnbia,  Colombia,  to  glory  ariae, 
llie  queen  of  the  world  and  the  child  of  the  akiea. 
TimethfDwighL 
Here  the  ftee  apirit  of  mankind,  at  length, 

Tlirowa  ita  last  fettera  ofi*;  and  who  ahall  place 
A  limit  to  the  giant'a  unchamed  atrength  ? 
Or  oorb  hia  awiftneaa  in  the  fi^ward  race  7 
Bryant's  Pa 


A]90BBiaUr. 


And  thou,  my  Coontiy,  dio«  linlt  ttever  ftU 
Bat  with  tky  ohildran. 

Bryaml^*  Poem$» 

Thtn  b  no  other  knd  like  thee. 

No  dearer  shore; 
Hkni  art  the  shelter  of  the  free. 
The  home,  the  port  of  liberty, 
TlxNi  hast  been,  and  shalt  ever  be, 

Tin  time  is  o*er. 
Ere  I  forget  to  think  upon 
My  land,  shall  mother  curse  the  son 

She  bore. 

PenivaTs  Poems, 

Land  of  the  fiircst  and  the  rock. 

Of  dark  blue  lake  and  mighty  riyer, 
Of  mountains  reared  on  high  to  mock 
Tlie  storm's  career  and  lightning's  shock, 

My  own  green  Land  for  ever  I 
Oh !  neifer  may  a  son  of  thine, 
Where'er  his  wandering  feet  incline. 
Forget  the  sky  that  bent  abore 
His  childhood  like  a  dream  of  love ! 

WkHtier. 

I  see  the  living  tide  roll  on. 

It  crowns  with  fiery  towers 
The  icy  capes  of  Labrador, 

The  Spaniard's  «*land  of  flowers  !** 
It  streams  beyond  the  splintered  ridge 

That  parts  the  northern  showers, 
From  eastern  rock  to  sunset  wave. 

The  Continent  is  ours. 

O.  W.  Holmes, 

America!  the  sound  is  like  a  sword 
To  smite  th'  oppressor!  like  a  loving  word 
To  cheer  the  suffering  people,  while  they  pray 
That  God  would  hasten  on  the  promised  day. 
When  earth  shall  be  like  heaven,  and  men  shall 

stand. 
Like  brothers  round  an  altar,  hand  in  hand. 
O !  ever  thus,  America,  bo  strong, 
Like  cataract's  thunder  pour  the  fVeeman's  song, 
Till  struggling  Europe  joins  the  grand  refrain ; 
And  startled  Asia  bursts  the  despot's  chain ; 
And  Afiic's  manumitted  sons,  from  thee 
To  their  own  Father-land  shall  bear  the  song, 
— ^Worth  all  their  toils  and  tears— of  Liberty : 
For  these  good  deeds,  America,  be  strong ! 

Mr9.Hale. 


ANCESTRY. 

Boast  not  these  titles  of  your  ancestors. 

Brave  youths ;  they  *re  their  possessions,  none  of 

yours; 
When  your  own  virtues,  equal'd  have  their  names, 
"Twin  be  but  fkir  to  lean  upon  their  fiimes ; 


For  they  are  strong  supporters ;  but,  till  then. 

The  greatest  are  but  growing  gentlemen. 

It  is  a  wretehod  thing  to  trust  to  reeds ; 

Which  all  men  do,  that  urge  not  their  own  doedt 

Up  to  their  ancestors ;  tlie  river's  side. 

By  which  you're  planted,  shows  your  fiixit  shall 

bide; 
Hang  all  your  rooms  with  one  large  pedigree : 
'Tis  virtue  alone  is  true  nobility; 
Which  virtue  from  your  fiither,  ripe,  will  &11 ; 
Study  illustrious  him,  and  you  have  aU. 

Joneoiu 

I  have  no  urns,  no  dusty  monuments ; 
No  broken  images  of  ancestors. 
Wanting  an  ear,  or  nose ;  no  forged  tables 
Of  long  descents,  to  boast  false  honours  from. 

Jonson's  Catiiim 

'TIS  poor  and  not  becoming  perfect  gentry. 
To  bmld  their  glories  at  their  fathers'  cost; 
But  at  their  own  expense  of  blood  or  rirtue. 
To  raise  them  living  monuments ;  our  birth 
Is  not  our  own  act ;  honour  upon  trust, 
Our  ill  deeds  forfeit ;  and  the  wealthy  sums, 
Purchas'd  by  others*  fame  or  sweat,  will  be 
Our  stain,  for  we  inherit  nothing  truly 
But  what  our  actions  make  us  worthy  o£ 

Chapman  and  Shirletfe  BaXL 

It  is,  indeed,  a  blessing,  when  the  vtrtues 
Of  noble  races  are  hereditary: 
And  do  derive  themselves  fitun  th'  imitation 
Of  virtuous  ancestors. 

NaWeCofoeni  GardeiL 

He  that  to  ancient  wreaths  can  bring  no  more 
From  his  own  worth,  dies  bankrupt  on  the  score. 

John  Cleveland, 
They  that  on  glorious  ancestors  enlarge. 
Produce  their  debt,  instead  of  their  discharge. 

Young. 
He  stands  for  fiune  on  his  forefiitherB'  foet, 
By  heraldry  proved  valiant  or  discreet ! 

Young, 

Whence  his  name 

And  lineage  long,  it  suits  me  not  to  say ; 

Suffice  it  tiiat,  perchance  they  were  of  fame, 

And  had  been  glorious  in  another  day. 

Byron's  CkUde  Harold, 

I  am  one. 

Who  finds  within  me  a  nobility 

That  spurns  the  idle  pratings  of  the  great. 

And  their  mean  boast  of  what  their  fkthers  weic. 

While  they  themselves  are  fools  effeminate. 

The  scorn  of  all  who  luow  the  worth  ot  mind 

And  virtue. 

PmtmmI 
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ANGELS-ANGER. 


ANGELS. 

Thus  tiiey  in  heaven,  above  fhe  stany  sphere, 
Ilieir  happy  boon  in  joy  and  hymning  spent 

MiUon*9  Paradise  Loti, 

Angels,  contented  with  their  fame  in  heaven. 
Seek  not  the  praise  of  men. 

MiUofCM  Paradiae  LosL 

Are  yo  for  ever  to  yoor  skies  departed  7 
Oh !  will  ye  visit  this  dim  world  no  more  7 

Ye  whose  bright  wings  a  solemn  splendour  darted 

Through  £)den*s  fresh  and  flowery  shades  of 

yore  7  JIfrs.  Heman». 

White-wingM  angels  meet  the  child 

On  the  vestibule  of  life. 

Mrs.  E,  Oake$  SmiiK 

Times  of  joy  and  times  of  woe, 
£2ach  an  angel-presence  know. 

Mrs.  E.  Oaka  Smith, 


ANGER. 

FuU  many  mischieft  follow  cruel  vnvth ; 
Abhorred  bloodshed,  and  tumultuous  strifb, 
Unmanly  murder,  and  unthrifty  scath. 
Bitter  des{«te,  with  rancour's  rusty  knife, 
And  fretting  grief,  the  enemy  of  lifb ; 
All  these,  and  many  evils  more,  haunt  ire. 
The  sweelling  spleen,  and  phrenzy  raging  rife, 
llie  shaking  palsy,  and  saint  Francis  fire : 
Such  one  was  wrath,  the  last  of  this  ungodly  tire. 
Spetuer's  Fairy  Qtiaen. 

There  is  not  in  nature, 
A  thing  that  makes  a  man  so  deferm*d,  so  beastly, 
As  doth  iatemp'rata  anger. 

Wa$ter'9  DuUhesB  rfMalJL 

Tour  more  manly  soul  I  find 
Is  capable  of  wrong,  and  like  a  flint 
Throws  ferth  a  fire  unto  the  striker's  eyes. 
You  bear  about  you  valour's  whetstone,  anger : 
Which  sets  an  edge  upon  the  sword,  and  makes  it 
Cut  with  a  spirit ;  you  conceive  fond  patience 
Is  an  injustice  to  ourselves ;  the  sufF'ring 
C)ne  injury  invites  a  second,  that 
Calls  on  a  third,  till  wrongs  do  multiply 
•\nd  reputation  bleed. 

Tkanuu  Randolph'B  Muae'$  Looking.Qlau, 

My  Age  is  not  malicious ;  like  <«  spark 
Of  fire  by  steot  inforced  out  of  a  flint, 
J»  is  no  sooner  kindled,  but  extinct 

Qnffifs  Cardem  Shifherdest. 


MadnoH  and  aager  difier  bnfc  in  this, 
This  is  short  madness,  that  long  anger  is» 

CharU$  Akyn^$  CrsMfy. 

Where  there's 
Power  to  punish,  'tis  tyranny  to  rage ; 
Anger  is  no  attribute  of  justice ; 
'Tis  true  she's  painted  with  a  sword,  but  looks 
As  if  she  held  it  not ;  though  war  be  in 
Her  hand,  yet  peace  dwells  in  her  fiice. 

Henry  KtUegreto's  Conepiraey, 

If  I  stay,  my  rage 
Will  huny  me  to  mischief  better  leave  her 
To  certain  ruin,  than  betray  myself 
To  danger  of  it 

CZoptiiomc's  HoBander. 

The  winds, 
Impriaon'd  in  the  caverns  of  the  earth. 
Break  out  in  hideous  earthquakes;  paasioM  so 
Increase  by  opposition  of  all  scorns. 

Clapthome'M  HeBandtr. 

Anger 
Is  blood,  pour'd  and  perplex'd  into  a  fix>th ; 
But  malice  is  the  wisdom  of  our  wrath. 

Sir  W.  Davenavfe  Jutt  liaUan. 

In  mighty  souls,  passions,  not  soon  suppress'd. 
Like  wounded  whales,  do  struggle  till  they  die ; 
By  their  impatience  they  increase  the  smart, 
Provoke  their  pains,  and  vex  a  harmless  dart; 
Tossing  the  mighty  mass  till  they're  on  ground. 
Their  rage  more  fiital  than  the  little  wound. 

Sir  Frande  Fan^e  Saer\fiee, 

At  this  the  knight  grew  high  in  wrath. 
And  lifting  hands  and  eyes  up  both. 
Three  times  he  smote  on  stomach  stout. 
From  whence  at  length  these  words  broke  out 

Butler*$  Hudihna. 
Anger  is  like 
A  full  hot  horse,  who  being  allow'd  his  way. 
Self-mettle  tires  him. 

Shake,  Henry  VIII 

Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banish'd  from. 
Well  could  I  curse  away  a  winter's  night. 
Though  standing  naked  on  a  mountain  top. 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  gross  grow. 

SkaJcM.  Henry  VL 
Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  distraction :  never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itsetfi 

Shakt.  AnL  and  CIsok 

Anger's  my  meat;  I  sup  upon  myself; 
And  so  shall  starfe  with  Isedmg. 

Shake.  CoriaUamM, 


AHesaL 


Urafm^— Hear  m«,  ftr  I  wiD  ipaak. 
Ifuft  I  giw  way,  and  T001&  to  your  nah  eholer  ? 
SbaJl  I  be  frighted  when  a  madman  staies? 
CoMMifc — Ogoda!  ye  gods!  moit  I  endue  all  this 7 
BrutKM4 — ^AIl  this !  ay  more.    Fret  till  your  proud 

heart  break; 
Go  show  your  slave  how  choleric  yoa  are, 
And  make  yoor  bondiman  tremble.  Must  I  budge  7 
Must  I  observe  you  7  must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Under  your  testf  humour  7    By  the  gods, 
Yoa  shall  digest  the  Tenom  of  your  spleen, 
Hioogh  it  do  split  you :  for,  from  this  day  ferth, 
I'D  use  yon  for  my  mirth,  yea  for  my  laughter. 
When  yoa  are  waspish. 

8hak$.  JvUuM  C^mr, 

I  am  burnM  up  with  inflaming  wrath; 
A  rage,  whose  heat  hath  this  condition. 
That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood, 
llie  blood,  and  dearest  valued  blood,  of  France. 
8hak8,  King  John. 

0  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth ! 
llien  with  a  passion  would  I  shake  the  world. 

Shaks,  King  Johu 
Away  to  heaven,  respective  lenity, 
And  fire-eyed  fuxy  be  my  conduct  now. 

Shaka*  Romeo  and  JtdieL 
This  strained  paasion  doth  yon  wrong,  my  lord: 
Ghveet  earl,  divoroe  not  wisdom  from  your  honour. 
Shake.  Hemry  IV. 

1  then,  an  smarting  with  my  wounds  being  cold. 
To  be  so  pester'd  with  a  popinjay. 

Oat  of  my  grief  and  my  impatience, 
AaswerM  neglectingiy,  I  know  not  what 

Shake.  Hemy  IV. 
I  am  about  to  weep ;  but  thinking  that 
We  are  a  queen,  or  long  have  dream'd  so,  certain, 
The  daughter  of  a  king,  my  drops  of  tean 
I  torn  to  sparks  of  fire. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

What  sodden  anger 's  this  7  how  have  I  reapM  it  ? 
He  parted  frvwning  from  me,  as  if  nun 
Le^*d  from  his  eyes;  so  looks  the  chafed  lion 
DpoQ  Iha  daring  huntsman  that  has  gall'd  him. 
Then  makes  him  nothing. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

It  were  fiir  me 
To  throw  my  sceptre  at  the  injurious  gods ; 
To  teD  them  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs, 
HH  they  had  stolen  our  jewel 

Shake.  AnL  and  Cleo. 
llnse  hearts  that  start  at  once  into  a  blaae. 
And  open  all  their  rage,  like  summer  storms 
At  once  discharged  grow  cool  again  and  calm. 
O.Jehneen'$Medea. 


Thus  while  he  spake,  each  passion  dimmed  his 

fiice, 
Thrice  changed  with  pale  ire,  envy,  and  despair; 
Which  marr'd  his  boxrow'd  visage,  and  betray*d 
Him  counterfeit. 

Mikon'e  Paradiee  Loel. 

The  elephant  is  never  won  with  anger ; 

Nor  must  that  man,  who  would  reclaim  a  lion. 

Take  him  by  the  teeth* 

Dryden'e  AUfor  Looe. 

Hast  thou  compacted  for  a  lease  of  years 
With  hell,  that  thus  thou  ventur'st  to  provoke  me? 
Dryden'e  Dnke  of  Ouiee. 

When  anger  rushes,  unrestrained,  to  action. 
Like  a  hot  steed,  it  stumbles  in  its  way : 
The  man  of  thought  strikes  deepest,  and  strikee 
safest.         Savagt^e  Sir  Thomae  Overbury, 

My  indignation,  like  th*  imprison*d  fire,  ^ 

Pent  in  the  troubled  breast  of  glowing  JBtoa, 
Burnt  deep  and  silent 

Thomeott^e  Cerieiamu^ 

Tis  all  in  vain,  this  rage  that  tears  thy  bosom ; 
Like  a  poor  bird  that  flutters  in  its  cage. 
Thou  beat'st  thyself  to  death. 

Roae^e  Jane  Shore, 

Senseless,  and  defiirm'd. 
Convulsive  anger  storms  at  large ;  or  pale 
And  silent,  settles  into  full  revenge. 

Thameea^e  iScirtimtk 

Then  flash'd  the  living  lightning  fixmi  her  eyes, 
And  screams  of  horror  rend  th*  affiighted  skies ; 
Not  louder  shrieks  to  pitying  heaven  are  cast. 
When  husbands,  or  when  lap-dogs,  brea&e  their 

hist; 
Or  when  rich  churn  vessels,  ftllsn  firom  high« 
Li  glitt*ring  dust  and  painted  fragments  lie ! 

Pepe^e  Rape  9f  ikt  Ladk 

Not  youthful  kings  in  battle  seized  alive. 
Not  scornful  virgins  who  their  charms  survive, 
Not  ardent  lovers  robb'd  of  all  their  bliss, 
Not  ancient  ladies  when  refused  a  kiss. 
Not  tyrants  fierce  that  unrepenting  die. 
Not  Cynthia  when  her  mantaa*s  pinn*d  awry, 
E*er  felt  such  rage. 

Popt^e  Rope  ef  lis  Ledk 

Curse  on  the  man  that  calls  Rameses  friend. 
And  keeps  his  temper  at  a  tale  like  this ; 
When  rage  and  rancour  are  the  proper  virtoei^ 
And  loss  of  reason  is  toe  mark  of  men. 

Y(Qitii^*t  Biitifii 

For  pale  and  trembling  anger  rashes  in. 
With  ftUflting  speech,  and  eyes  that  wildly  I 
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Rerce  aa  tiie  tiger,  nuuMer  than  the  aeai^ 
Deeperate,  and  aim*d  with  more  thaa  human 
strength. 

Arm§inmg*9  Art  ^  Pruenmig  HedUh, 

Next  anger  rush'd,  his  eyes  on  fire, 
In  lightnings  own'd  his  secret  stings, 
In  one  nido  clash  he  struck  the  lyre, 
And  swept  with  hurried  hand  the  strings. 

ColUm's  Ode  to  ike  PoBtionk, 

Out  upon  the  fool !  go  speak  thy  comfi>rts 
To  spirits  tame  and  abject  as  thyself: 
They  make  me  mad. 

Baillie*$  EthaaUL 

His  eye-brow  dark,  and  eye  of  fire, 
Showed  spirit  proud,  and  prompt  to  ire ; 
Tet  lines  of  thought  upon  his  cheek 
Did  deep  design  and  counsel  speak. 

8coW$  MarmUm, 

His  brow  was  bent,— his  eye  was  glazed- 
He  raised  his  arm  and  fiercely  raised: 
And  sternly  shook  his  hand  on  high, 
As  doubting  to  return  or  fly. 

Byr(f7i'$  CHaour. 

I  searchM,  but  vainly  searched,  to  find 
The  workings  of  a  wounded  mind; 
Each  feature  of  that  sullen  corse 
Betray*d  his  rage,  but  no  remorse. 

ByrcfiCe  Giaour. 

And  her  brow  cleared,  but  not  her  troubled  eye : 
The  wind  was  down,  but  still  the  sea  ran  high. 
Byrwi'B  Don  Juan, 

She  ceased,  and  tum'd  upon  her  pillow;  pale 
She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  their  tears, 
like  skies  that  rain  and  lighten;  as  a  veil. 
Waved  and  o*ershading  her  wan  cheek,  appears 
Her  streaming  hair,  the  black  curls  strive,  but  fiul. 
To  hide  the  glossy  shoulder,  which  uprears 
Its  snow  tlirough  all;  her  soil  lips  lie  apart, 
And  louder  than  her  breathing  beats  her  heart 
Byron^s  Don  Juan, 

Loud  complaint,  however  angrily 

It  shakes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  be  feared. 

And  less  distrusted. 

Byron^s  Doge  of  Venice. 

PMxence ! — Hence — that  word  was  made 
For  brutes  of  burthen,  not  for  birds  of  prey ; 
Pteach  it  to  mortals  of  a  dust  like  thine, — 
I  am  not  of  thine  order 

ByroirCe  Manfred. 

The  wildest  ills  that  darken  life. 
Are  rapture  to  the  bosom's  strife; 
The  tempest,  in  its  blackest  fom*. 
Is  beantr  to  the  bosom's  storm; 


The  ocean,  lash'd  to  ftury  loiid« 

Its  high  wave  mingling  with  the  eloud. 

Is  peaceful,  sweet  serenity. 

To  anger's  dark  and  stormy  sea. 

J.  W.  Eattbwnm, 


ANGLING. 

In  genial  spring,  beneath  the  quivering  shade, 
Where  cooling  vapours  breathe  along  the  mead, 
The  patient  fisher  takes  his  silent  stand. 
Intent,  his  angle  trembling  in  his  hand: 
With  iooka  unmoved,  he  hopes  the  scaly  breed. 
And  eyes  the  dancing  cork,  and  bending  reed. 

Pope*9  Windsor  ForetL 
I  in  these  flowery  meads  would  be; 
These  crystal  streams  should  solace  me ; 
To  whose  harmonious,  bubbling  noise 
I  with  my  angle  would  rejoice. 

leaae  WaUtm. 
And  angle  on,  and  beg  to  have 
A  quiet  passage  to  a  welcome  grove. 

Imutc  WakM 
Oh!  lone  and  lovely  hatmts  are  thine, 

Soft,  soft  the  river  flows. 
Wearing  the  shadow  of  thy  line. 

The  gloom  of  alder  boughs. 

Mr9.  Heman$ 


ANIMALS. 

Let  cavillers  deny 
That  brutes  have  reason ;  sure  'tis  something  more, 
'Tis  heaven  directs,  and  stratagems  inspires. 
Beyond  the  short  extent  of  human  thought 

SomennUe*s  ChoM. 
The  heart  is  hard  in  nature,  and  unfit 
For  human  fellowship,  as  being  void 
Of  sympathy,  and  therefore  dead  alike 
To  love  and  friendship  both,  that  is  not  pleased 
With  sight  of  animals  enjoying  life. 
Nor  feels  their  happiness  augment  his  own. 

Ckfwper'9  Ttuk 
And  because  he  loves  me  so. 
Better  than  his  kind  will  do, 

Oflen  man  or  woman, — 
Give  I  back  more  love  again. 
Than  dogs  oflen  take  of  men. 
Learning  fi:om  my  human. 

MimBarreU 
You  each  gentle  animal 

In  confidence  may  bind. 
And  make  them  follow  at  yocir  call. 
If  7011  axe  always  kind 

Mrt.  Hale. 
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ANTIPATHY. 

Some  men  there  are,  love  not  a  gaping  pig ; 
Some  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  cat  - 
Hurterkas  passion  awaTS  it  to  the  mood. 
Of  what  it  likes  or  loathes. 

Shak9,  Merchant  of  Vtmce. 

Sooner  the  olive  shall  provoke 

To  am*niiis  clasps  this  sturdy  oak, 

And  doves  in  league  with  eagles  be, 

Ere  I  will  glance  a  smile  on  thee. 

Sooner  yon  duskish  mulberry 

In  her  old  white  shall  clothed  be, 

And  lizards  with  fierce  asps  combine. 

Ere  I  will  twist  my  soul  with  thine. 

JohnHdH 

May  thorns  be  planted  in  tixe  marriage  bed, 
And  love  grow  soorM  and  blacken  into  hate ! 

£tt2tocr*s  Lady  of  Lyan§, 


ANTIQUARY. 

Hiey  say  he  sits 
All  day  in  contemplation  of  a  statue 
With  ne*er  a  nose,  and  dotes  on  the  decays, 
With  greater  love  than  the  self-lov*d  Narcissus 
Did  on  his  beauty :  How  shall  I  approach  him  7 

Shakerly  MarmyofiC^  Anttquary. 
I  must  rev'rence  and  prefer  the  precedent 
Times  be£>re  these,  which  consumed  their  wits  in 
Experiments;  and  *twas  a  virtuous 
Rmnlation  amongst  them,  that  nothing 
Which  should  profit  posterity,  should  perish. 

Shakerly  Marmyon't  AtUiquary. 
Thej  are  the 
Registers,  the  chronicles  of  the  age 
They  were  made  in,  and  speak  the  truth  ofhistory. 
Better  than  a  hundred  of  your  printed 
Communications. 

Shakerly  Marmyon*9  AnUquary. 

A  oi^iper  plate,  with  almanacs 
Engrav'd  upon*t ;  with  other  nacks 
Of  Booker's,  LiU/s,  Sarah  Jimmer's, 
And  blank  schemes  to  discover  nimmers ; 
A  mocMi  dial,  with  Napier's  bones, 
And  sev'ral  constellation  stones. 

BuOei^*  HudUnvM. 

What  toil  did  honest  Curio  take, 
What  strict  inquiries  did  he  make, 
To  get  one  medal  wanting  yet. 
And  perfect  all  his  Roman  set! 


Tis  found:  and,  O  his  happy  lot! 
*Ti8  boQj^t,  look*d  up^  and  lies  fixTgot 

PHsr'tAlm& 
He  had  a  routh  o*  auld  nick-nackets, 
Rusty  aim  caps,  and  jinglin  jackets; 
Would  held  the  Loudons  three  in  tackets 
A  towmond  gude; 
And  parritch-pats,  and  auld  saut-biacketB, 

Afiire  the  flude 

Burm, 

How  his  eyes  languish !  how  his  thoughts  adore 
That  painted  coat,  which  Joseph  never  wore ! 
He  shows,  on  holidays,  a  sacred  pin. 
That  touched  the  ruif  that  tonchM  Queen  Bess*s 
chin.  Ymtn^e  Looe  cf  Fame> 

Rare  are  the  buttons  of  a  Roman's  breeches. 
In  antiquarian  eyes  surpassing  riches: 
Rare  is  each  crack'd,  black,  rotten,  earthen  dish. 
That  held,  of  ancient  Rome,  the  flesh  and  fish. 
Dr.  WtkoCe  Peter  Pindar* 


APPAREL. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 
But  not  expressed  in  fancy;  rich,  not  gaudy; 
For  the  apparel  oil  proclaims  the  man. 

Shake.  HamUL 
The  jfashion 
Wears  out  more  apparel  than  the  man. 

Shake.  Much  ado  about  nothing. 
We  win  unto  your  father's, 
Ev'n  in  these  honest,  mean  habiliments : 
Our  purses  shall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor ; 
For  t  is  the  mind,  that  makes  the  body  rich : 
And  as  the  sun  breaks  through  the  darkest  clouds, 
So  honour  peereth  in  the  meanest  habit 
What !  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 
Because  his  feathers  are  more  beantiiid  7 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel. 
Because  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  7 
O  no,  good  Kate ;  neither  art  thou  the  worse 
For  this  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 

Shake.  Taming  of  a  Shrem* 
Thy  gown  7  why,  ay : — oome,  tailor,  let  ns  see  *t 

0  mercy,  God!  what  masking  stuff  is  here  7 
What's  this  7  a  sleeve  7  'tis  like  a  demi^canaoa: 
What !  up  and  down,  carv'd  like  eca  apple-tart  7 
Here  *s  snip  and  nip,  and  out,  and  slish,  and  sladi. 
Like  to  a  censer  in  a  barber's  sh<^  :*- 

Why  what,  a'devil's  name,  tailor,  call'st  then  this  T 
Shake.  Taimng  <fu  Shrem. 
My  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier, 

1  do  mistake  my  person  all  this  while* 
Upon  my  lift,  she  finds  although  I  cannoc, 
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Myself  to  be  a  marveDoofl  proper  maib 
1 11  be  at  charges  Ibr  a  looking-glaa ; 
And  entertain  a  score  or  two  of  tailors, 
To  stodj  fuhioos  to  adorn  mj  body. 
Since  I  am  crept  in  favonr  with  myself 
I  will  maintain  it  with  some  litUe  cost 

Shakt.  Richard  II J. 

Sore  this  gay  fresh  salt,  as  seems  to  me. 
Hangs  like  green  ivy  on  a  rotten  tree. 

HonteTt  HymetCs  TVimi^ 

I  am  the^  same,  without  all  difference ;  when 
You  saw  me  lost,  I  was  as  rich,  as  good; 
Have  no  additions  since  of  name,  or  blood; 
Onlj  because  I  wore  a  thread-bare  suit, 
I  was  not  worthy  of  a  poor  salute. 
A  few  good  clothes  put  on  with  small  ado^ 
Purchase  your  knowledge  and  your  kindred  too. 
/feytoowTs  Royal  King. 

Nor  yet  too  brightly  strive  to  blaze, 
Bj  stealing  all  the  rainbow  rays; 
Your  gaudy,  artificial  fly 
Will  only  take  the  younger  fry. 
Who  has  not  seen,  and  seeing  mourned. 
And  mourning  smiled,  and  smiling  scom'd. 
In  wild  ambition  flaming  down, 
Borne  comet  from  a  country  town? 
See,  see  her  in  her  motley  hues ; 
Funereal  blacks  and  brimstone  blues, 
And  lurid  green,  and  bonfire  red. 
At  once  their  varied  radiance  shed; 
And  skin  deep  gold,  and  would  be  pearls, 
And  oh!  those  heaps  of  corkscrew  curls, 

O.  W.Bolmm. 

From  little  matters  let  us  pass  to  less, 
And  lightly  touch  the  myHtcries  of  dren; 
The  outward  forms  the  inner  man  reveaL 
We  guess  the  pulp  before  we  eat  the  peeL 
One  single  precept  might  the  whole  condense— 
Be  sure  your  tailor  is  a  man  of  sense ; 
But  add  a  little  care,  or  decent  pride, 
And  always  err  upon  the  sober  side. 
Wear  maoaly  gloves ;  not  Uack,  nor  yet  too  light ; 
And  least  of  all  the  pair  that  once  was  white. 
Have  a  good  hat ;  the  secret  of  your  k)oks 
Lies  with  the  beaver  in  Canadian  brooks. 
Virtue  may  flourish  in  on  old  er%vat, 
But  man  and  nature  scorn  the  shocking  hat 
Be  any  of  breastpins ;  plain,  well-ironed,  white* 
With  small  pearl  buttons^-— two  of  them  in  B%ht^ — 
Is  alwdys  genuine,  while  your  gems  may  pass, 
lliougn  real  diamonds,  fiur  ignoble  glass. 

O.  W.lTofaMi. 


APPEARANCES. 

Appearances  deceive. 
And  this  one  maxim  is  a  standing  rule,— 
Men  are  not  what  they  seem. 

Havar^9  8eandaieg» 

Why  should  the  sacred  character  of  virtue 
Shine  on  a  villain's  countenance  7    Ye  powers ! 
Why  fiz'd  you  not  a  brand  on  treason's  flront, 
That  we  might  know  t*  avoid  perfidious  mortals. 
Dwni$'9  Jbiig9nta» 

Thy  plain  and  open  nature  sees  mankind 
But  in  l^>pearanoe8,  not  what  they  are. 

FrmM$PiaUMtL 

Seenu^  madam !  nay,  it  is ;  I  know  not  $eem$, 
T  is  not  alone  my  inky  doak,  good  mother. 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black. 
Nor  windy  suspiration  of  ibrc'd  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitfiil  river  in  the  eye. 
Nor  the  dejected  *havionr  of  the  visage, 
Together  with  all  fi>rms,  modes,  shows  of  grie^ 
That  can  denote  me  truly ;  These,  indeed,  seem. 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play : 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  passeth  riiow; 
These,  but  the  trappings  a^  the  suits  of  woe. 

Shak$.  HamleL 

Afislike  me  not  for  my  complexion, — 
The  shadow'd  livery  of  the  bumish'd  sun. 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 

Shak$.  Merchant  of  Venice, 

You  have  slanderM  nature  in  my  form ; 
Which,  howsoever  rude  exteriorly. 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

Shake.  Ktng  Johk 

There  is  a  fiur  behaviour  in  thee,  captain ; 
And  though  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  close  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 
I  will  believe,  thou  hast  a  mind  that  suiti 
With  this  thy  fiiir  and  outward  character. 

Shake.  Twdfth  Nighi, 

He  has,  I  know  not  what, 
Of  greatness  in  his  looks,  and  of  high  fkte 
That  almost  awes  me. 

DrydaCe  Marriage  a  la  Modot 

That  gloomy  outside,  like  a  rusty  chest, 
Contains  the  shining  treasure  of  a  soul 
Resolved  and  brave. 

DrydeiCe  Den  Sebaetian, 

Appearances  to  save,  his  only  care ; 
So  things  seem  right,  no  matter  what  the j  are. 
ChMTckStal 


APPLAUSE  -  ABCHITBCTUBE  -  ARBOUR  -  ARGUMENT. 


Hmj  fimnM  a  very  nymph-like  looking  crew. 
Which  might  haYe  callM  Dianft's  chorw  **  Cousixi,'* 
As  £u-  u  outward  show  may  correspond ; 
I  won't  be  bail  lor  anything  beyond. 

ByrorCi  Don  Juan, 

Tbo  deepest  ice  that  ever  fit>ze 

Can  only  o*er  the  aurfiice  close ; 

The  living  stream  lies  quick  below, 

And  flows,  and  cannot  cease  to  flow. 

BjfTWL 

One  slanting  up  his  fiice  did  wink 
The  saltrheum  to  the  eyelid's  brink. 
As  if  to  think — or^not  to  think  i 
Some  trod  out  stealthily  and  slow, 
As  if  die  sun  would  fall  in  snow. 
If  the^  walked  to,  instead  of /ro. 

MissBarrdL 

*Tis  not  the  direst  form  that  holds 

The  mildest,  purest  soul  within ; 
Tis  not  the  richest  plant  that  folds 

The  sweetest  breath  of  fragrance  in. 

D0W68, 

Within  the  oyster's  shell  uncouth 

The  purest  pearl  may  hide : — 
Trust  me  you'll  find  a  heart  of  truth 

Within  that  rough  outside. 

Jtfrt.  Osgmd. 

Alas !  I  am  but  woman,  fond  and  weak. 
Without  e-ven  power  my  proud,  pure  love  to  speak; 
But  oh,  by  ail  I  fidl  in,  love  not  me 
For  wliat  I  am,  but  what  I  wish  to  be. 

Mrs.  Otgood, 
Wdl,  one  may  tmil  her  silken  robe. 

And  bind  her  locks  with  pearls, 
And  one  may  wreathe  the  woodland  rose 

Among  her  floating  curls ; 
And  one  may  tiead  the  dewy  grass, 

And  one  the  marble  floor, 
Nor  halflhid  bosom  heave  the  less, 

Nor  broider'd  corset  more. 

O.  W.  HoUnea. 


APPLAUSE. 

At  whieh  the  universal  host  up  sent 

A  shout  that  tore  hell's  coQcave,  and  beyond 

Frighted  the  reign  of  chaos  and  old  night 

Miltan'$  ParatUm  LotL 
The  hollow  abyss 
Heard  &r  and  wide,  and  all  the  host  of  hell 
With  deafning  shout  retum'd  them  loud  acclaim. 

MiUtm*$  Paradm  LeaL 
He  said,  and  as  tlie  sound  of  waters  deep, 
Hoarse  murmur  echoed  to  his  words  applause 
Thso^gh  the  infinite  host 

MiUaa'9  PanuU$$  LotL 


No  sooner  had  th'  Almighty  ceased,  but  all 
The  multitude  of  angels,  with  a  shout 
Loud  as  from  numbers  without  number,  sweet 
As  fipom  blest  voices,  uttering  joy,  heaven  rung 
With  jubilee,  and  loud  hosaunahs  fill'd 
Th'  eternal  regions. 

MUUyrCa  Paradise  LotL 

City,  country,  all. 
Is  in  gay  triumph  tempest  toes'd, 
I  scarce  could  press  along.    The  trumpetfs  voice 
Is  lost  in  loud  repeated  shouts,  that  raise 
Your  name  to  heaven. 

T'AsfiMOn's  Agatneninonm 

Then,  bursting  broad,  the  boundless  shout  to 

heayen, 
From  many  a  thousand  hearts  ecstatic  sprung. 

TkomBon^i  Liberty. 
Then  give  a  general  shout,  and  send  scared  echo 
Even  to  the  frighted  ears  of  tjrranny. 

Sir  it.  /rum's  JnUan 


ARCHITECTURE. 

Windows  and  doors  in  nameless  sculpture  drest, 
With  order,  sjrmmetry,  or  taste  unblcst ; 
Forms  like  some  bedlam  statuary's  dream. 
The  craz'd  creation  of  misguided  whim. 

Bum9^9  Brig9  of  Ayr. 


ARBOUR. 

And  in  the  thickest  covert  of  that  shade. 
There  was  a  pleasaunt  arbour,  not  by  art. 
But  of  the  trees^owne  inclination  made. 
Which  knitting  their  roncke  braunches  part  to  part. 
With  wanton  yvie  tvrine  entrayl'd  athwart. 
And  eglantine  and  caprifolc  among, 
Faahion'd  above  witliin  their  inmost  part. 
That  neither  Phcebus*  beams  could  through  them 

throng. 
Nor  Aeolus*  sharp  blast  could  worke  them  any 

wrong.  8pen»er*$  Fairy  Queen. 

The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  shads. 
For  talking  age,  and  whisp'ring  lovers  made ! 

Gddmmth'9  Deserted  Vittagtu 


ARGUMENT. 

Be  calm  in  arguing :  For  fierceness  makes 
Error  a  fault,  and  truth  discourtesy. 
Why  should  I  feel  another  man's  mistakes 
More  than  his  sicknesses  or  poverty  7 
In  love  I  should ;  but  anger  is  not  love. 
Nor  wisdom  neither ;  therefare  gently  move. 
3» 


ftu 


ARMS-ARMY. 


Calmness  is  great  advantage  r  He  that  lets 
Another  chafe,  may  warm  him  at  his  fire, 
Mark  aQ  his  wand'rings,  and  enjoy  his  frets, 
As  cmming  fencers  suffer  heat  to  tire. 
Truth  dwells  not  in  the  clouds :  The  bow  that  *b 

there, 
Doth  often  aim  at,  never  hit  the  sphere. 

Mwrhefi, 
If  truth  be  with  thj  fHend,  be  with  them  both : 
Share  in  the  conquest,  and  con&ss  a  troth. 

H€n€fL 

Tkit  all  *8  not  true  that  supposition  saith. 
Nor  have  the  mightiest  arguments  most  faith. 

Drayton, 

For  arguments,  like  children,  should  be  like 
The  subject  that  begets  them. 

ThomoM  Decker* 9  SatironuuHx, 

H0*d  undertake  to  prove,  by  force 
t>f  argument,  a  man  *s  no  horse. 
He'd  prove  a  buizard  is  no  fowl. 
And  that  a  lord  may  be  an  owl, 
A  calf  an  alderman,  a  goose  a  justice, 
And  rooks  committee-men  and  trustees. 

BuOer'a  HudShrat. 

It  is  in  vain 
(I  see)  to  argue  'gainst  the  grain, 
Or,  like  the  stars,  incline  men  to 
What  they're  averse  themselves  to  do; 
For  when  disputes  are  wearied  out, 
Tia  interest  still  resolves  the  doubt 

BiciZsr'sirtMfiftnis. 

A  man  convinced  agrainst  his  ^11 
Is  of  the  same  opinion  still. 

BvHei^s  Hudibraa. 
For  obstinacy's  ne'er  so  stiff. 
As  when  'tis  in  a  wrong  belief! 

BuOer's  HudHmu, 

Examples  I  could  cite  you  more; 
But  be  contented  with  these  four; 
For  when  one's  proofi  are  aptly  chosen. 
Four  are  as  valid  as  finir  dozen. 

Prior't  Alma, 

In  argument 
Similes  are  like  songs  m  love: 
They  much  describe; — they  nothing  prove. 

Prior*$  Abna, 
In  B.guing  too,  the  parson  owned  his  skill, 
For  even  tho'  vanquish'd,  he  could  argue  stilL 

GotdanUh's  Deaeried^ViUage. 
But  evei  lasting  dictates  crowd  his  tongue, 
Perversely  grave,  or  positively  wrong. 

Dr.  Jaknmm'a  Vamt^  (f  Human  Wi$hm. 


Like  doctors  thus,  when  much  dispute  has  past, 
We  find  our  tenets  just  the  same  at  last 

Pope^a  Moral  Baaaya, 
Who  shall  decide  when  doctors  disagree. 
And  soundest  casuists  doubt,  like  you  or  me. 

Pope's  Moral  Eoaoya. 


ARMS. 


I'll  ride  in  golden  armour  like  the  sun. 
And  in  my  helm  a  triple  plume  shall  spring, 
Spangled  with  diamonds  dancing  in  the  air. 
To  note  me  emperor  of  the  throeibld  world. 

Marla'a  latpari  of  Tamherlane  the  GreaL 
Assurance  now  having  armed  all  their  hearts. 
With  proof 'gainst  fear,  not  danger;  they  prepare 
To  arm  themselves  completely  at  all  parts, 
Offensive  and  defensive ;  one  might  swear. 
They  did  such  motions  to  their  armour  give. 
That  iron  breathed,  and  that  steel  did  live. 

Aleyn'a  King  Henry  VII 
In  nature  it  is  fear  that  makes  us  arm ; 
And  fear  by  guilt  is  bred; 
The  guiltless  nothing  dread. 
Defence  not  seeking,  nor  designing  harm. 

Sir  W.  DavemmL 
Who  is  the  happy  warrior  7  who  is  he 
That  every  man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be  ? 
— It  is  the  generous  sjHrit  who  hath  wron|^ 
Among  the  plans  of  real  life. 
— 'Tis  he  whose  law  is  reason ;  who  vlepends 
Upon  that  law  as  on  his  best  of  firiends. 
— Who  if  he  rise  to  stations  of  command. 
Rises  by  open  means^ — 
— Who  comprehends  his  trust,  and  to  the  same 
Keeps  &ithful  with  a  fdngleness  of  aim. 

WordouortK 


ARMY. 

So  great  an  host 
As  with  their  weight  shall  make  the  mountains 

quake, 
£2ven  as  when  windy  exhalations, 
Fightuig  for  passage,  tilt  within  the  earth. 

Marie 
From  camp  to  campv  through  the  ibnl  womb  of 

night. 
The  hum  of  either  army  stilly  sounds; 
That  the  fix'd  sentinels  almost  receive 
The  secret  whispers  of  each  other's  watch* 
Fire  answers  fire ;  and  through  their  paly  i 
£adi  battle  k«8  the  other's  umber'd  &ce. 


ARMY. 


flieed  threatBOfl  sleed,  in  high  and  boutfol  neighs, 
Herctog  the  nighf  a  dull  ear ;  and  from  the  tents, 
The  armoorers,  accomplishing  the  knights. 
With  bosy  liammers  closing  rivets  up, 
Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 

Shak$.  Henry  F. 

We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working  day : 
Oar  gayness,  and  oar  gilt,  are  all  besmirch'd 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field. 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host, 
(Good  argument  I  hope  we  will  not  fly,) 
And  time  has  worn  us  into  slovenry : 
Bat  by  the  mass,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim. 

Shaki,  Henry  V. 

Why  do  yoQ  stay  so  kmg,  my  lords  of  France  7 
Ton  island  carrions,  desperate  of  their  bones, 
HI  faTour'dly  become  the  morning  field : 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loose. 
And  our  air  shakes  them  passing  scornfully. 

Shake.  Henry  F. 

Rg  Mars  seems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar*d  host. 
And  faintly  through  a  rusty  beaver  peeps. 
The  horsemen  sit  like  fixed  candlesticks, 
With  torch^taves  in  their  hand;  and  their  poor 

jades 
Lob  dovm  their  heads,  drooping  the  hides  and  hips ; 
Tlie  gum  doworToprng  from  their  pale  dead  eyes ; 
And  in  their  pak  dull  mouths  the  gimmal  bit 
lies  foul  with  chaw*d  grass,  stiU  and  motionless ; 
And  their  executors,  the  knavish  crows, 
Flj  o'er  them  all  impatient  Sat  their  hour. 

Siake.  Henry  V. 

Their  armoars,  that  march'd  hence  so  silver-bright. 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frenchmen's  blood ; 
Hiere  stuck  no  plume  in  any  English  crest. 
That  is  removed  by  a  staff  of  France ; 
Oar  colours  do  return  in  those  same  hands 
That  did  dispbiy  them  when  we  first  march  d 
forth; 

A  braver  choice  of  dauntless  spirits, 
than  now  the  English  bottoms  have  wail  o'er. 
Did  never  float  upon  the  swelling  tide. 
To  do  ofTence  and  scath  in  Christendom. 
The  interruption  of  their  churlish  drums 
Cats  off  more  circumstance :  they  are  at  hand. 
Shake,  King  John, 

All  the  mwettled  humouni  of  the  land. 

Rash,  inconsiderate,  fiery  voluntaries. 

With  ladies*  ftoes,  and  fierce  dragons'  spleens. 

Have  sold  their  fbrtunes  at  their  native  homes. 

Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  backs, 

To  make  a  haaard  of  new  fortunes  here. 

SUke,  King  Jeku. 


And  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntsmen,  come 
Our  lusty  English,  all  with  purpled  hands, 
Dy'd  in  the  dying  slaughter  of  their  foes. 

Shake.  King  Johm. 

Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal ; 
A  sort  of  vagabonds,  rascals,  and  run-aways. 
A  scum  of  Bretagnes,  and  base  lackey  peasant^ 
Whom  their  o'crcloy'd  country  vomits  forth 
To  desperate  ventures,  and  assur'd  destruction. 
Shake,  Richard  III 

Thus  &x  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment. 

Shake,  Richard  IIL 

His  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town. 
His  finroes  strong,  his  soldiers  confident. 

Shake,  King  John, 

Within  a  ken  our  army  lies ; 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 
Our  men  more  perfect  in  the  use  of  arms. 
Our  armour  all  as  strong,  our  cause  the  best; 
Then  reason  vrills,  our  hearts  should  be  as  good. 
Shake,  Henry  IV. 

All  in  a  moment  through  the  gloom  were  seen 
Ten  thousand  banners  rise  into  the  air 
With  orient  colours  vra.ving:  With  them  rose 
A  forest  huge  of  spears,  and  thronging  helms 
Appear'd,  and  serried  shields  in  thick  array 
Of  depth  immeasurable. 

MUton'e  Paradiee  Lottt 

Ten  thousand  ensigns  high  advanced. 
Standards  and  gonfahms  'twizt  van  and  rear 
Stream  in  the  air,  and  for  dutinction  serve 
Of  hierarchies,  of  orders  and  degrees ; 
Or  in  their  glittering  tissues  bear  emblaaed 
Holy  memorials,  acts  of  zeal  and  love 
Recorded  eminent 

MiUon'e  Paradiee  Loet, 

And  though  reduc'd  to  that  extreme, 

They  have  been  fbrc'd  to  sing  Te  Deumg 

Yet  with  religious  blasphemy, 

By  flattering  heaven  vrith  a  lie, 

And  for  their  beatmg  giving  thanks, 

Th*  have  rais'd  recruits,  and  fill'd  their  ranks 

BuOer'e  Hudihni^ 

Yet  hark !  what  discords  now,  of  every  kind. 
Shouts,  laughs,  and  screams  aie  revelling  in  the 

wind! 
Hie  neigh  of  cavalry ;  the  tinkling  throngs 
Of  laden  camels,  and  their  drivers'  songs ; 
Ringing  of  arms,  and  flapping  in  the  breeae 
Of  streamers  from  ten  thousand  ranoptea ; 
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ART- ARTIFICE-  ASTONISHMENT, 


War-muBic,  bursting  out  from  time  to  time, 
With  gong  and  tymbalon^s  tremendous  chime ; 
Or,  in  the  pause,  when  harsher  sounds  are  mute. 
The  mellow  brcattilngs  of  some  horn  or  flute 
That  far  ofi^  broken  by  the  eagle  note 
Of  th'  Abjssinian  trumpet,  swell  and  float ! 

Moort'B  LaUa  Rookh, 
The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den, 
MarchM  fortli  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  slay, 
A  human  hydra  issuing  from  its  fen 
To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way, 
•  Whoso  heads  were  heroes,  which,  cut  off  in  ^o, 
Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 

BymfCs  Don  Juan. 
They  left  the  ploughshare  in  the  mould. 
The  flocks  and  herds  without  a  fold ; 
The  sickle  in  the  unshorn  grain. 
The  cora  half  garncr*d  on  the  plain, 
And  mustered  in  their  simple  dress, 
For  wrongs  to  seek  a  stem  redress ; 
To  right  those  wrongs,  come  weal,  come  woe. 
To  perish  —  or  overcome  the  foe. 

iMoe  MeLdlan, 


ART 


In  framing  artists,  art  hath  thus  decreed, 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed. 

Shaks,  Pericles, 
What  tiling  a  right  line  is,  the  learned  know ; 
But  how  avails  that  him,  who  in  the  right. 
Of  life  and  manners  doth  desire  to  grow  ? 
What  are  all  these  human  arts  and  lights 
But  seas  of  error  ?  in  whose  depths  who  sound, 
Of  truth  find  only  shadows,  and  no  groand. 
Then  if  our  arts  want  power  to  make  us  better. 
What  fool  will  think  they  can  as  wiser  make. 
Life  In  the  wisdom,  art  is  but  the  letter, 
Or  shell,  which  men  oft  for  the  kernel  take ; 
In  moods  and  figures  moulding  up  deceit, 
To  make  each  science  rather  hard  than  great 

Lord  Brooke, 
Such  is  the  strength  of  art,  rough  things  to  shape, 
And  of  rude  commons  rich  enclosures  make. 

James  HowdL 
For  though  I  must  confess  an  artist  can 
'ot^ntnve  things  better  than  another  man, 
Yet  when  the  task  is  done,  he  finds  his  pains 
(Sought  bat  to  fill  his  belly  with  his  brains. 
is  this  the  guerdon  due  to  liberal  arts, 
T*  admire  the  head  and  then  to  starve  the  parts  ? 
Timely  prevention  though  discreetly  used 
Before  the  fruits  of  knowledge  were  abused. 
Wlien  learning  has  incurred  a  fearful  damp. 
To  save  our  oil,  'tis  good  to  quench  the  lamp. 

Lady  Alinumy, 


Tir*d  at  first  sight,  with  what  the  muse  impartsi 
In  fearless  youth  we  tempt  the  heights  of  arts, 
Willie  &om  the  bounded  level  of  our  mind 
Short  views  we  take,  nor  see  the  length  behind ; 
But,  more  advanced,  behold  with  strange  surprise, 
New  distant  scenes  of  endless  science  rise. 

Pope, 
Art  became  the  shadow 
Of  the  Jcar  star-light  of  thy  haunting  eyes ! 
They  callM  me  vain,  some  mad — I  heeded  not. 
But  still  toil*d  on,  hoped  on,  for  it  was  surest, 
If  not  to  win,  to  feel  mure  worthy  thee. 

Bulwer's  Lady  (f  Lyons, 
Immortal  art !  where'er  the  rounded  sky 
Bends  o'er  the  cradle  where  thy  children  lie. 
Their  home  is  earth,  their  herald  every  tongue.   . 

O.  W,  Hdmm, 


-Art  is  wondrous  long ; 


Yet  to  the  wise  her  paths  are  ever  fidr, 

Ahd  patience  smiles,  tho*  genius  may  despair. 

O.  W.  Holmes, 


ARTIFICE. 

Shallow  artifice  begets  suspicion. 
And  like  a  cobweb  veil  but  thinly  shades 
The  face  of  thy  design :  alone  disguising 
What  should  have  ne'er  been  seen;  imperfect 

mischief! 
Thou,  like  the  adder,  venomous  and  dealQ 
Hast  stung  the  traveller ;  and,  afler,  hear'st 
Not  his  pursuing  voice ;  e'en  when  thou  think'st 
To  hide,  the  rustling  leaves  and  bended  grass 
Confess  and  point  the  path  which  thou  hast  crept 

0  fate  of  fbds !  officious  in  contriving ; 
In  executing,  puzzled,  lame,  and  lost 

Co/i^rens, 
What 's  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  thought  redin'd  7 
The  body's  wisdom  to  conceal  the  mind. 
A  man  of  sense  can  artifice  disdain. 
As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain ; 
And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  forgot, 
Solemnity's  a  cover  for  a  sot 

1  find  the  fool  when  I  behold  the  screen ; 
For  'tis  the  wise  man's  interest  to  be  seen. 

Young's  Lots  of  Fat 


ASTONISHMENT. 

Adam,  soon  as  he  heard 
The  fatal  trespass  done  by  Eve,  amaz'd 
Astonish'd  stood  and  blank,  while  horror  chiU 
Ran  through  his  veins  and  all  liis  joints  relaz'd ; 
From  his  slack  hand  the  garland  wreath'd  for  Eve, 


ATHEIST  -  ADTHORfi. 


Down  dropp*d,  and  all  the  faded  rosea  shed : 
Speechleaa  he  atood  and  pale. 

*   Milton's  Parud&H  Lost, 
With  wild  surprise. 
As  if  to  marble  struck  devoid  of  sense, 
A  itnpid  moment  motionless  she  stood. 

7%ommn'§  Seamma, 
Bat  who  can  paint  the  lover,  as  he  stood. 
Pierced  hy  severe  amazement,  hating  lile. 
Speechless  and  fix*d  in  all  the  death  of  woe ! 
So^  fiiint  resemblance  I  on  the  marble  tomb, 
He  wdl  dissembled  mourner  stands. 
For  ever  silent  and  for  ever  sad. 

ThamwiCB  Seaaom, 
Hear  it  not,  ye  stars ! 
And  thoOf  f^  moon !  turn  paler  at  the  sound. 
Ywng*$  Night  Thoughts, 


ATHEIST. 

When  prcjodicM  and  strong  aversions  work, 
AH  whose  opinions  we  dislike  are  atheists. 
Now  *tis  a  term  of  art,  a  bug-bear  word. 
The  villain's  sngine,  and  the  vulgar's  terror. 
The  man  who  thinks  and  judges  for  himself^ 
Unsway'd  by  ag«d  ftllise,  reverend'errors. 
Grown  holy  by  traditionary  dohiess 
Of  sebool  authority,  he  is  an  atheist 
The  man  w^  hating  idle  noise,  preserves 
A  purs  rdigion  sealed  in  his  soul, 
U»  is  a  silmt  damb  dissembling  atheist ! 

SeyMs  Sir  WoiUr  RaUigA, 
YiitoB  in  distress,  and  vice  in  triumph, 
Make  atheists  of  mankind. 

DrydaCn  Cleomena, 

AUTHORS. 

How  many  great  ones  may  remember*d  be. 
Which  in  their  days  most  &mous]y  did  flouish. 
Of  whom  no  word  we  hear,  nor  sign  now  see, 
But  u  things  wip*d  out  with  a  sponge  do  perish, 
Because  they  living  oared  not  to  cherish 
No  gentle  wits,,  through  pride  or  oevetiae 
Which  mi^it  their  iaatnes  for  ever  memorize ! 

Spemer'B  Rukm  ^  Tkno. 
I«t  inthon  write  for  glory  or  reward, 
Timth  is  well  paid,  when  ah»  is  sung  and  heard. 
R.  Corbet,  Biakop  (f  Normck. 
He  that  writes, 
Or  makes  a  ftast,  more  certainly  invites 
Hit  judges  than  his  fiiends ;  there 's  not  a  guest 
Bat  wOl  find  something  wanting,  or  iU  drest 

Pnbgue  to  Sir  R.  Howar^o  Surpriiol 
C 


Much  thou  hast  said,  which  I  know  when 
And  where  thou  stoPst  from  other  men ; 
Whereby  'tis  plain  thy  light  and  gifis, 
Are  all  but  plagiary  shifts. 

Butler'B  Hudibraa, 

Some  write,  confinM  by  physic ;  some  by  debt ; 
Some,  for  'tis  Sunday;  some,  because  'tis  wet; 
Another  writes  because  his  father  writ, 
And  proves  himself  a  bastard  by  his  wit. 

Young^B  Epistle  to  Mr,  Pops 
Authors  are  judg'd  by  strange  capricious  rules. 
The  great  ones  are  thought  mad,  the  small  onw 

fools; 
Yet  sure  the  best  are  most  severely  fated. 
For  fbols  are  only  laugh'd  at — wits  are  hated. 
Blockheads  with  reason  men  of  sense  abhor ; 
But  fool  'gainst  fool  is  barb'rous  civil  war. 
Why  on  all  authors  then  should  critics  fall  7 
Since  some  have  writ,  and  shown  no  wit  at  alL 

Pops. 
An  author !    T  is  a  venerable  name ! 
How  few  deserve  it,  and  what  numbers  claim ! 
Unblest  with  sense  above  their  peers  refin'd, 
Who  shall  stand  up,  dictators  to  mankind  ? 
Nay,  who  dare  shine,  if  not  in  virtue's  cause  ? 
That  sole  proprietor  of  just  applause. 

Y0U7»g, 

Authors  alone,  with  more  than  savage  rage, 
Uniftit'ral  war  with  brother  authors  wage. 

Pops, 

None  but  an  author  knows  an  author's  cares, 
Or  foncy's  fondness  for  the  child  she  bears. 

Cowper*s  Progress  af  Errot, 

By  custom  .safo,  the  poet's  numbers  flow, 
Free  as  the  light  and  air  some  years  ago. 
No  statesman  e'er  will  find  it  worth  its  pains. 
To  tax  our  labours,  and  excise  our  brains. 
Burthens  like  these  will  earthly  blessings  bear, 
No  tribute  *b  laid  on  castles  in  the  air. 

Chmehm 

Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars  and  leats. 
Of  heroes  little  known,  and  call  the  rant 
An  history.    Describe  the  man,  of  whom 
His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note. 
And  paint  his  person,  character  and  views. 
As  they  had  known  him  from  his  mother's  womb. 

Cflii;per'«  Task, 
And  novels  (witness  every  month's  reriew) 
Belie  their  name,  and  oflfer  nothing  new. 

Cowper's  Recrement. 
One  hates  an  author  that's  aU stilAor,  fellows 
In  foolscap  uniforms  tum'd  up  with  ink, 
So  very  anxious,  clever,  fine,  and  jealous, 
One  dont  know  itha.t  to  say  to  them,  or  thinJk 
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Gn)«3M  to  paff  tiiem  with  a  pair  of  bellows ; 
Of  coxcombrj*8  worst  coxcombs,  e'en  the  pink 
Are  preferable  to  these  shreds  of  paper, 
Those  unqoenchM  snnffings  of  die  midnight  taper. 

BytwCf  Beppo* 
*Ti8  pleuant  sore  to  see  <me*s  name  in  print; 
A  book  *s  a  book,  although  there  *s  nothing  in  *L 

Byron, 

But  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days. 
His  wondrous  journey  to  some  foreign  court. 
And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise ; 
Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  *t  is  sport 

ByrtnC9  Don  Juan, 
He  had  written  praises  of  a  regicide ; 
He  bad  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever ; 
He  had  written  fi>r  republics  far  and  wide, 
And  then  against  them  bitterer  than  ever. 

Byron's  Vision  tf  Judgment 
Our  doctors  thus  with  8tuff*d  sufficiency 
Of  an  omnigenous  omnisciency. 
Began  (as  who  would  not  begin 
Hiat  had,  like  him,  so  much  within  7) 
To  let  it  out  in  books  of  all  sorts, 
Folios,  quartos,  large  and  small  sorts. 

Jfoore. 

Some  steal  a  thought. 

And  clip  it  round  the  edge,  and  challenge  him 

Whose  *  twas  to  swear  to  it.  To  serve  tilings  thus 

Is  as  foul  witches  to  cut  up  old  moons 

Into  new  stars.    Some  never  rise  above 

A  pretty  fault,  like  faulty  dahlias ; 

And  of  whose  best  things  it  is  kindly  said, 

The  thought  is  fair ;  but  to  be  per&ct,  wants 

A  little  heightening,  like  a  pretty  face 

With  a  low  fbreheacl. 

BmUy's  Featus, 

AUTHORITY. 

A  man  in  authority  is  but  as 

A  candle  in  the  wind,  sooner  wasted 

Or  blown  out  than  under  a  busheL 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Four  Plays  in  One, 
Not  from  grey  hairs  authority  doth  flow, 
Nor  from  bald  heads,  nor  from  a  wrinkled  brow; 
But  our  past  life,  when  virtuously  spent, 
Hust  lo  our  age  those  happy  fruits  present 

Denham, 
Autnority  kept  up,  old  ago  secures. 
Whose  dignity  as  long  as  life  endures. 

Denham. 

Authority  bears  off  a  credent  bulk, 

Tliat  no  particular  scandal  ooee  can  touch, 

Biit  it  confounds  the  breather. 

Shahs,  Mea,Jor  Mea, 


Authority,  though  it  err  like  others. 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itself^ 
That  ddns  the  voice  o^  the  top. 

Shake,  Mea,  fir  Jfai. 
Man,  proud  man, 
Drest  in  a  Httle  brief  anthorily. 
Most  ignorant  of  what  he's  most  assor'd^ 
His  glassy  essence — like  an  angry  ape, 
Plays  such  fantastic  tricks  before  high  heafea 
As  make  the  angels  weep ! 

Shake,  Mea,  fir  Mea 

My  soul  aches 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  np, 
Neither  supreme,  how  soon  confusion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 

The  one  by  the  other. 

Shake,  Coriolamit. 

Authority  is  a  disease  and  cure. 

Which  men  can  neither  want  nor  will  endure. 

BuOer's  HwUbrat. 

Authority  intoxicates. 
And  makes  mere  sots  of  magistrates; 
The  fumes  of  it  invade  the  brain. 
And  make  men  giddy,  proud,  and  vain; 
By  this  the  fool  commands  the  wise. 
The  noble  with  the  base  complies. 
The  sot  assuines  the  rule  of  wit. 
And  cowards  make  the  base  submit 

BuUer's  HudSbraM, 
The  monarch  mind,  the  mystery  of  commanding, 

The  birth-hour  gift,  tlio  art  Napoleon, 
Of  winning,  fettering,  moulding,  wielding,  bmding 

The  hearts  of  millions  till  they  seem  as  one. 

Thou  hast  it 

HaSmk. 


AUTUMN 

Tlien  came  the  autumnc,  all  in  yellow  clad, 
As  though  he  joyed  in  his  plenteous  store. 
Laden  with  fruits  that  made  him  laugh,  fiill  glad 
That  he  had  banish'd  hunger,  which  to-fi>re 
Had  by  the  belly  ofl  him  pinched  sore ; 
Upon  his  head  a  wreath  that  was  enrold 
With  ears  of  come  of  every  sort,  he  bore, 
And  in  his  hand  a  sickle  he  did  holde. 
To  rcape  the  ripened  fruit  the  which  the  earth 
had  yold.  Speneer's  Fairy  QuoetL 

Whate'er  the  wanton  spring. 
When  she  doth'diaper  the  ground  with  beaudea, 
Toils  for ;  comes  home  to  autumn ;  summer  sweata 
Either  in  pasturing  her  furlongs,  reaping 
The  crop  of  bread,  rip'ning  the  fruits  fi>r  food. 
Autumn's  gamers  houjw  them,  autumn's  joUttici 
Fsed  on  them:  I  alone  in  etery  land 


AVARICE. 


Traffic  mj  useftd  merchsndiae ;  gold  and  jowelB, 
Lonflj  poBsnmns  are  ftr  my  eominoditicfl 
MortgagM  and  sold ;  I  nt  ehief  moderater 
Beiiveeu  the  eheek^parch'd  rammer,  and  th*  ex- 


Of  winter's  tedious  firast;  naj,  in  myself 
I  do  contain  another  teeming  spring  i 
Surety  of  hcaltJbf  proqierity  of  life 
Belongs  to  autumn. 

Fmrd  and  Deeker'9  SufC9  Dartittg. 

The  year  growing  ancient, 

Not  yet  on  sommer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 

Of  trembling  winter. 

ShakM,  WinUr"*  Tak. 

Thrice  happy  time. 
Best  portion  of  the  various  jrear,  in  which 
Natore  rejoiceth,  smiling  on  her  wprks, 
Lofely,  to  fbll  perfection  wrought 

PAtKqw't  Ot<2cr. 

Bat  see  the  fading  many-colourM  woods. 
Shade  deepening  over  shade,  the  country  romid 
Imbrown ;  crowded  umbrage,  dusk,  and  dun. 
Of  every  hue,  from  wan  declining  green 
To  sooty  dark. 

Thomson's  SsuoiM. 

Hie  pale  descending  year,  yet  pleasing  still, 
A  gentler  mood  inspires ;  for  now  the  leaf 
Incessant  rustles  from  the  mournful  grove ; 
Ofl  startiing  such  as,  studious,  walk  below. 
And  slowly  circles  thro*  the  waving  air. 

ThammnCB  Siamm$, 

Fled  is  the  blasted  verdure  of  the  fields ; 
And,  shnmk  into  their  beds,  the  flowery  race 
Iheir  sunny  robes  resign.    Elven  what  remainM 
Of  stronger  fruits  fiJls  from  the  naked  tree ; 
And  woods,  fields,  gardens,  orcl^ds,  all  around 
The  desolated  prospect  thrills  the  souL 

Again  the  yearns  decline,  midst  storms  and  flodds 
The  thundering  chase,  the  yellow  fiiding  woods, 
Invite  my  song ;  that  fain  would  boldly  tell 
Of  upland  coverts,  and  the  echoing  dcU, 
By  turns  resounding  loud  at  eve  and  mom 
The  swineherd's  hallow  or  the  shepherd's  horn. 

BloomfiM$  Farmer  Buy* 
Oh,  Autumn !  why  so  soon' 

Depart  the  hues  that  make  thy  forest  glad ; 
Thy  gentle  wind  and  thy  fair  sunny  noon, 

And  leave  thee  wild  and  sad !' 
&h!  twere  a  lot  too  blest 

For  ever  in  thy  colour'd  shades  to  stray ; 
Amid  the  kisLCs  of  the  soft  southwest 

To  rove  and  dream  fat  aye. 


Those  lew  pale  Astuma  flowen! 

How  beautiful  they  axe! 
Than  all  that  went  be&re, 
Than  all  the  Summer  store, 

How  lovelier  fiir! 

JIfrs.  SwAvg. 

That  loveliness  ever  in  motion,  which  plsys. 
Like  the  light  upon  Autumn's  soft,  shadowy  days, 
Now  here  and  now  there,  giving  warmth  as  it  flies 
From  the  lips  to  the  cheeks,  from  the  cheek  to  the 
eyes !  Mwr€, 

Wild  is  the  music  of  autumnal  winds 
Amongst  the  faded  woods. 

Wmrd»w9rik 


AVARICE. 

And  greedy  avarice  by  him  did  ride 

Upon  a  camell  loaden  all  with  gold; 

Two  iron  coffers  hang  on  either  side, 

With  precious  metall  fhll  as  they  might  hold 

Aind  in  his  lap  an  heap  of  coin  he  told ; 

For  of  his  wicked  pelf  his  god  he  made. 

And  unto  hell  himself  for  money  sold ; 

Accursed  usury  was  all  his  trade, 

And  right  and  wrong  ylike  in  equall  balaiit.8 

waide. 
His  life  ^Hs  nigh  unto  death's  dore  yplaate ; 
And  thred-bare  cote  and  cobbled  shoes  he  warop 
He  scarce  good  morscll  all  his  lifo  did  taste. 
But  both  fix)m  backe  and  belly  still  did  spare. 
To  fill  his  bags,  and  richesse  to  compare : 
Yet  child  ne  kinsman  living  had  he  none, 
To  leave  them  to ;  but  thorough  daily  care 
To  get,  and  nightly  foare  to  lose  hb  owne. 
He  led  a  wretched  lifo  unto  himselfo  unknowne^ 
Most  wretched  wight  whom  nothing  might  suffica^ 
Whose  greedy  lust  did  lack  in  greatest  store, 
Whose  need  had  end,  but  no  end  covetise. 
Whose  wealth  was  want,  whose  plenty  made  hun 

poor. 
Who  had  enolugh,  yet  wished  evermore. 

iSijpstiser'f  Faky  Qnssii. 

And  in  his  lap  a  masse  of  coyne  he  told 
And  turned  upside  downe,  to  foede  his  eye 
And  covetous  desire  with  his  huge  treasury. 

S]penam^9  Fairy  Qvssii. 
See! 
The  difference  'twtxt  the  covetous  and  the  prodigal . 
The  covetous  man  never  has  money, 
And  the  prodigal  will  have  none  shortly ! 

Jetton's  Stepis  ^  Nem. 
When  an  sins  are  old  in  as, 
And  go  upon  cnitehos,  oawloiMBesi 
Does  but  then  lie  in  bsr  endltt 
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Grow  nurtnrM  iAm^  who  fbtte  their  tnretehed 

■onls 
To  crouch  to  profit;  nay,  ftr  traah  fend  irsalth, 
Doat  on  some  crooked  or  mnihapen  ftrm« 
Ht]gg:ia;  wise  nature's  lame  deArmity, 
Begetting  creatures  ugly  as  themselves. 

Jehn  Ford*a  Looe  Saerffiee, 

When  I  was  blind,  my  aon^  I  did  miscall 
My  sordid  vice  of  avarice,  true  thrift. 
But  now  forget  that  lesson,  I  prithee  do, 
That  cos^ning  vice,  although  it  seems  to  keep 
Our  wealth,  debars  us  from  possessing  it, 
And  nakM  us  more  than  poor. 

Moy'tOMCoe^ 
Of  age's  avarice  I  cannot  see 
What  colour,  ground,  or  reason  there  should 

be; 
Is  it  not  ioUyy  when  the  way  w«  rid* 
Is  short,  &a  a  kng  voyage  to  provide  7 
To  avudoe  some  title  youth  may  own, 
I'o  reap  in  aatunuif  what  a  spring  had  sown ; 
And  with  the  providence  of  bees  or  ants, 
Vrevent  with  summer's  plenty  winter's  wants. 
But  age  scarce  sows,  tiU  death  stands  by  to 

reap, 
And  to  a  stranger's  hand,  transfers  the  heap; 
Afraid  to  be  so  once,  she 's  always  poor^ 
And  to  avoid  a  mischief,  makes  it  sure. 
Such  madness,  as  for  fear  of  death  to  die. 
Is  to  be  poor  for  fear  of  poverty. 

What  less  than  fool  Is  man  to  prog  and  plot. 
And  lavish  out  the  cream  of  all  his  care. 
To  gain  poor  seeming  goods  which,  being  got. 
Make  firm  possession  but  a  thoroughfare ; 
C»r,  if  they  stay,  they  furrow  thoughts  the  deeper; 
And  being  kept  wilJi  care,  they  lose  their  cai^cful 
keeper.  Qtiaiies. 

In  all  the  world  there  is  no  vice 
Iie<i8  prone  t'  excess  than  avarice ; 
.  It  neither  cares  for  food  nor  clothing : 
Nature's  content  with  little,  that  with  nothing. 

BuiUr. 
L'Avare  not  using  half  his  store, 
6tiU  grumbles  that  he  has  no  more;. 
Strikes  not  the  present  tun,  for  fear 
Tko  vintage  should  be  bad  next  year, 
And  eats  to-day  with  inward  sorrow, 
And  dread  of  fancy 'd  want  to-morrow. 

Priar^a  Alma, 
f)ut  the  base  miser  staires  amidst  his  store, 
kkoods  on  liis  gold,  and  griping  still  at  more, 
Sits  sadly  pining,  and  believes  he's  poor. 

Drydena  W^e  o^  BtOJL 


May  his  soul  be  phmg'd 
In  ever  bnmiiig  floods  of  liquid  gold. 
And  be  his  avarice  the  fiend  that  daimui  him. 

Mwrpkifa  Almmm, 
To  cram  the  rich  was  prodigal  expense. 
And  who  would  take  the  poorfirom  Providence  t 
Like  some  lone  cfaartrenz  stands  the  good  M  hall, 
Silence  without  and  &sts  wftlmi  the  wail ; 
No  rafler'd  rooft  with  dance  and  tabor  sound. 
No  noon-tide  bell  invites  the  countiy  round : 
Tenants  with  sighs  the  suokekM  towere  survey, 
And  turn  th'  unwilling  steeds  another  way ; 
Benighted  wanderers,  the  foMst  o^er, 
Gurs'd  the  sav'd  eandle,  and  unopening  door ; 
While  the  gaunt  mastiff  growling  at  the  gate, 
Affirights  the  beggar  whom  he  kmgs  to  eat 

Pope's  Moral  Essaya 
*Tis  strange  the  miser  should  his  caies  employ 
To  gain  those  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy ; 
Is  it  less  strange  the  prodigal  should  waste 
His  wealth  to  purchase  what  he  ne'er  can  taste  7 

Pcpe's  Moral  Eaaayt, 

Riches,  like  insects,  when  conceal'd  they  lie. 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  season  fly ; 
Who  sees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidst  his  store 
Sees  but  a  backward  steward  for  the  poor ; 
This  year  a  reservoir,  to  keep  and  spare ; 
The  next  a  fountain,  spouting  through  his  heir. 
In  lavish  streams  to  quench  a  country's  thirst, 
And  men  and  dogs  shall  drink  him  till  they  burst 
Pope's  Moral  Eaaaya, 

Wealth  in  the  gross  is  death,  but  life  diflus'd ; 
As  poison  heals,  in  just  proportions  us'd ; 
In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  sink  it  lies, 
And  well  dispers'd,  is  incense  to  the  skies. 

Popt^a  Moral  Eaaaya 
**  I  give  and  I  devise,"  ((Md  EucUo  said. 
And  fligh'd,)  ^  my  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned." 
Your  money,  sir  ? — "My  money,  rfr,  what,  all ? 
Why,  if  I  must"  (then  wept),  »•!  give  it  Paul." 
Hie  manor,  sir  7 — **  The  manor !  hold,"  he  cried, 
""Not  that— I  cannot  part  with  that,"  and  died. 
Pqpe's  Moral  Eaaaya, 
The  lust  of  gold  succeeds  the  lust  of  conquest : 
The  lust  of  gold,  unfoeling  and  remorseless ! 
The  last  corruption  of  degenerate  man. 

Dr.  Johnaon^a  Irene. 
Some,  o*cr-enamour*d  of  their  bags,  run  mad. 
Groan  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread. 

Young' a  Night  Thaaghta, 
O  cursed  love  of  gold ;  when  for  thy  sake 
The  fool  throws  up  his  interest  in  both  worlds, 
First  starv'd  in  this,  then  damn'd  in  that  to  come. 

BhM'a  Grata, 


AWEWABDIQE8B-BAN£BEIMENT. 


Wbo»  lotd4»riiiili]OM,ta«iB]ilMfiirl»iitoie| 
And  iean  to  give  «  fiurCfaiBir  to  &•  poor  9 
Pkocfaikas  tfiat  poMiy  will  be  luo  fiite. 
And,  ooowliiif^  looke  on  eluuit^  with  bate. 

Dr.  Wdeaet  PtUr  Pmiar. 
The  love  of  f^rid,  tiwt  meuusot  rtgeg 
And  lactei*  M^  of  men's  liaking  e^pe. 
Which,  xtiely  teateing  m  the  v«a  of  Uie, 
While  noUer  peewone  wa^re  their  heated  etrile, 
CcHnee  aknlkiiiif  last  with  selfishness  and  &ar, 
And  dies  eoUecting  Imnbet  in  the  year! 

Moon. 
Hie  erednlons  hope  of  mutual  miads  is  o'er* 
The  copioQs  dm  of  elaret  is  forbid  Uxh 
So  ftr  a  good  old-gentlemanly  vice, 
I  think  I  mint  take  np  with  avarice. 

Byron*a  Don  Juan, 

Ob  gold !-— wfaj  call  ire  misers  miserable  ? 
Theirs  is  the  pleasure  that  can  never  pall ; 
lliein  is  the  best  bower-anchor,  the  chain  cable. 
Which  holds  fast  other  .pleasures  great  and  small; 
Te  who  hot  see  the  saving  man  at  table, 
And  soom  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  all. 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparing, 
Know  not  what  Asians  spring  fiom  each  cheese- 
paring. 

Bynm^a  Den  Juan, 

Why  can  the  miser  miserable  7    As 

I  said  befi>re,  the  frugal  life  is  his. 

Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 

The  theme  of  praise :  a  hermit  would  not  miss 

Ganonizatioa  for  the  self-same  cause. 

And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth's  austerities  T 

Because,  you  '11  say,  naught  calls  for  such  a  trial ; — 

Hien  there 's  more  merit  in  his  sel^deniaL 

Bynm*$  Don  Juan. 

Bat  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these. 
May  be  the  hoarder's  principle  of  action. 
The  fool  will  call  such  mania  a  disease :— > 
What  is  his  oten  7    Go  look  at  each  transaction. 
Wars,  revels,  loves — do  these  bring  men  more  ease 
Tlian  the  mere  plodding  through  each  vuJfgar 

fraction; 
Or  do  they  benefit  mankind  7    Lean  miser ! 
Let  spendthrifts'  heiis  inquire  of  yours,  who's 

wiser? 

BynnCo  Don  Juan, 

Why  Mammon  sits  befiMie  a  millidh  hearths 
Where  God  is  bolted  out  fiom  every  house. 

BaiUey'$  Feiiui, 
llie  chori  who  holds  it  heresy  to  thmk^ 
Who  loves  no  music  but  the  dollar's  cUnk, 
Who  laughs  to  socwn  the  wisdom  of  the  schools, 
\  the  first  of  poets  first  of  fools. 


Wfaanovev  tand  what  g««d  &gm  mafinae  grew. 
Save  the  gnad  troth,  thatone  and  one  makotwo,^ 
'Tis  he,  aoross  whose  faraia  scarce  daxes  to  creep 
Aught  hot  Ifarift's  paxent  pair-- to  get^  to  keep ! 

CAsriat  iSjprsgiiA 


AWKWARDNESS. 

What's  a  fine  person,  or  a  beauteous  fiice, 
Unless  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  7 
Bless'd  with  all  other  requisites  to  please, 
Some  want  the  striking  elegance  of  ease, 
The  curious  eye  their  awkward  movement  tires, 
lliey  seem  ttke  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 

Awkward,  embarrass'd,  stiff,  without  the  skill 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  standing  still. 
One  leg,  as  if  suspicious  of  his  brother, 
Desirous  seems  to  run  away  fi^om  t'other. 

ChurehUTa  Roteiad, 
Not  all  the  pumice  of  the  polish'd  town  . 
Can  smooth  the  roughness  of  the  barnyard  clown ; 
Rich,  honour'd,  titled,  he  betrays  his  race 
By  this  one  mark — he's  awkward  in  his  face. 

O.  W.  Holm€$ 


BANISHMENT. 

We  banish  you  our  territories: 

You,  cousin  Hereford,  on  pain  of  death, 

Till  twice  five  summers  have  enrich'd  our  fields, 

Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions. 

But  tread  the  stranger  paths  of  banishment 

Shakt,  Richard  U 
All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  visits, 
Are  to  a  wise  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  necessity  to  reason  thus : 
There  is  no  virtue  like  necessity. 

Shaka,  Richard  IL 
Go  say,  I  sent  thee  forth  to  purehase  honour ; 
And  not  the  king  exiled  thee.    Or  suppose 
Devouring  pestilence  hangs  in  our  air, 
And  thou  art  flying  fo  a  firesher  clime. 
Look  what  thy  soul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 
To  lie  that  way  thou  goest,  not  whoice  thoa 
comest  Shaha.  Richofd  II 

Flies  may  do.  this,  when  I  finom  this  must  fly  | 
Tliey  are  &en  men,  but  I  am  banished. 

AAoiU.  Romeo  md  JubtL 
Fve  sto^  my  neck  under  your  injuries, 
And«igh'd  my  ESnglish  breath  in  ftceign 
Eating  the  bitter  braad  of  bamsfamenl; 
WUle  yea  have  fisd  upon  my  signorisBS 
i 


BAROAUf-BATTLE. 


Diipwk'd  mgr  V*^  uid  fiU'd  mjr  ftntt  woodb; 
From  BUM  own  windom  torn  my  hooMhoU-ooat, 
RazM  oat  ray  impcem;  leavini^  me  no  ngnit 
Save  men's  nptnionii,  and  my  Vmag  blood* 
To  tbow  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman^ 

Baauiied? 
O  fiiar,  the  damned  nae  that  word  in  hell ; 
Hbwliogs  attend  it:  how  hast  thoa  the  heart, 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghostly  eonfessor, 
A  sin  aboolver,  and  my  friend  proftst. 
To  man^  me  with  that  word-— banishment  7 


Banish  your  dotage:  baniash  osory, 
Tliat  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

8hak$.  Timon^ 


BARGAIN. 

1*11  give  tfariee  so  much  land. 
To  any  well  deserving  friend; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  me, 
1*11  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 

Shaig.  Henry  IV. 
The  age  of  bargaining,  said  Burke, 
Has  oome :  to-day  the  turbanM  Turk 

Is  England's  friend  and  fist  ally. 

HaUeek'9  Poms. 
Lord  Stafford  mines  for  coal  and  salt. 
The  Duke  of  Norfolk  deals  in  malt. 

The  Douglas  in  red  herrings ; 
And  noUe  name  and  cultur'd  land. 
Palace,  and  park,  and  vassal  band. 
Are  powerless  to  the  notes  of  hand 

Of  Rothschild  or  the  Barings. 

HalUel^t  Abuoick  CatiU. 


BATTLE. 

Therewith  they  gan,  both  flirioas  and  fell. 
To  thunder  blowes,  and  fiercely  to  assails 
Each  other,  bent  his  enemy  to  quell. 
That  with  their  ftrce  they  perst  both  plate  and 

maile. 
And  made  wide  funows  in  their  fleshes  fraile, 
That  it  would  pity  any  living  eie. 
Large  floods  of  blood  adowne  their  sides  did  raile. 
Hut  floods  of  blood  could  not  them  satisfie : 
Both  hongredafier  death;  both  chose  to  win  or  die. 
Sperua^t  Fairy  Queen, 
l^en  to  the  rest  his  wrathfrd  hand  he  bends. 
Of  whom  he  makes  such  havocke  and  such  hew, 
TW  swinns  of  damned  aoules  to  hell  he  sends; 


The  rest,  that  scape  his  sword  and  death  eschew 

Fly  like  a  flocke  of  doves  before  a  fidcon's  view. 

i^jpenser's  Fairy  Quen. 

All  sodainly  enflam*d  wUh  fbiioos  fit, 
Like  a  fell  lionesse,  at  him  she  flew, 
And  on  his  head-pieeo  him  so  fiercely  emit, 
That  to  the  ground  him  quite  she  overtfaraw, 
Dismay'd  so  with  the  stroke  that  be  no  colonrs 
knew.  iS^tnser's  Fairy  Qamn, 

The  eager  armies  meet  to  try  their  cause. 
Our  EngUsh  lords  in  four  battalias 
Bring  on  their  forces,  but  so  fiirious  grows 
In  little  time  the  fight,  so  near  the  blows. 
That  soon  no  order  we  perceive  at  all. 
For,  like  one  body,  closely  move  they  alL 

May's  Edward  III. 

In  single  opposition,  hand  to  hand. 

He  did  confound  the  best  part  of  an  hour 

In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glcndower : 

lliree  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did 

they  drink. 
Upon  agreement,  of  swift  Severn's  flood. 

Shak$,  Henry  IV. 

Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  English  mother, 
Whose  sons  lie  scatter'd  on  the  bleeding  ground  : 
Many  a  widow's  husband  grovelling  lies, 
Coldly  embracing  the  discolour'd  earth : 
And  victocy,  with  little  loss,  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French. 

Shake.  King  John 
If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enough  ^ 

To  do  oar  country  loss;  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  men  the  greater  share  of  honour. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

A  thousand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bosom ; 
Advance  our  standards,  set  upon  our  foes ; 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fidr  saint  George, 
Inspire  us  with  the  spleen  of  fiery  dragons ! 
Upon  them !    Victory  sits  on  our  hebns. 

Shako.  Richard  III. 

1h»  cannons  have  their  bowels  fiill  of  wrath ; 
And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  spit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation  'gainst  your  wall&. 

Shake.  King  Jakn. 

My  sons — God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them : 
But  this  I  know — they  have  demcan'd  themselves 
Like  men  bom'to  renown,  by  lifo,  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me ; 
And  thrice  cried  —  Courage,  father,  Jight  Uoul! 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  on  my  side. 
With  purple  foulchion,  painted  to  the  hilt. 
In  Uood  of  those  that  had  encounter^  him. 

Shake.  Henry  VI 


BATTLE. 


Methou^t,  he  bore  him  in  the  thickest  troop, 
Am  dodi  B  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat : 
Or  u  a  bear,  enoompasa'd  round  with  dogs ; 
Who  haling  pinchM  a  few,  and  made  them  cry, 
The  reft  stand  aU  aloo^  and  bark  at  him. 

ShaU  Henry  VL 
And  D0ir  their  mightiest  qiiell'd,  the  battle  swerT'd, 
With  many  an  inroad  gor*d ;  deibrmcd  rout 
Ebler'd  and  foul  disorder ;  all  the  gromid 
With  shiver*^  armour  strown,  and  on  a  heap 
Chariot  and  charioteer  lay  overtum^df 
And  fisfy  foaming  steeds. 

MiUon^t  Paradise  Lost, 

Twixt  hoet  and  host  but  narrow  space  was  lefl, 
A  dreadful  intenral,  and  front  to  front 
Fresented  stood  in  terrible  array 
Of  hideous  length ;  before  the  cloudy  van 
On  the  rough  edge  of  battle  ere  it  joined, 
Satan,  with  Tast  and  haughty  strides  advanced, 
Game  tow'ring,  arrnM  in  adamant  and  gold. 

MUiorCs  Paradise  LosL 

The  shout 
Of  battle  now  began,  and  rushing  sound 
Of  onset  ended  soon  each  milder  thought 

MUton^s  Paradise  LosL 
Now  night  her  course  began,  and  orer  heaven 
Inducing  darkness,  grateful  truce,  impos*d 
Eor  silence  on  the  odious  din  of  war : 
Under  her  cloudy  covert  hath  retir'd, 
Victor  and  vanquish'd. 

MiUon^s  Paraise  LosL 
Each  at  the  head 
LerelTd  his  deadly  aim ;  their  &tal  hands 
No  seeoed  stroke  intended. 

MHUnCs  Paradise  LosL 

When  one,  that  bare  a  link, 
O*  th'  sodden  clapp'd  his  flaming  cudgel. 
Like  linstock,  to  the  horse's  touch-hole ; 
And  strjtight  another  with  his  flambeau, 
Gave  Ralpho  o*er  the  eyes  a  damnM  blow. 

Butler's  HudUnras, 
*Tis  not  the  least  disparagement 
To  be  de&ated  by  th'  event. 
Nor  to  be  beaten- by  main  force, 
Thai  does  not  make  a  man  the  worse; 
But  to  turn  tail,  and  run  away. 
And  without  blows  give  up  the  day. 
Or  to  surrender  ere  th'  assault. 
That's  no  man's  fortune,  but  his  &ult 

Butler's  Hudibras. 
Fall  oft  the  rivals  met,  and  neither  spar'd 
His  utmost  force,  and  each  forgot  to  ward. 
Hie  head  of  this  was  to  the  saddle  bent. 
The  other  backward  to  the  crupper  sent 

Ihryden's  Pahnwn  and  ArcUs. 


Hark— the  death-denouncing  trumpet  sounds 
The  fktal  eharge,  and  shouts  proclaim  the  i 
Destruction  nshes  dreadful  to  the  field, 
And  bathes  itself  in  blood :  havoc  let  loose 
Now  undistinguish'd,  rages  oil  around ; 
While  ruin,  seated  on  her  dreary  tlironc. 
Sees  the  plain  strewed  with  subjects  truly  hers. 
Breathless  and  cold. 

Havard's  Scanderbeg, 

Even  like  an  arrow  on  the  wind  he  rode 
Ilis  winged  courser,  and  with  noble  daring 
Swept  with  his  chivalrous  escort  past  our  front. 
Even  at  tlie  stormy  edge  of  chafing  battle. 

Sir  A.  Hunt's  JuUan, 

Here  might  you  see 
Barons  and  peasants  on  th'  embattled  field. 
Slain  or  half  dead,  in  one  huge  ghastly  heap. 
Promiscuously  amass'd.     With  dismal  groans. 
And  ejaculation,  in  the  pangs  of  death. 
Some  call  for  aid,  neglected ;  some  o'ertom'd 
In  the  fierce  shock,  lie  gasping,  and  expire, 
Trampled  by  fiery  coursers :  Horror  thus. 
And  wild  uproar,  and  desolation,  reign'd 
Unrespited. 

PhiUps's  Cider. 

When  Greeks  join'd  Greeks,  then  was  the  tog  of 

war; 
The  labour'd  battle  sweat,  and  conquest  bled. 

Lufs  Alexander, 

Behold  in  awful  mardi  and  dread  array. 
The  long  extended  squadrons  shape  their  way ! 
Death,  in  approacliing,  terrible,  imparts 
An  anxious  horror  to  the  bravest  hearts; 
Yet  do  their  beating  breasts  demand  the  strifi.'. 
And  thirst  of  glory  quells  the  love  of  life. 

Addison's  Campaign, 

A  thousand  glorious  actions  tliat  might  claim 
Triumphant  laurels,  and  immortal  fame, 
Confus'd  in  clouds  of  glorious  actions  lie, 
And  troops  of  heroes  undistinguish'd  die. 

Addison's  Can^aign, 

It  was  a  goodly  sight 
To  see  the  embattled  pomp,  as  with  the  step 
Of  stateliness  the  barbed  steeds  came  on. 
To  see  the  pennons  rolling  their  long  waves 
Before  the  gale,  and  banners,  broad  and  bright^ 
Tossing  their  blazonry. 

Tlien  more  foce 
The  conflict  giew;  the  din  of  arms — the  yell 
Of  savage  rage— the  shriek  of  agony— 
The  groan  of  death,  commingled  in  one  i 
Of  undistingnish'd  hoiTora;  while  the  sun* 
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Itetirmg  thw  bensatii  tke  plain**  frr  Teig^, 
Shed  o'er  tiie  qnist  hilb  his  fadingr  light 

Yet  more !  yet  more !  how  fidr  arrayed 
The  J  file  from  oat  the  hawthorn  shade. 
And  sweep  so  gftlknt  by ! 
With  all  their  banners  bravely  spread, 
And  all  their  annour  flashittg  high. 
Saint  George  might  waken  from  the  dead. 
To  see  fair  England's  standard  fly. 

SeaU'M  Mandm 
Tlie  war,  that  ibr  a  space  did  ftH, 
Now  trebly  thondertng  swelled  the  gale, 
And— Stanley!  was  the  cry;^ 
A  light  on  Mannion's  visage  spread. 
And  fired  his  glazing  eye: 
With  dying  hand,  above  his  head. 
He  shook  the  firagment  of  his  blade, 
And  shouted  "Victory!"— 
"Charge,  Cheater,  charge! — On,  Stanley,  on!" 
Were  the  last  words  of  Marmion. 

Scatfi  Marmidm, 
His  hand  still  strained  the  broken  brand ; 
His  arms  were  smeared  with  blood  and  sand. 

ScoWt  MarmwiL 
AjI  in  the  castle  were  at  rest; 
When  sudden  on  the  windows  shone 
A  lightning  flash,  just  seen  and  gome! 
A  shot  is  heard — again  the  flame 
JElashed  thick  and  last — a  volley  came! 
Then  echoed  wildly,  from  within, 
Of  shout  and  scream  tlie  mingled  din. 
And  weapon  clash,  and  maddening  cry, 
Of  those  who  kill  and  those  who  die ! 
As  filled  the  hall  with  sulphurous  smoke. 
More  red,  more  dark,  the  death-flash  broke, 
And  forms  were  on  the  lattice  cast. 
That  struck,  or  struggled,  as  they  past 

Seott*9  lUkAy. 
And  O!  amid  that  waste  of  tile. 
What  various  motives  fired  the  strife! 
The  aspiring  noble  bled  for  fiune. 
The  patriot  fi>r  his  country's  claim. 
This  knight  his  y^othfiil  strength  to  prove, 
i\nd  that  to  win  his  lady's  love. 

SeatTt  Lord  tf  the  hies, 
vrnpetnous,  active,  fierce,  and  young, 
Upon  the  advancing  foes  he  sprang. 
Woe  to  the  wretch  at  whom  is  bent 
His  brandish'd  fiiulchion's  sheer  descent 

iSeott's  RMby, 
His  ba^  against  a  rock  he  bore, 
And  firmly  placed  hk  ftot  befi>re:-« 
"Come  one,  come  all!  this  rook  shall  fly 
From  lis  fim  base  as  soob  as  L" 

ScHfaLmd^^  tke  Lake. 


Each  looked  to  sm^  and  stream,  and  plslob 
As  what  they  ne'ei  might  see  again ; 
Then,  fimt,  and  pout,  and  eye  opposed. 
In  dubious  strife  they  darkly  closed. 

ScotCa  Lady  ^th$  Lffts^ 
The  oonbat  deepens.    On,  ye  brave. 
Who  rush  to  glory,  or  the  grave ! 
Wave,  Munich !  all  thy  banners  wave ! 
And  charge  with  all  thy  cliivalry! 
Few,  few,  shall  part  where  many  meet! 
The  snow  shall  be  their  winding-sheet, 
And  every  turf  beneath  their  feet 
Shall  be  a  soldier's  sepulchre. 

CampbdTg  HdheulindtM, 
Our  bugles  sang  truce — for  the  night-cloud  had 

lower'd, 
And  the  centinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  sky ; 
And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  over- 

power'd. 
The  weary  to  sleep  and  the  wounded  to  die. 

CampbeWt  Soldier't  Dreanu 
Twice  hath  the  sun  upon  their  conflict  set. 
And  risen  again,  and  fi>und  them  grappling  yet; 
While  steams  of  carnage,  in  his  noon-tide  blaze. 
Smoke  up  to  hcav'n. 

AToor^'f  LaUa  Rookh, 
Did  ye  not  hear  it? — No:  'twas  but  the  wind. 
Or  the  ear  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street ; 
On  with  the  dance !  let  joy  be  unoonfmed ; 
No  sleep  till  mom,  when  youth  and  pleasure  meet 
To  chase  the  glowing  hours  with  flying  feet-^ 
But  hark! — that  heavy  sound  breaks  in  once 

more, 
As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat; 
And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than  befbre ! 
Arm!  arm !  it  is — it  is — the  cannon's  opening 

roar !  Bynn*9  CkOde  HarM. 

By  heaven !  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
(For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 
Tlieir  rival  scarfi  of  miz'd  embroidery, 
Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  the  air ! 
What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  their 

lair. 
And  gnash  their  fimgs,  loud  yelling  Ibr  the  prey ! 
All  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share ; 
The  grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prize  away. 
And  havoc  scarce  fer  joy  can  number  their  array. 
Byrtm'9  ChUde  HaroUL 
Hark  to  the  trump,  and  the  drum. 
And  the  mournfiil  sound  of  the  barbaroos  horn. 
And  the  flap  of  the  banners,  that  flit  as  th^'re 

borne, 
And  the  neigh  of  the  steed,  and  the  multitude** 

hum. 
And  the  clash,  and  the* shout** they  e(«ie,'thej 

oooie  !**  Jiyrw'f  Sieg€  tf  Corintk 


BATTLE. 


4X 


Hand  to  luad  wid  ioU  to  ibot: 
Nbtbiiig  tlieie,«ave  death,  wm  mot* ; 
Stroke  and  thnut,  and  flash  and  cry 
For  fiQuter  or  lor  Tietory 
Miq^  thsio  with  the  voUeying  thunder. 

Byrm^M  Siege  ef  CmnUL 

"One  effort — one — to  break  the  circling  host !" 
llieylbnn — unite — charge — ^waver — all  is  lost! 
Within  a  narrow  ring  oompreesed,  beset, 
HapeleaB,  not  heartleee,  ttrive  and  struggle  yet,-^ 
Ah !  now  they  fight  in  firmest  file  no  more. 
Hemmed  in — eat  off—- cleft  down — and  tram- 
pled o'er, 
Alt  each  strikes  nng ly,  silently,  and  home, 
And  ainka  ontwearied  rather  than  o*eroome. 
His  last  &]nl  quittance  rendering  with  his  breath. 
Till  the  hUde  glimmers  in  the  grasp  of  death. 

ByrenCe  Cormvr. 

Ko  dread  of  death — if  with  us  die  our  fi>es — 
SaTB  that  it  seems  eren  duller  than  repose : 
Come  when  it  will— we  snatch  the  liie  of  lifb — 
When  lost — what  recks  it — by  disease  or  strife. 

Hyron'f  Coreair, 

And  one  enornious  shoot  of  **  Allah !"  rose 
In  the  same  moment,  loud  as  even  the  roar 
Of  war's  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  foes 
Hurling  defiance :  city,  stream,  and  shore 
Resounded  "  Allah  !*' — and  the  clouds  which  close 
With  thickening  canopy  the  conflict  o*er. 
Vibrate  to  the  eternal  name.    Hark !  through 
All  sounds  it  pieroeth,  **  Allah  I  Allah !  Hu  I" 

Byroa'f  Don,  Juan. 

Here  paui»e  We  ftr  the  present — as  even  then 
Hiat  awful  pause,  dividing  life  firom  death, 
Stmck  finr  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men, 
Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their  last 

breath! 

A  moment,  and  afi  will  be  lift  again ! 
Tlie  maroii!-  -the  eharge ! — tiie  shoots  of  either 

iidth! 
Horra !  and  Allah !  and — one  moment  more — 
The  death-oy  drowmng  in  the  battle's  roar. 

ByrmCe  Den  Juan, 

With  cheek  unchanging  fiom  its  sallow  gloom. 
However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb ; 
With  hand  whose  almost  careless  coolness  spoke, 
Its  grasp  well-used  to  deal  the  sabre  stroke ; 
With  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to  spare, 
Did  Lara  too  his  willing  weapon  bare. 

ByrmCe  Lara. 

ITMogfa  fiir  and  near  the  bullets  hiss, 
I've  scap'd  a  Uoodier  hoor  than  this. 

Byreafa  Qiamr. 


The  fight  was  o'er,  the  flashing  through  the  gloonm 
Which  robes  the  cannon  as  he  wings  a  tomb, 
Had  ceased ;  and  sulphury  vapours  upward  driven 
Had  left  the  earth,  and  but  polluted  heaven. 

ByrorCe  Idand 

—Ay,  now  the  soul  of  battle  is  abroad. 
It  burns  upon  the  air ! — The  joyous  winds 
Are  tossing  warriof  jdumes,  the  psoud  white  fiMm 
Of  battle's  roaring  billows  \ 

Mre,Hemau§ 


-If  to  plunge 


In  the  mid-waves  of  combat,  as  they  bear 
Chargers  and  spearmen  onwards ;  and  to  maka 
A  reckless  bosom's  firont  the  buoyant  mark. 
On  that  wild  current,  fi>r  ten  thousand  sorrows ; 
If  thus  to  dare  were  valour's  noblest  aim. 
Lightly  might  fiune  be  won ! 

Mrs.  Hemam. 

He  battles  heart  and  arm,  his  own  blue  sky 
Above  him,  and  his  own  green  land  around. 

HdOeckU  Poeme.' 

In  the  world's  broad  field  of  battle, 

In  the  bivouac  of  life. 
Be  not  like  dumb  driven  cattle ! 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife  I 

Longfelkm 

Then  said  the  mother  to  her  son. 

And  pointed  to  his  shield — 
**Come  toith  it,  when  the  battle's  done. 

Or  on  it,  from  the  field." 

JR.  ihntgenieTy, 

Our  fiLthers  live,  they  guard  in  glory  still 
The  grass-grown  bastions  of  the  fivtress'd  hill 
Still  ring  the  echoes  of  the  trampled  gorge 
To  Gad  and  Freedom!    England  and  SL  Oeorgei 
The  royal  cipher  on  the  captured  gun 
Mocks  the  sharp  night^ews  and  the  blistering  sun  S 

O.  W.  Hdmm^ 
Point  to  the  summits  where  the  brava  had  bM» 
Where  every  village  claims  its  glorious  dead ; 
Say,  where  their  bosoms  met  the  bayonet's  Bhoca« 
Their  only  corslet  was  the  rustic  firock ; 
Say,  when  they  mustered  to  the  gathering  hom. 
The  titled  chieftain  curled  his  lip  in  scorn ; 
Yet,  when  their  leader  bade  his  lines  advance^ 
No  musket  wavered  in  the  lion's  glance ; 
Say,  when  they  &jnted  in  their  forced  retreat, 
They  tracked  the  soow-drifb  with  their  Ueeding 

feet; 
Yet  still  their  banners,  toaring  In  the  Uas^ 
Bore  Ener  Ready,  ikittiftd  to  the  last, 
Through  storm  and  batde,  till  they  waved  agaai 
On  Yerklown's  hilhi  and  fiuatoga's  pkha. 

0«   WW.  XHNSMW 


BEARD-BEAUTY. 


BEARD. 

His  beard  is  directly  brick  colour, 

And  ]jcrfcctly  fashion'd  like  the  husk 

Of  a  chcsnut ;  he  kisses  with  the  driest  lip ! 

Manion'9  What  yon  wOL 
It  has  no  bush  below ; 
Mtiry  a  little  wool,  as  much  as  an  unripe 
Peach  doth  wear : 

Just  enough  to  speak  him  drawing  towards  a  man. 
SuekUng*9  OobUnt. 
His  tawny  beard  was  th*  equal  grace 
Both  of  his  wisdom  and  his  face ; 
In  cut  and  dye  so  like  a  tile, 
A  sudden  view  it  would  beguile; 
The  upper  part  thereof  was  whey; 
Tlie  nether,  orange  mix*d  with  grey. 

BuiUr't  HttdHmu. 


BEAUTF. 

Nought  under  heaven  so  strongly  doth  allure 
The  sense  of  man,  and  all  his  mind  possess, 
As  beauty*s  lovely  bait,  tliat  doth  procure 
Groat  warriors  ofl  their  rigour  to  repress ; 
And  mighty  hands  forget  their  manliness. 
Drawn  with  the  power  of  an  heart-robbing  eye, 
And  wrapt  in  fetters  of  a  golden  tress. 
That  can  with  melting  pleasaunce  mollify 
Their  hardenM  hearts,  enur*d  to  blood  and  cruelty. 
Speruer'9  Fairy  (luteiu 
For  sure  of  all  that  in  this  mortal  frame 
Contained  is,  nought  more  divine  doth  seem. 
Or  that  resemblcth  more  th'  immortal  flame 
Of  heavenly  light,  than  beauty's  glorious  beam. 
%Vhat  i^onder  then  if  with  such  rage  extreme 
Frail  men,  whose  eyes  seek  heavenly  things  to  see. 
At  sight  thereof  so  much  enravish'd  be  7 

iS^penisr. 
For  beauty  is  the  bait  which,  with  delight. 
Doth  man  allure,  for  to  enlarge  his  kind ; 
Beauty,  the  burning  lamp  of  heaven's  light. 
Darting  her  beams  into  each  feeble  mind. 
Against  whose  power  nor  god  nor  man  can  find 
Dofenoe,  reward  the  daunger  of  the  wound ; 
But,  being  hurt,  seek  to  be  medicin'd 
0£  her  that  first  did  stir  that  mortal  stownd. 

Spenser, 
Ye  tradeful  merchants !  that  with  weary  toil 
Do  seek  most  precious  tilings  to  make  your  gaine. 
And  iioth  the  Indies  of  their  treasures  spoil ; 
What  ncedeth  you  to  seek  so  ftf  in  vain  7 
For  lo !  my  love  doth  in  herself  contain 
iiU  this  world's  richos  that  may  &x  be  fiiund; 
If  npbyzii  loS  her  eyes  be  saphyrs  plain; 


If  rubies,  lo !  her  lips  be  rabies  sound ; 

If  pearls,  her  teeth  be  pearls,  both  pure  and  round. 

If  ivory,  her  forehead  ivoiy  ween ; 

If  gold,  her  looks  are  finest  gold  on  ground ; 

If  silver,  her  fair  hands  are  silver  sheen : 

But  that  which  fairest  is,  but  few  behold. 

Her  mind,  adom'd  with  vertues  mani&ld. 


Her  looks  were  like  beams  of  the  morning  sun. 
Forth-looking  through  the  windows  of  the  east, 
When  first  the  fleecie  cattle  have  begun 
Upon  the  pearled  grass  to  make  their  feaet 

SpenMtr, 
Tlie  frimess  of  her  &oe  no  tongue  can  tell. 
For  she  the  daughters  of  all  wemen's  race. 
And  angels  eke,  in  beautie  doth  excell. 
Sparkled  on  her  firom  God's  own  glorious  &oe, 
And  more  increast  by  her  own  goodly  grace. 
That  it  doth  fiir  exceed  all  human  thought, 
Ne  can  on  earth  compared  be  to  aught 

Speiuer*»  Hymne  of  Heavenly  BeauUa 
For  she  was  full  of  amiable  grace. 
And  manly  terror  mixed  therewith  all ; 
That  as  the  one  stirr'd  up  affections  base. 
So  th'  other  did  men's  rash  desires  appall. 
And  hold  them  baoke,  that  would  in  error  fall : 
As  he  that  hath  espied  a  virmill  rose. 
To  which  sharpa  thomes  and  breeres  the  way 

forstall. 
Dare  not  for  dread  his  hardy  hand  expose. 
But  wishing  it  fiirr  off  his  ydle  wish  doth  lose. 

Spenser^o  Fairy  Queeiu 
Her  sacred  beauty  hath  enchanted  iieav'n. 
And,  had  she  liv'd  before  the  siege  of  Tnjt 
Helen,  whose  beauty  summon'd  Greece  to  anDS, 
And  drew  a  thousand  ships  to  Tenedos, 
Had  not  been  nam'd  in  Homer's  Iliad ; 
Her  name  had  been  in  every  line  he  wrote. 

MaMt  Tambetiano  the  ChrmL 
Beauty 's  a  slipp'ry  good,  which  decreaseth 
Whilst  it  is  increasing :  resembling  the 
Medlar,  which,  in  the  moment  of  his  full 
Ripeness,  is  known  to  be  in  a  rottenness. 
Whilst  you  look  in  the  glass,  it  waxeth  old 
With  time ;  if  on  the  sun,  parched  with  heat ;  if 
On  the  wind,  blasted  with  cold.    A  great  care 
To  keep  it,  a  short  space  to  enjoy  it, 
A  sudden  time  to  lose  it 

Litty'i  Sapphok 

Why  did  the  gods  give  thee  a  heavenly  form. 
And  earthly  thoughts  to  make  thee  proud  of  it  7 
Why  do  I  ask  7    *Tis  now  the  known  disease 
That  beauty  hath,  to  bear  too  deep  a  sense 
Of  her  own  sel£«onceived  excellence. 

Jonfon's  CynUaa'o  RenoU. 


BiSAUTY. 


fe  frir,  thai  had  yoa  beauty's  piotore  took. 
It  nuMt  like  Iht,  or  not  like  bMuty  look. 

iU^it'tlimry  KJJ. 

What  greater  torment  ever  ooold  haTe  been. 
Than  to  enforce  the  fair  to  live  retirM  ? 
For  what  ia  beanty  if  it  be  not  seen  7 
Or  what  is 't  to  be  seen-- if  not  admir'd  7 
And  tiMNigh  admir'd,  unless  in  love  desir'd  7 
Never  were  cheeks  of  roses,  locks  of  amber, 
Ordain*d  to  lire  imprisonM  in  a  chamber. 
Nfttore  created  beauty  for  the  view, 
(Like  aa  the  fire  for  heat,  the  sun  £>r  light :) 
Hie  Idir  do  hold  this  privilege  as  due. 
By  ancient  charter,  to  live  most  in  sight, 
And  she  that  is  deban'd  it,  hath  not  right. 
In  vain  oar  firiends  from  this  do  us  dehort, 
For  beanty  will  be  where  is  most  resort 

DanieV*  Rommund, 
Beanty,  sweet  love,  is  like  the  morning  dew, 
Whose  short  refiresh  upon  the  tender  green, 
€heers  for  a  time,  but  till  the  sun  doth  show ; 
And  straight  is  gone,  as  it  had  never  been. 

DameL 
Natore  was  here  so  lavish  of  her  store. 
That  she  bestow'd  until  she  had  no  more ; 
Whose  treasore  being  weakened  by  this  dame. 
She  throsts  into  the  world  so  many  lame. 

Brtnon*9  PaaioraU, 
Beanty,  my  lord,  'tis  the  worst  part  of  woman, 
A  vreak  poor  thing,  assaulted  ev'ry  hour 
By  creeping  minutes  of  defacing  time ; 
A  siqierficies,  which  each  breath  of  care 
BLasts  off;  and  er'ry  hum'rous  stream  of  grie^ 
IVhich  flows  from  forth  these  founteins  of  our  eyes, 
Wisheth  airay,  as  rain  doth  wintei^s  snow. 

0€fft^9  CmtragtauB  Turk. 
I  kmg  not  for  the  cherries  on  the  tree. 
So  much  aa  those  which  on  a  Up  I  see. 
And  move  aflbction  bear  I  to  the  rose. 
That  in  a  ehsek,  than  in  a  garden  grows. 

Randdpk. 
Tliere's  no  miniature 
In  her  face,  but  is  a  copious  theme. 
Which  would,  discours'd  at  large  o^  make  a 

volome. 
What  clear  arch'd  brovra !  what  sparkling  eyes ! 

the  lilies 
Contending  with  the  roses  in  her  cheeks, 
Who  shall  most  set  them  ofil    What  ruby  lips!^ 
Or  unto  what  can  I  compare  her  neck. 
But  to  a  rock  of  crystal  7    Every  limb 
Proportion'd  to  love's  wish,  and  in  their  neatness 
Add  lustre  to  the  richness  of  her  habit, 
Kot  bfxxow'd  from  it 


No  autumn,  nor  no  age  ever  approach 
This  heavenly  piece,  which  nature  having  wrought. 
She  lost  her  needle,  and  did  then  despair 
Ever  to  work  so  lively  and  so  fkir. 

Mauvngv  and  FieUTM  Fatal  Damnf. 

Do  not  idolatrize ;  beauty 's  a  fiow'r. 

Which  springs  and  vrithers  almost  in  an  hour. 

WaiUm  Smiik^9  Hedor  ef  Germanf, 

We  can  distinguish 
Of  beauty  there,  and  wonder  without  spectedes, 
Write  volumes  of  your  praise,  and  tell  the  world 
How  envious  diamonds,  'cause  they  could  not 
Reach  to  the  lustre  of  your  eyes,  disaolv'd 
To  angry  tears ;  the  roses  droop,  and  gath'ring 
Their  leaves  together,  seem  to  chide  their  blushes 
That  they  must  yield  your  cheek  the  victory : 
The  lilies  when  they're  censur'd  for  comparing 
With  your  more  clear  and  native  purity. 
Want  white  to  do  flicir  penance  in. 

SMrUy*9  Roytd  MatUr. 

Heav'n  meant  that  beanty,  nature's  greatest  force* 
Having  exceeding  pow'r,  should  have  remorse; 
Valour,  and  it,  the  world  should  so  enjoy. 
As  both  might  overcome,  but  not  destroy. 

Lord  Orrery^t  Henry  V. 

My  beauty,  though  but  mean. 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourish  of  your  praise : 
Beanty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  utter'd  by  base  sale  of  chapmen's  tongues. 

8hak$.  Xooe'f  Labour  Lo&L 

O,  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  bum  bright ! 
It  seems  she  hangs  upon  the  check  of  night 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's  ear : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear ! 

Shakg.  Romeo  and  JuUet^^ 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 
Her  infinite  variety :  other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed ;  but  she  makes  hungry, 
Where  most  ^he  satisfies. 

Shaki,  Antony  and  Cleqpatta* 
Beauty  is  a  witch. 
Against  whose  charms  fkith  melteth  into  blood. 
8hak9.  Much  Ad9» 

'Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whose  red  and  white 
Nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on. 

Shak:  Twelfth  Ni^ 
Beauty  is  but  a  vain  and  doubtful  good, 
A  shining  gloss  that  fiideth  suddenly, 
A  flower  that  dies  when  first  it  'gins  to  bud* 
A  brittle  glass  that's  broken  presently : 
A  doubtfiil  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flowei^ 
Lost,  fiuied,  broken,  dead  with  an  hour. 


BBAVTT. 


GiTO  me  a  look,  gifo  no  •,  fiMO. 
Thai  makes  eimplicity  a  giaee 
Robes  looialy  flowing,  hair  as  free! 
Such  sweet  neglect  more  taketh  me^ 
Than  all  the  adulteries  of  art; 
That  strike  mine  eyes  but  not  mj  heart 

Ben  Jottnton* 


Beauty  is  natare*s  coin,  most  not  bo  hoarded. 
But  must  be  cunent,  and  the  good  thenof 
Consists  in  mutual  and  partaken  bliss, 
Unsavoury  in  th*  enjoyment  of  itself: 
If  you  let  slip  time,  like  a  neglected  rose. 
It  withers  on  the  stalk  with  languished  head. 

Beauty,  like  the  fair  Hesperian  tree. 
Laden  with  blooming  gold,  had  need  the  guard 
Of  dragon  watch  with  unenchanted  eye. 
To  save  her  blossoms  and  defend  her  fruit 
From  the  rash  hand  of  bold  iacontinence. 

MilUm'9 


With  goddess-like  demeanour  forth  she  went, 
Not  unattended,  for  on  her  as  queen 
A  pomp  of  winning  graces  waited  still. 
And  from  about  her  shot  darts  of  desire 
Into  all  eyes  to  wish  her  still  in  sight 

JtftZton't  Paradm  ImL 

Grace  was  in  all  her  steps,  heaven  in  her  eye. 
In  ev^ry  gesture  dignity  and  Iotc. 

Miiton't  Paradae  LmL 
When  I  approach 
Her  loveliness,  so  abBolute  she  seems. 
And  in  herself  complete,  so  well  to  know 
Her  own,  that  what  she  wills  to  do  or  say. 
Seems  wisest,  virtuousest,  discreetest,  best. 
All  higher  knowledge  in  her  presence  falls 
Degraded,  wisdom  in  discourse  with  her 
Loses  diseottntVia]ic*d,  and  like  folly  shows. 

JfOfam's  Fandite  LotL 

Her  heav*nly  form 
Angelic,  but  more  soft  and  feminine. 
Her  graceful  innocence,  her  eveiy  air 
Of  gesture  or  least  action  overawM 
His  malice,  and  with  rapine  sweet  bereavM 
His  fierceness  of  the  fierce  mtent  it  brought 

MUtm*9  Pnmike  LotL 

She  seizes  hearts,  not  waiting  fer  consent, 
Like  sudden  death,  that  snatches,  unprepared; 
Idke  fire  fi'om  heaven,  scarce  seen  so  soon  as  felt 
Lansdoum^i  Heroic  Lone. 

'-J  fatal  beauty !  why  art  thou  bestowM 

( Ai  hapless  woman  still  to  make  her  wretched ! 

tieaay*d  by  thee,  how  numy  are  ondone ! 

PuUeiwn^e  itrtBitrfiiifi 


Beaoljstaads 
In  the  admiration  only  <^weak  minds 
Led  eaptiTe ;  oease  to  admire,  and  all  her  pinmai 
Fall  flat  and  shrink  into  a  trivial  toy. 
At  every  sudden  slighting  quite  abash'd. 

MiUan^i  Paradite  Rtgabud 
What  is  beauty  7    Not  the  show 
Of  shapely  limbs  and  features.    No : 
These  are  but  flowers 
That  have  their  dated  hours, 
To  breathe  their  momentary  sweets,  then  ga 
*Tis  the  stainless  soul  within 
That  outshines  the  fiiirest  skin. 

8irA.Hunt 
Oh !  she  has  beauty  might  ensnare 
A  conqueror's  soul,  and  make  him  tear  his  crown 
At  random,  to  be  scuffled  fer  by  slaves. 

OtvDay*»  Orj^n 

Mark  her  majestic  febrio !  she*s  a  temple 
Sacred  by  birth,  and  built  by  hands  divine ; 
Her  soul  *s  the  deity  that  lodges  there ; 
Nor  is  the  pile  unworthy  of  the  god.  . 

DrydetCg  Den  SebaetiafL 
The  holy  priests  gaze  on  her  when  she  smiles, 
And  with  heaved  hands,  fergetting  gravity. 
They  bless  her  wanton  eyes.    £v*n  I,  who  hate  hei^ 
With  a  malignant  joy  behold  such  beauty. 
And,  while  I  curse,  desire  it 

DrydetCe  AUfor  Zoee. 

At  her  feet  were  laid 
Tlie  sceptres  of  the  earth,  exposed  on  heap% 
To  choose  where  she  would  reign. 

DrydetCe  AUfir  Looe. 
Her  eyes,  her  lips,  her  cheeks,  her  shapes,  her 

fiuitures. 
Seem  to  be  drawn  by  love's  own  hand ;  by  love 
Himself  in  love. 

Dryden^e  Looe  TViuny[ikanL 
One  who  would  change  the  worship  of  all  climates, 
And  make  a  new  religion  where'er  she  comes, 
Unite  the  differing  fiiiths  of  all  the  world, 
To  idoliae  her  fece. 

Drydea^t  Lofoe  TViumpftant 
A  native  grace 
Sat  fiir  proportaon'd  on  her  polish'd  limba^ 
Veil'd  in  a  simple  robe,  their  best  attire, 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  dress :  fer  loveliness 
Needs  not  the  fereign  aid  of  ornament. 
Bat  is,  when  unadom'd,  adomM  the  most 
7%immfC$8ei 


Her  ferm  was  firesher  than  the  morning  rose. 
When  the  dew  wets  its  leaves ;  unstain'd,  and  ptffo. 
As  is  the  lily,  or  the  mountain  snow. 

ThommmU  Seammt^ 


BEAirrr. 


*ri9  not  a  Mtof  ftatmnii,  or  ocunplBzion, 
Tlie  tinctore  of  a  tMn^  that  I  admire; 
Beauty  soon  groWB  fkmiliar  to  the  loTer, 
Fades  in  his  eye,  aad  palls  upon  the  seoBe. 

Addimm*9  CaKk 

Yet  ipracefu]  ease,  and  sweetnen  void  of  pride. 
Might  hide  her  faults,  if  belles  had  fiidts  to  hide ; 
If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall, 
Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  *em  alL 

Pope't  Rape  cf  the  Lock, 
h  the  not  brighter  than  a  summer's  mom. 
When  all  the  heav'n  b  streaked  with  dappled  ^res, 
And  fleck'd  with  blushes  like  a  rifled  maid  7 

Zee's  Jhike  of  Otdee. 
O  she  is  all  perfections ! 
All  that  the  blooming  earth  can  send  forth  fair ; 
All  that  the  gaudy  heavens  could  drop  down 
glofioiiB.  Xee's  Theodoeiue. 

A  lavish  planet  reign*d  when  she  was  bom, 
And  made  her  of  such  kindred  mould  to  heav'n. 
She  eeema  more  heav'n's  than  ours. 

Xee*f  CSdipuB. 

The  bloom  of  opening  flowers*  unsullied  beauty, 

Softness,  and  sweetest  innocence  she  wears. 

And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  first  spring. 

JRoioe's  Tamerlane, 

h  she  not  more  than  painting  can  express. 
Or  yootfafiil  poets  fancy  when  they  love  7 

Rowe*e  Fair  PewitettL 
0  how  I  gmdge  the  grave  this  heav'niy  form  ! 
Thy  beauties  will  inspire  the  arms  of  death. 
And  waim  the  pale  cold  tyrant  into  life. 

Southern's  Loyal  Brother* 

Her  grace  of  motion  and  of  look,  the  smooth 
And  swimming  majesty. of  step  and  tread. 
The  symmetry  of  fi>rm  and  feature,  set 
The  soul  afloat,  even  like  delicious  airs 

Of  flute  or  harpb. 

JftZimni. 

What  tender  fiiroe,  what  dignity  divine, 
VThat  virtoe  consecrating  every  feature  I 
Around  that  neck  what  dross  are  gold  and  pearl ! 

Young'e  Bueirig, 

What's  female  beauty,  but  an  air  divine, 
Hirough  which  the  mind's  all  gentle  graces  shine  7 
They,  like  the  son,  irradiate  all  between ; 
Tbe  body  charms,  because  the  soul  is  seen. 
Hmoe  men  aie  often  captives  of  a  face. 
They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace : 
Some  forms,  though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can 

bear; 
Bome^  none  resist,  though  not  exceeding  fair. 

Young. 


Beauty !  thoa  pretty  plaything  t  dear  deceit. 
That  steals  so  sofUy  o*er  the  stripling's  hearti 
And  gives  it  a  new  pulse  unknown  bdfore ! 
The  grave  discredits  thee :  thy  charms  expunged, 
Thy  roses  faded,  and  thy  lilies  soil'd. 
What  hast  thou  more  to  boast  of?  will  thy  lovers 
flock  round  thee  now,  to  gaze  and  do  thee  homage  7 
Methfaiks  I  see  thee  with  thy  head  laid  low; 
Whilst  surfeited  npon  thy  damask  cheek. 
The  high-fed  worm,  in  iAty  vofaunes  roU'd, 
Riots  unscar'd.    For  this  was  all  thy  caution  7 
For  this  thy  painful  labours  at  thy  glass, 
T  'improve  those  charms  and  keep  them  in  repaii, 
For  which  the  spoiler  thanks  thee  not?    Foul 

feeder ! 
Coarse  fere  and  carrion  please  thee  full  as  well, 
And  leave  as  keen  a  relish  on  the  sense. 

Blair'9  Qrame, 

To  make  the  cunning  artless,  tame  the  rade, 
Subdue  the  haughty,  shake  th'  undaunted  soul ; 
Yea,  put  a  bridle  in  the  lion's  mouth. 
And  lead  him  ferth  as  a  domestic  cur, 
These  are  the  triumphs  of  all-powerful  beauty. 
Joanna  BaiUu^e  BaeSL 

But  then  her  fkce, 
So  lovely,  yet  so  arch,  so  fhll  of  mirth. 
The  overflowings  of  an  innocent  heart. 

Rogera*e  Italy, 

Beauty, 
That  transitory  flower :  even  while  it  lasts 
Palls  on  the  roving  sense,  when  held  too  near. 
Or  dwelling  there  too  long :  by  fits  it  pleases ; 
And  smells  at  distance  best ;  its  sweets,  familiar 
By  firequent  converse,  soon  grow  dull  and  cloy  you. 

J^ery'e  Edieim 

With  head  upraised,  and  leoJt.  intent, 

An  eye  and  ear  attentive  bent, 

And  locks  flung  back,  and  lips  apart, 

Like  monument  of  Grecian  art 

In  listening  mood,  shs  seemed  to  stand. 

The  guardian  naiad  of  the  strand. 

SeaU'9  Udy  cf  ike  Ullm> 

Th»  rose,  with^int  and  feeble  streak. 
So  slightly  tinged  the  maiden's  cheek. 
That  you  had  said  her  hue  was  pale; 
But  if  she  faced  the  summer-gale. 
Or  spoke,  or  sung,  or  quicker  moved. 
Or  heard  the  praise  of  those  she  loved. 
Or  when  of  interest  was  expressed 
Aught  that  waked  feeling  in  her  breast, 
The  mantling  blood  in  ready  play 
Rivalled  the  blush  of  rising  dtfy. 


9B 


BEAUTY. 


Hiere  was  a  soft  tnd  pensWe  grsM, 
A  oast  of  tiionght  upon  her  ftce, 
That  suited  well  the  forehead  high. 
Hie  eje-Iash  dark,  and  downcast  ejOi 
The  mild  expression  spoke  a  mind 
In  dutf  firm,  composed,  resigned. 

Scate9  lUkeby. 

Fair  all  the  ^geant — hot  how  passing  &ir 
Tho  slender  form,  which  lay  on  conch  of  Ind  I 
0*er  her  white  bosom  stray'd'her  hasel  liair. 
Pale  her  dear  cheek,  as  if  for  love  she  pined. 

8eeW$  Lay  ^  the  La$t  Muuird. 
Such  harmony  in  motion,  speech  and  air, 
Tliat  without  foimeas,  she  was  more  than  foir. 

CrMe. 

Lo !  n^en  the  buds  expand  the  leaves  are  green, 
llien  tho  first  opening  of  the  flower  is  seen ; 
7%en  come  the  honied  breath  and  rosy  smile, 
Tliat  with  their  sweets  the  willing  sense  beguile : 
Bat  as  we  look,  and  love,  and  taste,  and  praise. 
And  the  fruit  grows,  the  charming  flower  decays ; 
Till  all  is  gathered,  and  the  wintry  blast 
Moans  o'er  the  place  of  love  and  pleasure  past 
So  'tis  with  beauty, — such  the  opening  grace 
And  dawn  of  glory  in  the  youthful  hce ; 
Then  are  the  charms  unfolded  to  the  sight, 
Then  all  is  loveliness  and  all  delight; 
The  nuptial  tie  succeeds,  and  genial  hour. 
And,  lo !  the  iiilling  off  of  beauty's  flower. 
So  through  all  nature  b  the  progress  made^ — 
The  bud,  the  bloom,  the  fruit, — and  then  we  fiide. 

Cni66e. 
Oh !  how  refireahing  seemed  the  breathing  wind. 
To  her  fiiint  limbs !  and  while  her  snowy  hands 
From  her  fair  brow  her  golden  hair  unbind. 
And  of  her  xone  unloose  the  silken  bands, 
More  passing  bright  unveiled  her  beauty  stands ; 
For  ^ultless  was  her  form  as  beauty's  queen, 
And  every  winning  grace  that  love  demands 
With  mild  attempered  dignity  was  seen 
Play  o'er  each  lovely  limb,  and  deck  her  angel 
mien.  Mr$,  THgfu^i  Ptyche, 

Gv'n  then  her  presence  had  the  power 
To  soothe,  to  warm, — nay,  ev'n  to  bless— 
ix*  ever  bliss  could  graft  its  flow^ 
On  stem  so  full  of  bitterness — 
Ev'n  then  her  glorious  smile  to  me. 
Brought  warmth  and  radiance,  if  not  balm 
Like  moonlight  on  a  troubled  sea, 
^trightening  the  storm  it  cdinot  calm. 

Moore'i  Lovet  of  the  Angde. 
As  rising  on  its  purple  wing 
Tha  insect  queen  of  eastern  spring, 
J*er  emerald  meadows  of  Kashmere, 
Iniites  the  young  pursuer  near, 


And  leads  him  ca  fnmk  flower  to  floWM^ 
A  weary  chase  and  wasted  hour, 
Tlien  leaves  him,  as  it  soars  on  hij^ 
With  panting  heart  and  tearful  eye: 
So  beauty  lures  \be  full-grown  child. 
With  hue  as  bright  and  wing  as  wild; 
A  chase  of  idle  hopes  and  fears, 
Begun  in  foUy,  closed  in  tears. 

Byron's  Gu 

She  was  a  form  of  life  and  Jight, 
That,  seen,  became  a  part  of  sight; 
And  rose,  where'er  I  tum'd  mine  eye. 
The  morning  star  of  memory. 

ByrmCa  OUiour* 

Such  was  Zuleika !  such  around  her  shone 
The  nameless  charms  unmarked  by  her  alone  : 
The  light  of  love,  the  purity  of  grace. 
The  mind,  the  music  breathing  (h>m  her  fiice. 
The  heart  whose  sofVness  harmonized  the  whole    ■ 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul  I 

Byron's  Bride  ffAbydm. 

Alone  and  dewy,  coldly  pure  and  pale ; 
As  weeping  beauty's  cheek  at  sorrow's  tale. 

Byran's  Bride  tf  AhyAm. 

So  bright  the  tear  in  beauty's  eye 
Love  half  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry. 
So  sweet  the  blush  of  bashfhlness 
Even  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less. 

Byrm^M  Bride  cfAhydoe 

Who  hath  not  proved  how  feebly  words  essay 
To  fix  one  spark  of  beauty's  heavenly  ray  t 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  his  failing  sight 
Faints  into  dimness  with  its  own  delight. 
His  changing  cheek,  his  sinking  heart  confess 
Hie  might — the  majesty  of  loveliness  7 

Byitm's  Bride  af  Abydm, 

Her  glance,  how  wildly  beautiful !  how  much 
Hath  Phoebus  woo'd  in  vain  to  spoil  her  cheek. 
Which  glows  yet  smoother  from  his  amorous 

clutch ! 
Who  round  the  north  for  paler  dames  would  seek  ? 
How  poor  their  forms  appear !  how  languid,  wan 

and  weak  *  Byron's  Ckilde  HartUL 

Heart  on  her  lips,  and  soul  within  her  ejezt 
Soft  as  her  dime,  and  sunny  as  her  skies, 

ByrmCe  Btppe. 

Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 
It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneeL 

Byrm*e  Dm  Jvm^ 

Her  glossy  hair  was  duster'd  o'er  a  brow 
Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth ; 
Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bow. 
Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  yontb, 


BBAUTY. 


Uaaatiagt  at  timei,  to  a  tnni^arciit  glow, 
Af  if  her  veins  fan  ligliiiim^. 

ByrovCt  Don  Juan, 

^  eje**  an  ejre,  and  whether  black  or  blue» 
b  no  ^reat  matter,  so  His  in  request, 
Tis  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue^ — 
Hie  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test 
Hie  fair  sex  shoold  be  always  fiiir ;  and  no  man, 
HU  thirty,  should  perceive  there's  a  plain  woman. 
JBynm*!  Don  Jtum. 

She  gaaed  upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew-^ 
As  BKking  not  to  know  it ;  silent,  lone. 
As  grows  a  flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew. 
And  kepi  her  heart  serene  within  its  zone. 
Hiere  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  she  drew. 
Her  spirit  seemM  as  seated  on  a  throne 
Apart  from  the  surrounding  world,  and  strong 
In  its  own  strength — most  strange  in  one  so 
yoon^.  ByrmC9  Don  Juan. 

We  gase  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  where. 

Deeded  and  drunk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart 

Beels  with  its  fulness. 

Bytonm 

Hie  beautiiu]  is  vanish*ld,  and  returns  not 

Coleridge 

Then 's  beauty  all  around  our  paths. 

If  bat  oar  watchful  eyes 
Can  trace  it  *midst  familiar  things 

And  through  their  lowly  guise. 

ATrt.  Hemant. 
True  beauty  never  was  definM  — 
And  features  painted  to  the  mind 
Are  peifect  only  to  the  blind. 

Who  never  scan  the  image  o'er. 

Mr9,HaU 
Seme  sools  lose  all  things  but  the  love  of  beauty; 
And  by  that  love  they  are  redeemable. 
For  ui  love  and  beauty  they  acknowledge  good. 
And  good  is  God.] 

J  BaUe^t  Fettut. 

Hie  beaotiibl  are  never  desolate; 
Bat  some  one  always  loves  them. 

BaiUy'B  Foitu, 

Beauty  gives 
Hie  features  perfectnesa,  and  to  the  form 
Its  delicate  proportions :  she  may  stain 
Hie  eye  with  a  celestial  blue — the  cheek 
With  carmine  of  the  sunset ;  she  may  breathe 
CSraoe  into  every  motion,  like  the  play 
Of  the  least  visible  tissue  of  a  cloud : 
8he  may  give  all  that  is  within  her  own 
Bright  eestus— and  one  |rlance  of  inteHeeti 
Like  stmiger  magic,  will  outshine  it  alL 


Beautiful,  yes !  but  the  blush  will  fiide. 

The  lig-ht  grow  dim  which  the  blue  eyes  \ 
TTie  gloss  will  vanish  from  curl  and  bmid. 

And  the  sunbeam  die  in  the  waving  hair. 
Turn  from  the  mirror,  and  strive  to  win 

Treasures  of  loveliness  still  to  last; 
Gather  earth's  glory  and  i>Ioom  within. 

That  the  soul  may  be  bright  when  youth  is  past 

Ur9.09gotdL 

Thou  art  beautifhl,  young  lady, — 

But  I  need  not  tell  you  this; 
For  few  have  borne,  unconsciously, 

The  spell  of  loveliness. 

WAtNJir 

I've  gaz'd  on  many  a  brighter  fiice. 

But  ne'er  on  one  for  years. 
Where  beauty  left  so  soft  a  trace 

As  it  had  left  on  hers. 

ITrs.  We%  . 

llie  &ce,  O  can  it  fiur,  not  pale. 

Cdaidga. 

A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy  for  ever. 

No  wonder  that  cheek  in  its  beaufy  transcendau^ 
Bjxcelleth  the  beauty  of  others  by  far ; 

No  wonder  that  eye  is  so  richly  resplendent, 
For  your  heart  is  a  rose  and  your  soul  is  a  star. 

Mr§*  OogoofL 

«— Her  cheek  had  the  pale  pearly  pink 
Of  sea^hells,  the  world's  sweetest  tint,  as  though 
She  lived,  one  half  might  deem,  on  rases  sopp'd 
In  silver  dew. 

BaUe^B  Feites. 

When  I  forget  that  the  stars  shine  in  air. 
When  I  forget  that  beauty  b  in  stars — 
Shall  I  forget  thy  beauty. 

BaOof, 

Thy  glorious  beauty  was  the  gift  of  heaven, — 
As  such  thou  should'st  have  priz'd  it,  and  haw 

died 
Ere  thou  didst  yield  it  up  to  mortal  touch. 
Unless  thy  heart  went  with  it,  to  make  puro 
^d  sanctify  the  offering. 
(  Mr9,  Otgooa, 

What  right  have  you,  madam,  gazing  in  yow 

shining  mirror  daily, 
Getting  so  by  heart  your  beauty,  which  all  otheit 

must^jorej 
While  you  draw  the  golden  ringlets  down  your 

fingers,  to  .vow  gayly, 
You  will  wed  no  man  that's  only  good  to  God,-* 

and  nothing  more.  Mtsf  Bamtt 

Beautjr — the  fiiding  rainbow's  pride. 

ffoAfcl 


BED-BBBS- MOGAR, 


\Vithoat  the  •milo  from  partial  beauty  won. 
Oh,  what  wen  man !— a  world  without  a  bob  ! 


Beauty  has  gfone ;  but^et  her  mmd  it  still 
As  beautifol  as  ever ;  AUl  the  play 
Of  li^ht  around  her  lips  has  every  charm 
Of  childhood  in  its  freshness. 

O,  say  not,  wisest  of  all  the  kings, 

That  have  risen  on  IsraeFs  throne  to  reign. 
Say  not,  as  one  of  your  wisest  things, 
That  grace  is  fiUse  and  beauty  vain. 

JoknPierponL 
Is  beauty  vain  because  it  will  &de? 
Then  are  earth's  green  lobe  and  heaven's  light 
vain; 
For  this  shall  be  lost  in  evening's  shade. 
And  that  in  wmter's-sleetf  rain. 

JphnPierpottL 
I  would  that  thou  mightst  ever  be 

As  beautiful  as  now; 
That  time  might  ever  leave  as  free 
Thy  yet  unwritten  brow. 

WiOis. 

She  was  like 
A  dresm  of  poetiy,  that  may  not  bo 
Written  or  told-— exceeding  beautifoL 

Witti9. 
Beauty  was  lent  to  nature  as  the  type 
Of  heaven's  unspeakable  and  holy  joy, 
Where  all  perfection  makes  the  sum  of  bliss. 

Mrs,  Hale. 


BED. 


Oh!  thou  gentle  scene 
Qt  sweet  repose,  where,  by  th'  oblivious  draught 
Of  each  sad  toilsome  day  to  peace  restor'd. 
Unhappy  mortab  lose  their  woes  awhile ; 
Thou  hast  no  peace  for  me! 

ThomaorCs  Tancred  and  Sigimiunda. 
Night  is  the  time  for  rest; — 

How  sweet,  when  labours  close. 
To  gather  round  an  aching  breast 

The  curtain  of  repose. 
Stretch  the  tir'd  limbs  and  lay  the  head 
Down  on  our  own  delightful  bed! 

Janua  Montgomery, 

BEES. 

So  work  the  honey-bees; 
Creatures  that,  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
The  art  of  orde*  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 

Shako.  Homy  F. 


Look  on  the  bee  npoa  the  wing  'moQg  flowtiss 
— How  brave,  how  bright  his  life!  then  mark 

him  hiv'd, 
Gramp'd,  cringing  in  his  eell^bailt,  social  celL 
Thus  is  it  in  the  world-hive:  most  where  men. 
Lie  deep  in  cities  as  in  drifts. 

BaUey'o  Feetuo. 

BEGGAR. 

Art  thou  a  man  7    And  sham'st  thou  not  to  beg  f 
To  practise  such  a  servile  kind  of  life  7 
Why,  were  thy  education  ne'er  so  mean. 
Having  thy  limbs,  a  thousand  fairer  courses 
Offer  themselves  to  thy  election. 

Joiuon'f  Every  Man  in  kit  Hummr, 
Men  of  thy  condition  feed  on  sloth. 
As  doth  the  beetle  on  the  dung  she  breeds  in; 
Not  caring  how  the  metal  of  your  minds 
Is  eaten  with  the  rust  of  idleness. 

Jofison'f  Every  Man  in  his  Hunumr 
M^en  beggars  grow  thus  bold. 
No  marvel  then  though  charity  grow  cold. 

Drayton. 

Base  worldlings,  that  despise  all  such  as  need ; 
Who  to  the  needy  beggar  still  are  dumb, 
Not  knowing  unto  what  themselves  may  come. 

Heywood's  Royal  King. 

He  makes  a  beggar  first  that  first  relieves  him ; 

Not  us'rers  make  more  beggars  where  they  live. 

Than  charitable  men  that  use  to  give. 

Heywood*s  Royal  King, 

Beggar  7  —  the  only  free  men  of  our  common- 
wealth. 

Free  above  scotpfrce,  that  observe  no  laws, 

Obey  no  governor,  use  no  religion. 

But  what  they  draw  from  their  own  aikcient 
custom. 

Or  constitute  themselves,  yet  are  no  rebels. 

Bronu, 

His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 
He  chid  their  wand'rings  but  rclicv'd  their  pain ; 
The  long  romcmber'd  beggar  was  his  guest. 
Whose  beard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast. 
Qoldmnith*$  Deserted  ViUage. 

The  beggar,  as  he  stretch'd  his  shrivel'd  hand, 
Rais'd  not  his  eyes-— and  those  who  dropp'd  the 

mite 
Pass'd  on  unnotic'd. 

Bailey, 

A  beggar  through  the  world  am  L 
From  place  to  place  I  wander  by; 
— nil  up  ray  pilgrim's  scrip  for  me, 
For  Christ's  sweet  sake  and  charity! 

James  Rusodl  LoweU 


BJSNEFITS-BIGOTRY. 


Set  yonder  poor,  oV-kbour'd  wight, 
So  abfeet,  mean  and  vila, 

Who  begs  a  ^brother  of  the  Ctirth 
To  give  him  leave  to  tml; 

And  flee  hie  lordly  feUow-worm 
"Die  poor  petitum  apiuii! 


Bum$, 


BENEFITS. 

A  benefit  upbraided,  Ibrfeits  thanks. 

Lady  Carew*9  Mariam, 

And  *t  18  not  erne  bo  fUl  a  benefit, 
Freely  to  gire,  ae  fieely  to  require. 
A  baanteoQs  act  hath  glory  fi>llowing  it, 
Hiey  caufle  the  ^oiy,  that  the  act  desire. 

Lady  Cartu^M  Mariam, 

He  that  neglecti  a  blessing,  though  he  want 
A  present  knowledge  how  to  use  it, 
Neglects  himself 

Bmumaat  and  Fleteher'a  Eider  BrcAer, 

To  brag*  of  benefits  one  hath  bestown. 

Doth  make  the  best  seem  less,  and  most  seem 

none; 
So  oftentimes  the  greatest  courtesy 
Is  by  the  doer  made  an  injury. 

Brmne't  Novella. 


BIGOTRY. 

Sore  His  an  orthodox  opinion, 
Tliat  grace  Is  fbunded  in  dominion. 

Bialei*»  HvdibniM, 
Nor  does  it  fi>IIow,  'cause  a  herald 
Gan  make -a  gentleman  scarce  a  year  old. 
To  be  descended  of  a  race 
Of  ancient  kings  in  a  small  space, 
That  we  should  all  opinions  hold 
Anthentic  that  we  can  make  old. 

ButUr'e  HudUnae. 
Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought; 
The  adverse  sect  deny 'd  what  this  had  taught ; 
And  be  at  length  the  amplest  triumph  gain*d, 
Who  eontradicted  what  the  last  maintained* 

Prior'e  SoUmum, 

For  modes  of  &ith  let  graeeleflB  aealots  fight ; 
His  can't  be  wrong,  whose  life  is  in  the  right 

Pope^e  Eeeay  an  Man, 

Heav'n  never  took  a  pleasure  or  a  pride. 

In  starving  stomachs,  or  a  horsewhipp'd  hide. 

Dr.  WUcaea  Peter  Pindar. 
Yet  some  there  are,  of  men  I  think  the  worst. 
Poor  imps !  unhappy,  if  they  can 't  be  curst 

Dr,  WoUoCe  Peter  Pindar. 
D 


The  good  old  man,  tqo  eager  in  dispute, 
Flew  high ;  and,  as  his  Christian  finy  rose, 
DunnU  all  for  heretics  who  durst  oppose. 

Dryden'e  Religio  Laiei. 
The  guiltless  victim  groaned  fiir  their  offence. 
And  cruelty  and  blood  was  penitence ; 
If  sheep  and  oxen  could  atone  for  men, 
Ah !  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  rich  might  sin ! 
And  great  oppressors  might  heaven's  wrath  bo 

guile. 
By  offering  his  own  creatures  fen*  a  spoil. 

Dryden'a  Rdigio  LaieL 
The  slaves  of  custom  and  establish'd  mode. 
With  pack-horse  constancy  we  keep  the  road, 
Crooked  or  stiaight,  throogh  quags  or  thorny  dells, 
True  to  the  jingling  of  our  leader's  bells. 

Cotvper'e  Tltroemtiiifi. 
To  Mow  fiwlish  precedents,  and  wink  ' 

With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  than  to  think. 

Cowper'e  lYroetiiHifn. 
Shall  I  ask  the  bravo  soldier  who  fights  by  my  side 
In  the  cause  of  mankind,  if  our  creeds  agree  7 
Shall  I  give  up  the  friend  I  have  valued  and  tried. 
If  he  kneel  not  before  the  same  altar  with  me 
From  the  heretic  girl  of  my  soul  shall  I  fly, 
To  seek  somewhere  else  a  more  orthodox  kiss  7    . 
No !  perish  the  hearts,  and  the  laws  that  try 
IVuth,  valour,  or  love,  by  a  standard  like  this. 

Moon* 
And  many  more  such  pious  scraps, 
To  prove  (what  we  'vc  long  prov'd  perhaps) 
That  mad  as  Christians  us'd  to  be 
About  the  thirteenth  century. 
There's  late  of  Christians  to  be  had 
In  this,  the  nineteenth,  just  as  mad ! 

Moore'e  Twopenny  Poet  Bag, 
Yet  spite  of  tenets  so  flagitious 
(Which  must,  at  bottom,  be  seditious ; 
As  no  man  living  would  refuse 
Green  slippers,  but  from  treasonous  views ; 
Nor  wash  his  toes  but  with  intent 
To  overturn  the  government!) 
Such  is  our  mild  and  tolerant  way. 
We  only  curse  them  twice  a  day, 
(According  to  a  form  that's  set) 
And  far  from  torturing,  only  let 
All  orthodox  believers  beat  'em. 
And  twitch  their  beards,  where'er  they  meet  'em. 

Moor^e  Twopenny  Poet  Bag, 
Where  fhigal  monks  their  little  relics  show. 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  tell  * 
Here  impious  men  have  punishM  been,  and  lo  * 
Deep  in  yon  cave  Honorius  long  did  dwell 
In  hope  to  merit  heaven  by  making  earth  a  hell. 
I  Byron'e  CkUde  Harotd 


¥> 


If  this  be  true,  indeed, 
fiome  CSiriatiajis  have  a  comfortable  oreed. 

ByrmCt  Don  Juan. 
TIiou  wilt  absolve  me  from  the  deed. 
For  he  was  hostile  to  thy  creed ! 
The  verj  uame  of  Naxarene 
Was  wormwood  to  his  Paynim  spleen. 

BymC9  Oiaour. 

And  sonl — but  who  shall  answer  where  it  went? 
*Tis  ours  to  bear,  not  judge  the  dead ;  and  they 
Who  doom  to  hell,  tiiemselves  are  on  the  way, 
Unless  these  bullies  of  eternal  pains 
Are  pardoned  their  bad  hearts  fbr  their  worse 
brains.  ByrmU  hiand, 

Mj  sonl  had  drawn 
Light  from  the  Book  whose  words  are  graved  in 

There  at  the  well-head  had  I  found  the  dawn, 
And  day,  and  noon,  of  freedom : — but  too  bright 
It  shines  on  that  which  man  to  man  hath  given. 
And  callM  the  truth — the  very  truth  from  heaven ; 
And  therefore  seeks  he,  in  his  brother's  sight 
To  cast  the  mote,-^and  therefore  strives  to  bind 
With  his  strong  chain  to  earth,  what  is  not 
Earth's— the  Mind. 

Jtfrs.  HemanB, 
Trust  avt  the  teacher  vrith  his  lying  scroll, 
Who  tears  the  charter  of  thy  shuddering  soul ; 
llie  God  of  love,  who  gave  the  lifo  that  warms 
All  breathing  dust  in  all  its  varied  forms. 
Asks  not  the  tribute  of  a  world  like  this 
To  fin  the  measure  of  his  perfect  bliss. 

O.  W.  Hdmn. 


BIRDS. 

But  like  the  birds,  great  nature's  happy  com- 
moners. 
That  haunt  in  woods,  in  meads  and  flow'ry  gardens. 
Rifle  the  sweets  and  taste  the  choicest  fruits. 
Yet  scorn  to  ask  the  lordly  owner's  leave. 

Rowe'9  Fair  PenUent, 
Up  springs  the  lark, 
rthrill  voic'd,  and  loud,  the  messenger  of  mom ; 
Ere  yet  the  shadows  fly,  he  mounted  sings 
Amid  the  dawning  clouds,  and  from  their  haunts 
Calls  up  the  tuneful  nations. 

Thom9on*8  Reasons. 
Every  copse 
Cfcjep  tangled,  tree  irregular,  and  bush 
Kending  with  dewy  moisture,  o'er  the  heads 
IH  the  coy  quiristers  that  lodge  within, 
Aro  orodigal  of  harmony.    The  thrush 
And  wood-lark,  o'er  the  kind  contending  throng 


Superior  heard,  run  through  the  sweetest  length 
Of  notes ;  when  listening  Philomela  deigns 
To  let  them  joy,  and  purposes  in  thought 
Elate,  to  make  her  night  excel  the  day. 

Thonrnn"*  Stamm, 
All  abandon'd  to  despair,  she  sings 
Her  sorrows  through  the  night ;  and,  on  the  bough 
Sole  sitting,  still  at  every  dying  &JX 
Takes  up  again  her  lamentable  strain 
Of  winding  woe ;  till,  wide  around,  the  woods 
Sigh  to  her  song,  and  with  her  wail  resound. 

ThommnCs  Secuom, 
'Tis  love  creates  their  melody,  and  all 
This  waste  of  music  is  the  voice  of  love ; 
That  even  to  birds,  and  beasts,  the  tender  arts 
Of  pleasing  teaches.    Hence  the  glossy  kind 
Try  every  winning  way  inventive  love 
Can  dictate,  and  in  courtship  to  their  mates 
Pour  forth  their  little  souls. 

TftofMoii's  Sea909$, 
Ten  thousand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  and  one 
The  live-long  night :  nor  these  alone  whose  notes 
Nice  finger'd  art  must  emulate  in  vain. 
But  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublime 
In  still  repeated  circles,  screaming  loud ; 
The  jay,  the  pie,  and  e'en  the  boding  owl 
That  hails  the  rising  moon,  have  charms  for  me. 

CoM^s  Ttuk 
Loud  sung  the  lark,  the  awaken'd  mud 
Beheld  him  twinkling  in  the  morning  light. 
And  wish'd  for  wings  and  liberty  like  his. 

SmUhtift  Thklaba, 
Amid  the  flashing  and  feathery  foam 
The  stormy  Petrel  finds  a  home. 

A  light  broke  in  upon  my  soul — 

It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird ; 
It  ceased — and  then  it  came  again, 
The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard. 

Byren. 
See  the  enfranchised  bird,  who  wildly  springs 

With  a  keen  sparkle  in  his  glowing  eye. 
And  a  strong  effort  in  his^]uivering  wings 
Up  to  the  blue  vault  of  die  happy  sky. 

Mn.  Norton, 
The  star  of  our  forest  dominions. 

The  humming-bird  darts  to  its  food. 
Like  a  gem  or  a  blossom,  on  pinions, 
Whose  glory  illumines  the  woods. 

Mr$.O^oon, 
With  sonorous  notes 
Of  every  tone,  mix'd  in  confusion  sweet 
Our  forest  rings. 

Cartas  WUeog. 


BtRTH. 
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Ftir  is  the  fitMrn,  whose  majesty  prenllfaig 

O^er  breescless  water,  on  Locano^i  lake, 
Bean  him  on,  while  proudly  ■ailing' 

He  leaves  belnnci  a  moan-illamin'd  wake ; 
Behold !  the  mantling  sptrit  of  reterve 
Faflbioos  his  neek  into  a  goodly  curve ; 
An  arch  thrown  back  between  Inzoriant  wings 

Of  whitest  gamitare,  like  fir-tree  boughs, 
To  wliich,  on  some  unraffled  morning  clii^gs 

A  flaky  weight  of  wintcr^s  purest  snows. 

rrlNSIIUSIlA* 

b  that  a  swam  that  rides  upon  the  water  7 
0  no,  it  is  that  other  gentle  bird, 

A  gOOttm 

O.  W,  Htimm, 

Tbe  WMsy  gwie  that  gabbled  in  the  pool. 

GddmxOu 

And  the  ruffling  Urd  of  Juno, — 
And  the  wren  in  the  old  wall. 
Each  knew  her  loving  careiblness 
And  came  at  her  soft  calL 

JMrt .  HM$  Alice  Ray, 
Tbe  robin  to  the  garden  or  green  yard. 
Close  to  the  door  repairs  to  build  again 
Withm  her  wonted  tree. 

CarUm  WUaue. 

Tbe  brown  evZteres  of  the  woods 
Floek'd  to  these  vast  uncovered  sepulchres 
And  sat  anscar*d  and  silent  at  their  feast 

Bryant 
hukeuk^ipoorwiQ; 
There  is  mneh  sweetness  in  thy  fitful  hymn. 
Heard  in  the  drowsy  watches  of  the  night 

Imue  McLtUan,  Jr, 
Seeing  one  crmo  is  lucky,  'tis  true. 
But  sure  misfortune  attends  on  fieo, 
And  meeting  with  (Aree  is  the  deviL 

M.  O,  Xewtf . 
With  storm^ariog  pinion,  and  sun-gazing  eye, 
Ihe  Grey  Forest  Eagle  is  king  of  the  sky. 

Mfrtd  B.  Street 
An  emblem  of  Freedom,  stem,  haughty  and  high 
Is  the  Grey  Forest  Eagle,  that  king  of  the  sky. 
It  sooms  the  bright  scenes,  the  gay  places  of 

earth— 

By  the  mountain  and  torrent  it  springs  into  birth ; 
There  lockM  by  the  wild  wind,  baptized  by  the 

fiMun, 

It  is  guarded  and  cherishM,  and  there  is  its  home. 

Alfred  B.  Street 
Ilark !  how  with  lone  and  fluttering  start 

The  sky-lark  soars  above^ 
And  with  her  fbll,  melodious  heart, 
She  poors  her  strains  of  love. 


The  pilgrim  gwatlow  cometh' 

To  her  fbnaken  nest, — 
So  must  each  heart,  that  roameth. 

Return  to  And  its  rest 
Where  love  teakes  summer  lustve. 

MrB.HaU 

Ever,  my  son,  be  thou  like  tlie  ddtoe  ; 

In  firiendship  as  fldthful,  as  constant  in  love. 

Biehop  Doom, 

There  from  a  neighbouring  thicket  the  nwckwg^ 

bird^  wildest  of  singers. 
Swung  alofi  on  a  willow  spray  that  hung  o'er 

the  water. 
Shook  from  his  little  throat  such  floods  of  delicious 

music. 
That  the  whol^  air  and  the  woods  and  the  waves 

seemM  to  listen. 

LongfeOoai'9  Bvangdine^ 

Hark !  that  sweet  carol !  what  delights. 
The  scene  no  more  is  dumb, — 
The  little  hbieMrd  is  in  sight. 
Spring,  glorious  Spring,  has  come. 

StreeCe  PaemM, 
The  partridge^  whose  deep-rolling  drum. 

Afar  has  sounded  on  my  ear, 
Ceasing  its  beatings  as  I  come. 
Whirrs  to  the  sheltering  branches  near. 

Streets  Poem» 
The  quaSTe  quick  whistle  echoed  clear, 
FVom  the  red  buckwheat-stubble  near. 

Streee$Poem§ 
This  great  solitude  is  quick  whh  liih ; 
And  birds  that  scarce  have  leain'd  the  Ibar  of  men 
Are  here.  Bf|^Biil 


BIRTH. 

Verily, 

I  swear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  bom. 

And  range  with  humble  livers  in  contoDt, 

Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glist'ring  grief; 

And  wear  a  golden  sorrow. 

Shake,  Henry  Vlli 

Madam,  you  haply  scorn  the  vulgar  earth 
Of  which  I  stand  compacted :  and  because 
I  cannot  add  a  splendour  to  my  name, 
Reflective  from  a  royal  pedigree. 
You  interdict  my  language ;  but  be  pleas'd 
To  know,  the  ai^es  of  my  ancestors. 
If  intermingled  in  the  tomb  with  kings, 
Could  hardly  be  distinguish'd.    The  stars  shoo^ 
An  equal  ii^uence  on  th*  open  cottage, 
Where  the  poor  shepherd's  child  is  rudely  mas'd, 
As  on  the  cradle  where  the  prince  is  roek'd 
With  care  and  whisper. 

HdbibingtaiCe  Queen  efArwagtm 


BIRTHDAY  *  BUNDNESS. 


No  distinction  is  'tween  maa  lad  man« 
But  as  his  virtues  add  to  lum  a  gioiy. 
Or  vices  cloud  him. 

Put  oflT  your  giant  titles,  then  I  can  ' 
Stand  in  your  judgments  blank  and  equal  man, 
Though  hills  advanodd  are  above  the  plain, 
Thej  are  but  higher  earth,  nor  must  disdain 
Alliance  with  the  vale :  we  see  a  spade 
Can  level  them,  and  make  a  mount  a  glade. 
Howe'er  we  differ  in  the  herald's  book. 
He  that  mankind's  extraction  shaU  look 
lu  nature's  rolls,  must  grant  we  all  agree 
In  our  best  parts,  immortal  pedigree. 

Dr.  Henry  King^  Buhop  of  Ckiche$ter. 
Let  high  birth  triumph !  what  can  be  more  great  7 
Nothing — but  merit  in  a  low  estate. 
To  virtue's  humblest  son  let  none  prefer 
Vice,  though  descended  from  the  Conqueror. 
Shall  man,  like  figures,  pass  for  high,  or  base, 
Slight  or  important,  only  by  their  place  7 
Titles  are  marks  of  honest  men,  and  wise ; 
The  fool,  or  knave,  that  wears  a  title,  lies. 

Young. 
Look  up,  my  young  American, 

Stand  Bnaly  on  the  earth. 
Where  noble  deeds  and  mental  power 
Give  titles  over  birth. 

Mn.  CanHmOUman, 
IVadition's  pages 
Tell  nol  the  planting  of  thy  parent  tree. 

HaOeek. 
I  have  had  dreams  of  greatness,  glorious  dreams, 
How  I  would  play  the  lord ! — ^How  I  would  spurn 
The  littleness  of  that  false  pride  which  seeks 
To  build  en  pedigree  its  high  renown:— 
How  I  would  lend  my  influence  to  suppress 
The  haoghtincss  of  titled  rank,  and  teach 
lliat  brotn,  not  Uood  was  proof  of  noble  birth. 

Ifri.  HM§  GrstMNor;  a  Tragedy. 
I  *ve  learned  to  judge  of  men  by  their  own  deeds, 
I  do  not  make  the  accident  of  birth 
The  standard  of  their  merit 

Jffi.  HMa  Gronenmr. 
He  was  poor  and  lowly  bom,  and  lived 
Where  merit  must  be  heralded  by  birth, 
Or  bought  with  gold. 

Jkfre.  bale's  OrosoeiMr. 


BIRTHDAT. 

Alas !  this  day 
l*'iist  gave  mo  birth,  and  (which  is  strange  to  tell) 
'fhe  &tos  e'er  since,  as  watching  its  return. 


Have  cauglit  it  as  it  flew,  and  mark'd  it  deep 
With  something  great;  extremes  of  good  or  ilL 

Yoimg*$3fmrm, 
If  any  white-winged  ptmer  above 

My  joys  and  grieft  survey, 
The  day  when  thou  vrert  bom,  mjrlove,*- 

He  surely  Ueesed  thai  day. 
And  duly  shall  my  raptured  song, 

And  gladly  shall  my  eyes 
Still  bless  this  day's  return,  so  long 

As  thou  shalt  see  it  rise. 

CampML 

Another  year !  another  leaf 
Is  turned  within  life's  volume  brief^ 
And  yet  not  one  bright  page  appears 
Of  mine  within  that  book  of  years. 

Yet  all  I've  leamt  from  hours  rife 

With  painflil  brooding  here. 
Is,  that  amid  this  mortal  strife, 

The  lapse  of  every  year 
But  takes  away  a  hope  from  life, 

And  adds  to  death  a  fear. 

lit^ffVUMm 

yfhy  should  we  count  our  life  by  years. 

Since  years  are  short,  and  pass  away ! 
Or,  why  by  fortune's  smiles  or  tears. 

Since  tears  are  vain  and  smiles  decay ! 
O !  count  by  virtues — these  shall  last 

When  life's  lame-footed  race  b  o'er ; 
And  these,  when  earthly  joys  are  past, 

May  cheer  us  on  a  brighter  «bore. ) 

;  Mn.  Hide. 

My  birthday!  O,  beloved  mother! 
My  heart  is  with  thee  o'er  the  seas. 

I  did  not  think  to  count  another. 
Before  I  wept  upon  thy  knees. 

WOlis. 

BLINDNESS. 

Where  am  I  now  7 
I  thought  the  way  to  death  had  been  so  broad, 
Tho*  I  were  blind,  I  could  not  miss  the  road : 
Death's  fodgings  such  perpetual  darkness  have, 
And  I  seem  nothing  but  a  walking  grave. 

Sir  Robert  Howard^o  Vettdl  Virgnk 
O  happiness  of  blindness !  now  no  beauty 
Inflames  my  lust ;  no  other's  good  my  envy ; 
Or  misery,  my  pity;  no  man's  wealth 
Draws  my  respect ;  nor  poverty  my  soom  * 
Yet  still  I  see  enough !  man  to  himself 
Is  a  large  prospect,  rais'd  above  the  level 
Of  his  low  creeping  thoughts ;  if  then  I  have 
A  world  within  myself  that  world  shall  be 


BLUNTNE8S. 


Mj empire;  than  111  nign^  twrnmnimg  freely. 

And  wilfinglf  obeyed,  weme  fiem  fnr 

Of  fereign  Ibreei^  or  domeBtic  treasoDfl, 

And  hold  a  monuicfcy  more  fiee,  move  absolute, 

lliaxi  m  my  &tfaer*s  Beat;  eod  looldzi|r  down 

With  Mom,  tMT  pily,  en  the  sUpp'iy  eteto 

Of  Idngi,  win  tread  upon  the  neck  of  fate. 

Denlem't  Scphf. 

These  eyes,  though  clear, 
To  outward  view,  of  Uemlsh  or  of  spot, 
Bereft  of  light,  their  teeing  have  forgot ; 
Xor  to  their  idle  orbe  doth  sight  appear 
Of  mm,  or  moon,  or  star,  tfarooghout  the  year, 
Or  man,  or  woman.  Yet  I  argue  not 
AgauiBt  heaven^s  hand  or  will,  nor  bate  a  jot 
Of  heart  or  hope ;  but  still  bear  up  and  steer 
Right  onward.  What  supports  me,  dost  thou  ask  7 
TbB  conscience,  fiiend,  to  have  lost  them  overplied 
In  liberty's  defence,  my  noble  task. 
Of  which  all  Europe  rings  from  side  to  side. 
This  might  lead  me  through  the  world*s  vain  mask 
Gootent,  though  blind,  had  I  no  better  gtdde. 

Mikon. 

0  loss  of  sight,  of  thee  I  most  complain ! 
Blind  among  enemies,  O  worse  than  chains, 
Dongeons  or  beggary  or  decrepid  age ! 
light,  the  prime  work  of  God,  to  me 's  extinct, 
And  ail  her  various  obj^^  of  delight 
AnnullM  which  might  in  part  my  grief  have  easM. 
Mikon'B  Samson  Agonittes, 

0  dark,  dark,  dark,  amid  the  blaze  of  noon, 

IrrevoeaUy  dark,  total  eclipse 

Without  all  hope  of  day ! 

O  first  created  beam,  and  thou  great  word. 

Let  there  be  light,  and  light  was  over  all ; 

Why  am  I  thus  bereav'd  the  prime  decree  7 

MiUon^B  Sanum  AgomsU$, 

Thus  with  the  year 
Seasons  return,  but  not  to  me  returns 
Day,  or  the  sweet  approach  of  ev'n  or  mom. 
Or  sight  of  vernal  bloom,  or  summer*s  rose. 
Or  flocks,  or  herds,  or  human  face  divine ; 
But  cloud  instead,  and  evcr-during  dark 
Sorrounds  me,  from  the  cheerful  ways  of  men 
Cut  ofl(  and  fi>r  the  book  of  knowledge  &ir 
Presented  with  an  universal  blank 
Of  nature*s  works  to  me  ezpungM  and  ras'd. 
And  wisdom  at  one  entrance  quite  shut  out 

MUUm^B  Paradise  LotL 
Ye  have  a  world  of  light, 
Where  love  in  the  loved  rejoices ; 
But  the  blind  man*s  home  is  the  house  of  night, 
And  its  beings  are  empty  voices. 

B^wsr. 


I  ken  the  night  and  day, 

For  all  ye  may  believe. 
And  often  in  my  spirit  lies 
A  dear  light  as  of  mid-day  skies ; 
And  splendoiirs  on  my  vision  rise. 

Like  gorgeouff  hoes  of  eve. 

UkrylbwitL 

For  oh !  while  others  gaze  on  Nature's  face. 
The  verdant  vale,  the   mountains,  woods  and 

streams. 
Or  with  delight  ineffable  survey 
The  sun, — bright  image  of  his  parent  God ;— • 
Whikt  others  view  Heaven's  aU-involving  arch. 
Bright  with  unn^unberM  worlds,  and  lost  in  joy, 
Fair  order  and  utility  behold ; — 
To  me  those  fair  vicissitudes  are  lost, 
And  grace  and  beauty  blotted  from  my  view. 

Dr.  Thomas  Bladioe^ 

Thou  walk^st  the  world  in  daily  night : 
In  vain  they  gleam,  in  vain  for  thee, 

The  mom  upon  the  mountain  height. 
The  golden  sunset  on  the  sea. 

Mrs.  Osgood. 

He,  whom  Nature  thus  beretfves. 

Is  ever  Fancy's  favourite  child; 
For  thee,  enchanted  dreams  she  weaves 

Of  changeful  beauty,  bright  and  wild. 

Mrs.  Osgood 


BLUNTNESS. 

This  is  some  fellow. 
Who,  having  been  prais'd  tot  bluntness,  doth  afiect 
A  saucy  roughness,  and  constrains  the  garb, 
Quite  from  his  nature :  he  can't  flatter,  he !  -^ 
An  honest  mind  and  plain,, — he  must  speak  truth  t 
An  they  will  take  it,  so;  if  not,  he 's  plain. 
These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plain 

ness 
Harbour  more  crafl,  and  far  compter  ends. 
Than  twenty  silly  ducking  observants. 
That  stretch  their  doty  nicely. 

Shaks.Lsar 

This  radeness  is  a  sanoe  to  his  good  wit. 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  woida 
With  better  appetite. 

Shttks.  JuUsis  CsBUtt. 

1  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth. 

Nor  actions,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power   «* 

speech. 
To  stir  men's  blood :  I  only  speak  right  on. 

8hak».  Jvihm  C^maft. 
6» 


BLUSHING-BOASTING. 


BLUSHING. 

The  doubtfbU  mayd,  •oeing  bendie  dflMvydAi 

Was  all  abaaht,  and  her  pare  yrory 

Into  a  clear  camatign  foddeine  dyde ; 

As  &7re  Anrora  rjsing  hastily 

Doth  by  her  blushing  tdl  that  she  did  Ije 

All  night  in  old  Tithonns*  frozen  bed, 

Wliereof  she  seems  ashamed  inwardly. 

iSjpenssr's  Fairy  Queen^ 

Conibsion  thrillM  me  then,  and  secret  joy. 
Fast  throbbing,  stole  its  treasoxes  from  my  heart, 
And  mantling  opwud,  tornM  my  &oe  to  erimson. 
BroM$  Gtutamu  Vam, 

From  eveiy^blnsh  that  kindles  in  thy  cheeks. 
Ten  thousand  little  loves  and  graces  spring 
To  rerel  in  the  roses. 

Rau^t  TtonerlsiiA 

Coniiiand  me  not  with  shame,  nor  call  up  all 
The  blood  that  warms  my  trembling  heart. 
To  fill  my  cheeks  with  blushes. 

Truf?9  AJbmmuU, 

With  eveiy  change  his  features  played. 
As  aspens  show  the  light  and  shade. 

Seatfi  RakOy. 
Truly  his  penetrating  eye 
Hath  caught  that  blush*s  passing  dye,— 
Like  the  last  beam  of  evening  thrown 
On  a  white  clood,-— just  seen  and  gone. 

Scate9Lordfftk»UU$, 

Alas!  that  in  our  eariiest  blush 

Our  danger  first  we  feei^ 
And  tremble  when  the  rising  flush 

Betrays  some  angePs  seal! 
Alas!  ibr  care  and  pallid  woe 

Sit  watchers  in  their  turn. 
Where  heayen*s  too  fiiint  and  transient  glow 

So  soon  fiirgets  to  bum! 

Maiden!  through  every  change  the  same 

Sweet  semblance  thou  mayst  wear; 
Ay,  scorch  thy  very  soul  with  shame, 

Tliy  brow  may  still  be  feir: 
But^if  thy  lovely  cheek  fixrget 

Hie  rose  of  purer  years— 
Say,  does  not  memory  sometimes  wet 

That  changeless  cheek  with  tears? 

O.  W.  Hdbnea. 
iivve  me  the  eloquent  cheek, 

Where  blushes  bum  and  die; 
rike  thine  its  changes  speak 

The  spirit's  purity! 

Mn,  O^gmf s  Pi 


On  Bsaiity*s  lids  the  gem^Hke  tear 

Oft  sheds  its  evanescent  ray. 
Bat  searee  is  seen  to  sparkle,  era 

*Ti8  diased  by  beaming  aniles  awayt 
Just  so  the  blush  is  finned-— and  flies— 

Nor  owns  reflection's  calm  ecntroh 
It  comes,  it  deepens— flules  and  dies, 

A  gush  cifBdhig  from  the  souL 

Jfn.  ZKfHiiaiL 

The  lilies  &intly  to  the  roses  yield. 
As  on  thy  lovely  cheek  they  strqggling  vie, 

(Who  woidd  not  strive  upon  so  sweet  a  field 
To  win  the  mastery  7) 

And  thoughts  are  in  thy  qiesking  eyes  reveal'd. 

Pure  as  the  fimnt  the  prof^'s  rod  onsealU 

Sijffinan, 

BOASTING. 

O  Jove !  let  it  become 

To  boast  my  deeds,  when  he  whom  they  concern 

Shall  thus  ibiget  thorn. 

JonmnCe  Sejatuu, 

The  honour  is  overpaid. 

When  he  that  did  the  act  is  commentator. 

Shirley 

He  that  vaunts 
Of  a  received  fiivour  ou|ht  to  be 
Punish'd  as  sacrilegious  persons  are. 
*GaQie  he  doth  violate  that  sacred  thing, 
Puto,  spotless  honour. 

Cat1wrighe§  iloyol  Skve. 

For  then  we  wound  our  modesty,  and  make 

Foul  the  deamess  of  our  deservings,  when 

Of  ourselves  we  publish  them. 

ShakB.  ASV  WeQ 

Who  knows  himself  a  braggart, 

Let  him  fear  this;  fer  it  will  come  to  pass 

That  every  braggart  shall  be  feund  an  ass. 

Shak9.  Afl's  WeU 

Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed, 
That'q>its  ferth  death,  and  mountains,  roclcs,  anc 

seas; 
Talks  as  femiliarly  of  roaring  lions, 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy  dogs. 

Shok9.  King  Johm 

I  know  them,  yea. 
And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmost  scruple : 
Scambling,  out-fiicing,  fashion  mong*ring  boys, 
Tliat  lie,  and  coy,  and  flout,  deprave  and  slander. 
Go  antickly,  and  show  outward  hideoosness, 
And  speak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 
How  tiiey  might  hurt  their  enemies  if  they  durst ; 
And  this  is  alL 

Shaki.  Muck  Adi^ 


BOOK& 


9ft 


I'll  turn  two' mincing  itepa 
lulo  a  manly  tttide ;  and  apeik  of  firaya 
Like  a  fine  bragging  yoath ;  and  tcU  qoaint  Ueai 
How  hoaonraUe  ladiee  aooght  my  love, 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  sick  and  died : 
I  eoold  not  do  with  all : — then  I  will  repent, 
And  widi,  for  aU  that,  that  I  had  not  kiU'd  them, 
And  twenty  of  these  pony  lies  1*11  tell. 
That  men  riiall  swear  I  have  discontinued  school 
Above  a  twelvemontlu 

Shaks,  Merchant  of  Veniee, 

What  art  thoQ?    Have  not  I     ' 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  7  a  heart  as  big7 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger ;  for  I  wear  not 
Hy  dagger  in  my  month. 

Shaki,  CymbeUne, 

He  made  me  mad. 
To  see  Inm  shine  so  brisk,  and  smell  so  sweet, 
And  talk  so  like  a  waiting  gentlewoman 
Of  gima,  and  drams,  and  womids  (God  save  the 

mark!) 
And  tdling  me,  the  sovereign'st  thing  on  earth 
Was  parmadty,  for  an  inward  bruise ; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  so  it  was, 
This  TiHanoos  saltpetre  should  be  digg'd 
Oat  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmless  earth, 
^\1iich  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  destroy'd 
8o  cowardly :  and  bat  for  these  wild  guns, 
He  would  himself  have  been  a  soldier. 

Shah.  Henry  IV. 

A  gallant  eortle-axs  upon  my  thigh, 
A  boar-spearin  my  hand;  and  (in  my  heart 
Ue  there  what  hidden  woman*s  foar  there  will) 
We^ll  have  a  swashing  and  a  martial  outside ; 
As  many  other  mannish  cowards  have. 
That  do  ootfiioe  it  with  their  semblances. 

ShakM.  Am  you  Uke  iL 

Here  is  a  silly,  stately  style  indeed  1 

Uke  TWk  that  two  and  fifty  kmgdoms  hath. 

Writes  not  so  tedious  a  style  as  this. 

Shake.  Henry  IV. 

Nay,  an  thou 'It  mouth, 
111  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Shako.  HanOeL 

A  mad^sap  ruffian,  and  a  swearing  jack. 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  out 

ShakB.  Taming  the  Skrew. 

So  spake  the  apostste  angel,  though  in  pain. 
Vaunting  aloud,  but  rack'd  with  deep  despair. 

Milton' §  Paradi$e  Lost 

We  lies  in  glory,  as  we  sink  in  pride ; 
Wbera  boasting  ends,  there  dignity  begins. 

FsKflf't  Night  Tkenghtt. 


For  men  (H  is  reported)  dash  and  vapour 
Less  on  the  field  of  battle  than  on  paper. 
Thus  in  the  hist'ry  of  each  dire  campaign 
More  carnage  leads  the  nevrapaper  than  plain. 

Dr.  Wohat9  Peter  Pindar. 


BOOKS. 

And  though  books,  madam,  cannot  make  this 

mind. 
Which  we  must  bring  apt  to  be  set  aright ; 
Yet  do  they  rectify  it  in  that  kind. 
And  touch  it  so,  as  that  it  turns  that  way 
Where  judgment  lies.   And  though  we  cannot  find 
The  certain  place  of  truth,  yet  do  they  stay, 
And  entertain  us  near  about  the  same. 

DanieL 

A  book!    O  rare  one! 

Be  not,  as  is  our  fongled  word,  a  garment 

Nobler  than  that  it  covers. 

I&ktka.  CymheUna 

Books  should  to  one  of  these  four  ends  conduce 
For  vnsdom,  piety,  delight,  or  use. 

Denham 

Learning  is  more  profound 
When  in  fow  solid  authors  H  may  be  found. 
A  fow  good  books,  digested  weU,  do  feed 
The  mind;  much  cloys,  or  doth  ill  humours  breed 

Robert  Heath. 
Give  me 
Leave  to  enjoy  mysel£    That  place  that  does 
Contain  my  books,  the  best  companions,  is 
To  me  a  glorious  court,  where  hourly  I 
Converse  vdth  the  old  sages  and  philosophers'; 
And  sometimes  for  variety,  I  confer 
With  kings  and  emperors,  and  weigh  their  coun* 

sels; 
Calling  their  victories,  if  unjustly  got. 
Unto  a  strict  account ;  and  in  my  fimcy, 
Deface  their  ill-plac'd  statues.    Can  I  then 
Part  with  such  constant  pleasures,  to  embrace 
Uncertain  vanities  7    No :  be  it  your  care 
To  augment  a  heap  of  wealth :  it  shall  be  mme 
To  increase  in  knowledge. 

Fletehe* 

Books  are  part  of  man's  prerogative. 

In  formal  ink  they  thought  and  voices  hold, 

That  we  to  them  our  solitude  may  give. 

And  make  time  present  travel  that  of  dd. 

Our  life,  fome  pieoeth  longer  at  the  end. 

And  books  it  forther  backward  doth  extend. 

Sir  Thomae  Ovjromnh 

Tis  in  books  the  chief 

Of  all  perfeettoos  to  be  plain  and  brie£ 

BvOar 


BOUNTY-  BRBVITY^BSIBERY. 


Twere  weD  with  most,  if  books,  that  oouM  engage 
Their  childhood,  pleaa'd  them  at  a  riper  age; 
The  maa  approring  what  had  charmM  the  boj, 
Would  die  at  last  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy; 
And  not  with  curses  on  his  art,  who  stole 
The  gem  of  troth  from  his  unguarded  soul. 

Camper, 
Books  are  men  of  higher  stature, 
And  the  only  men  that  speak  aloud  for  ftitnre 

times  to  hear !         JIf t«t  Barrett's  Poems, 
Come  let  me  make  a  sunny  realm  around  thee, 
Of  thought  and  beauty! — Here  are  books  and 

flowers. 
With  spells  to  loose  the  fetters  which  hath  bound 

thee. 
The  ravellM  evil  of  this  world's  feverish  hours. 

JIfrt.  Hemanc. 
Tlie  past  but  lives  in  words :  a  thousand  ages 
Were  blank,  if  books  had  not  evok*d  their  ghosts. 
And  kept  the  pale,  unbodied  shades  to  warn  us 
From  fleshless  lips. 

Btdwer. 

*Tis  i^easant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print; 
A  book  *•  a  book  although  there  *s  nothing  in 't 

Byron. 

*T  was  heaven  to  lounge  upon  a  couch,  said  Gray, 
And  read  new  novels  on  a  rainy  day. 

Charles  Sprague. 
A  blessing  on  the  printer's  art!  — 
Books  are  the  Mentors  of  the  heart. 

Mrs.  Hale, 
The  burning  soul,  the  burden'd  mind 
In  books  akme  companions  find. 

Mrs,Haie. 

Turn  back  the  tide  of  ages  to  its  head, 
And  hoard  the  wisdom  of  the  honour'd  dead. 

Charies  Sprague, 
What  he  has  written  seems  to  me  no  more 
Than  I  have  thought  a  thousand  times  before. 

WiUis. 
We  never  speak  our  deepest  feelings; 
Our  holiest  hopes  have  no  revealings. 
Save  in  the  gleams  that  light  the  fiioe. 
Or  fancies  that  the  pen  may  trace. 
And  henoe  to  books  the  heart  must  turn 
When  with  unspoken  thoughts  we  yearn. 
And  gather  from  the  silent  page 
Thb  just  reproof,  the  counsel  sage, 
Ihe  consolation  kind  and  true 
Tliat  soothes  and  heals  the  wounded  heart 

Mrs.  Hale'B  VigU  uf  Lone. 
U\*  there's  a  fever  of  the  soul 
Beyond  this  opiate  control, 
^  hen  the  book  charm  its  influence  loses. 

Mro,HMsVigatf  Looe. 


BOUNTY. 

What  you  desire  of  him,  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desir'd  to  give.    It  much  would  please  him 
That  of  his  fortunes  yon  would  make  a  staff 
To  lean  upon. 

Skdks.  Anikmy  sni  Ckspatrm. 

For  his  bounty. 
There  was  no  winter  in 't ;  an  autumn  H  was 
That  grew  the  more  by  reapmg. 

Shaks,  AnUmif  ami  CZeopofro. 
O  blessed  bounty,  giving  all  content ! 
The  only  fantress  of  all  noble  arts. 
That  lend'st  success  to  every  good  intent, 
A  grace  that  rests  in  the  most  godlike  hearti^ 
By  heav*n  to  none  but  happy  souls  infbs'd. 
Pity  it  is,  that  e'er  thou  wast  abused. 

Drufgtmu 

He  that's  Ubeiml 
To  an  alike,  may  do  a  good  by  cfaanoe, 
But  never  out  of  judgment 

Bsawnont  and  FUUhtt'sSpamsk  Curais. 
Such  moderation  with  thy  bounty  join. 
That  thou  may'st  nothing  give  that  is  not  thine ; 
That  liberality  is  but  cast  away. 
Which  makes  us  borrow  what  we  cannot  pay. 

Denham^ 
Large  was  his  bounty  and  his  soul  sincere. 

Heaven  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send ; 
He  gave  to  misexy  all  he  had— a  tear;-« 
He  gain'd  from  heaven — ^'twas  all  he  wiah'd-^ 
a  friend !  Gray. 


BREVITY. 

Since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit, 
And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  oatward  flourishes, 
I  will  be  brie£ 

Shais.HandeL 

'T  is  of  books  the  chief 
Of  all  perfections  to  be  plain  and  brie£ 

BHOer. 

Stop  not,  unthinking,  every  friend  you  meet 
To  spin  your  wordy  fabric  in  the  street ; 
While  you  are  emptying  your  colloquial  pack, 
The  fiend  Lumbago  jumps  upon  his  back. 

O.  W.  Holmes 


BRIBERY. 

What!  shall  one  of  us, 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  woridv 
But  for  supporting  robbers  ;-»shaU  we  nsm 
Contaninate  our  fing«n  with  base  bribes  I 


BUIUUNG-CALAMITY. 


S? 


And  kU  the  mighty  Mpmoe  of  our  luge  honom 
For  so  moch  tnah«  m  maj  be  gxasped  thus? 
I*d  nther  be  a  dog,  and  bajr  the  moon, 
Than  nch  a  Roman. 

Shaka.  JvUtu  Catar, 

None  does  ofibnd,  none,  I  say  none ;  I  *11  able  *em : 
lUce  thai  of  me,  my  fiiend,  who  have  the  power 
To  seal  the  accuser's  lips. 

Shakt.  Lear. 

Let  me  tell  yon,  Gusios,  yon  younclf 

Are  much  Gondenm*d  to  have  an  itching  palm; 

To  sen  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 

T»  undeserTera. 

ShdkB,  JtiUu$  CmmET, 

The  world  is  not  thy  firiend,  nor  the  world's  law : 
The  world  afibrds  no  law  to  make  thee  rich ; 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it  and  take  this. 

'Shak§.  Romeo  and  JvUet, 
Who  thinketii  to  boy  viUany  with  gold, 
Shan  ever  find  soeh  &ith  so  bought — so  sold. 

lfai«fofi*t  Sopkomoba, 
fiSlver,  though  white, 
Yet  it  draws  black  lines ;  it  shall  not  rule  my  palm 
llieie  to  mark  forth  his  base  corruption. 

Middleion  and  Rouiey'e  Fair  Quarrd. 

Petitions  not  sweetened 
Witfi  gold,  are  but  unsayoury  and  oft  refused ; 
Or  if  receired,  are  pocketed,  not  read. 
A  suitor's  swelling  tears  by  the  glowing  beams 
Of  choleric  authority  are  dried  up 
Befiire  they  fiUl,  or  if  seen,  never  pitied. 

Maeoinger, 
No,  111  not  trust  the  honour  of  a  man : 
Gold  is  grown  great,  and  makes  perfidiousness 
A  most  common  waiter  in  most  princes'  courts : 
He's  in  the  check-roU :  111  not  trust  my  blood : 
I  know  nooe  breathing  but  will  cog  a  dye 
For  twenty  thousand  double  pistolets. 

Jfartton. 


BUILDING. 

Here  the  architect 
Did  not  with  curious  j kill  a  pile  erect 
Of  carved  marble,  touch,  or  porphyry. 
But  built  a  house  for  hospitality; 
No  sumptuous  chimney-piece  of  shining  stone 
Invites  the  stranger's  eye  to  gaze  upon. 
And  coldly  entertain  his  sight,  but  clear 
And  cheerful  flames  cherish  and  warm  him  here. 

Carrto. 
Rot  walls,  bat  rabjeels*  km 

Dto  to  a  {cmoa  the  strongest  eastle  prove. 

Gqfeo  Eagieig  Tmi. 


CALAMITY. 

Do  not  insult  calamity : 
It  is  a  barb'rous  grossness,  to  lay  on 
The  weight  of  scorn,  where  heavy  misery 
Too  much  already  weighs  men's  fortunes  down. 
'  DanUPe  PhUalao, 

Calamity  is  man's  true  touch<4tone. 

BeBttmoRf  and  FUUhet'o  Four  Playo  in  Owe, 
How  wisely  fate  ordain'd  finr  human  kind 
Calamity  I  which  is  the  perfect  glass 
Wherein  we  truly  see  and  know  ourselves. 
How  justly  it  created  li&  too  short ! 
For  being  incident  to  many  griefs. 
Had  it  been  destin'd  to  continue  long. 
Fate,  to  please  feols,  had  done  the  vnse  great 
wrong. 

Sir  W,  Davenanto  Law  agatnei  Looero. 
Know,  he  that 
Foretells  his  own  calamity,  and  makes 
Events  before  they  come,  twice  Over  doth 
Endure  the  pains  of  evil  destiny. 
But  we  must  trust  to  virtue,  not  to  fate ; 
That  may  protect,  whom  cruel  stars  will  hate. 

Sir  W,  Davenanfe  Dietreeett, 

Thus,  sometimes  hath  the  brightest  day  a  cloud; 
And,  after  summer,  ever  more  succeeds 
Barren  winter  with  his  wrathful  nipping  cold ; 
So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  seasons  fleet 

Shako.  Homy  VL 
When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  sickly  joys 
Fall  off  apace,  as  yellow  leaves  from  trees, 
At  every  little  breath  misfortune  blows ; 
"Till  left  quite  naked  of  their  happiness. 
In  the  chill  blasts  of  winter  they  expire. 
This  is  the  common  lot 

Young. 

Tell  me  no  more 
Of  my  soul's  lofty  gifts !    Are  they  not  vain 
To  quench  its  haunting  thirst  for  happiness  7 
Have  t  not  loved,  and  striven,  and  &iled  to  bind 
One  true  heart  unto  me,  whereon  my  own 
Might  find  a  resting-place,  a  home  for  all 
Its  burden  of  affection  7    I  depajrt 
Unknown,  though  Fame  goes  with  me ;  I  must 

leave 
The  earth  unknown. 

Jfri.H€iiUHHi 
I  turn  me  back,  and  find  a  barren  waste. 
Joyless  and  rayless ;  a  few  spots  are  there, 
Where  briefly  it  was  granted  me  to  taste 
The  tenderness  of  youthful  love — in  air 
The  charm  is  broken. 

Poreioal 


CALM -CANDOUR. 


CALM. 

Pure  WAS  the  temp'rate  air,  an  even  calm 
Perpetual  reigrn'd,  save  what  the  zephyrs  bland 
BreathM  o'er  the  blue  expanse. 

Gradual  sinkB  the  breeze   ' 
Into  a  perfect  calm ;  that  not  a  breaft 
1  heard  to  quiver  thro'  the  closing  woods, 
Or  rustling  turn  the  many  twinkling  leavet 
Of  aspen  talL    The  uncurling  floods,  diflhs'd 
In  glassy  breadth,  seem  through  delusivo  lapse, 
Forgetful  of  their  course.    Tis  silence  all, 
And  pleasing  ezpeotation. 

TiommnCg  Seomm, 
The  wind  breathed  sofl  as  lovers  sigh. 
And  oft  renewM  seom'd  oft  to  die, 
With  breathless  pause  between. 
O  who  with  speech  of  war  and  woes. 
Would  wish  to  break  the  soft  repose 
Of  such  «*nr.h««tj|rTg  Bceue ! 

SeotfB  Lard  of  the  Idea. 

9t  George's  banner,  broad  and  gay, 

Now  faded,  as  the  fiuling  ray 

licss  bright,  and  less,  was  flung ; 

The  evening  gale  had  scarce  the  power 

To  wave  it  on  the  donjon  tower. 

So  heavily  it  hung. 

Scott9  Mamnon, 

'Twas  one  of  those  ambrosial  eves 
A  day  of  storm  so  often  leaves 
At  its  calm  setting — when  the  west 
Opens  her  golden  bowers  to  rest. 
And  a  moist  radiance  fVom  the  skies 
Shoots  trembling  down,  as  from  the  eyes 
Of  some  meek  penitent,  whose  last 
Bright  hours  atone  for  dark  ones  past, 
And  whose  sweet  tears,  o'er  wrong  forgiven^ 
Shine  as  they  fkll  with  light  from  heaven  \ 

Moore's  LaUa  Rookk 

How  calm, — how  beautiful  comes  on 
Hie  stilly  hoar»  when  storms  are  gone, 
When  warring  winds  have  died  away. 
And  clouds,  beneath  the  glancing  ray. 
Melt  off  and  leave  the  land  and  sea. 
Sleeping  m  bright  tranquillity;— 
When  the  bhle  waters  rise  and  fall. 
In  sleepy  sunshine  mantling  all ; 
And  ev'n  that  swell  the  tempest  leavesi 
Is  like  the  iidl  and  silent  heaves 
Of  lovers'  hearts,  when  newly  Uest, 
Toe  newly  U>  be  quite  at  rest  \ 

Xoort's  LaOa  RooUi 


The  sea  is  Uke  a  silvery  lake. 
And  e^Br  Hs  ealni  the  veesel  glides 
Gently  as  if  it  lear'd  to  wake 
The  slumbers  of  the  silent  tides. 

Jfsoin^ 
Serenely  my  heart  took  the  hue  of  the  hour. 
Its  passions  were  sleeping,  were  mute  as  the  dead. 
And  the  spirit  becalmM  but  remember'd  their 

power, 
As  the  bilkw  the  fiirce  of  the  gale  that  was  fled! 

Moore. 
And  all  was  stiUiiess,  save  tJie  sea-bird's  017, 
And  dolphin's  leap,  and  little  billow  erost 
By  some  low  rock  or  shelve,  that  made  it  fiet 
Against  the  boundaiy  it  scarcely  wet 

BjfTon't  i>oii  Jwok 
So  calm  the  waleis  soaroely  seem  to  stray. 
And  yet  they  glide  like  happiness  away. 

Byron  §  iMftu 
When  all  the  fiercer  passions  cease, 

(The  glory  and  disgrace  of  youth) ; 
When  the  deluded  soul  in  peace. 

Can  listen  to  the  voice  of  truth; 
When  we  are  taught  in  whom  to  trust. 

And  how  to  spare,  to  spend,  to  give ; 
(Our  prudence  Idnd,  our  pity  just,) 
'TIS  then  we  rightly  learn  to  live. 


Thy  beauty  is  as  undeniM 

As  the  beauty  of  a  star ; 
And  thy  heart  beats  just  as  equally, 

MThate'er  thy  praises  are ; 
And  so  long  without  a  parallel 

Thy  loveliness  hath  shone, 
That,  followed  like  the  tided  moon, 

Thou  movest  as  calmly  on. 


CANDOUR. 


CrM$. 


WtOis 


Then,  gentle  Clarence,  welcon)^  unto  Warwick 
And  welcome,  Somerset: — I  hold  it  cowardice 
To  rest  mistrustful  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  paw'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  love. 

Shaks.  Henry  VIIL 
Make  my  breast 
Transparent  as  pure  crystal,  that  the  world, 
Jealous  of  me,  may  see  the  foulest  thought 
My  heart  does  hdd. 

Buckhtgkamm 
The  brave  do  never  shun  the  light ; 
Just  are  their  thoughts,  and  open  are  their  tempers; 
Truly  without  disguise  they  love  or  hate  * 
Still  are  they  found  in  the  feir  feoe  of  day, 
And  heav'tt  and  men  are  judges  of  their  aetioos 
jRoioe's  JPstr  PemkemL 


CARIL 


69 


Yoa  talk  to  me  ia  paraUai : 
Too  maj  have  knaiRi  Aait  I'ta  no  void^  anm  ( 
Fine  speeches  are  the  instrimMnls  of  kaavas 
Or  foob  that  use  tbem,  when  ibtj  want  goed 


Bat  honesty 

Needs  no  dis^mae  nor  ornament :  be  plam. 

Tin  fieat-— *tis  maidy  to  disdain  disgfoiae ; 
It  ahtM*  our  spnit|  or  it  proves  onr  strength* 

Young't  Nif^  TkmghtM. 
No  haoghty  gesture  marks  his  gaiti 

No  pompons  tone  his  word^ 
No  stodied  altitude  is  seen. 

No  palling  nonsense  heard ; 
He  II  soit  his  bearing  to  the  hour, 

Langfa*  listen,  learn  or  leach, 
With  joyoos  fireedom  in  his  mirth 

Aad  candour  in  his  speech. 

JESixa  Cook* 

CARE. 

Rode  was  his  garment,  and  to  rags  all  rent, 
Ne  better  had  he,  ne  for  better  cared ; 
With  blistVed  hands  amongst  the  cinders  brent, 
And  fingers  filthy,  with  long  nayles  unpored. 
Right  fit  to  rend  the  food  on  which  he  fared : 
His  name  was  Can;  a  blaoksmith  by  his  trade, 
That  neither  day  nor  night  fimn  working  spared, 
Bat  to  small  poipooe  ynm  wedges  made : 
Tlwse  be  anqoiet  thonghte  that  earefiil  minds  in. 
▼ade.  Spauet*9  Faby  Queen, 

In  care  they  live,  and  most  for  many  care ; 
And  such  the  best  and  greatest  ever  are. 

jLord  BroMe  Alaham. 
Of  all  proceedings  in  this  great  affair. 
We  mnot  not  use  onr  fortunes,  but  our  care. 

ClafOmm'e  AJberim  WdOenaUkL 
Ahhoogh  my  cares  do  hang  upon  my  soul 
like  mines  of  lead,  the  gr^tness  of  my  spirit 
Shall  shake  the  sullen  weight  oS, 

Claptharru'e  Albertue  WaOenaUm, 
What  blisB,  what  wealth,  did  e*er  the  world  be- 
stow 
On  man,  but  cares  and  fears  attended  it  7 

May'e  Agrigpma, 
Care  that  is  cnter'd  once  into  the  breast, 
Will  have  the  whole  possession  ere  it  rest 

JenmnCe  Tale  efa  Tub. 
Tlus  snmnthnes  hath  the  brightest  day  a  cdood. 
And  aAec  summer  ever  more  sncceeda 
Barren  winter  with  his  wrathfol  nipiang  ooU; 
Bo  caraa  and  joys  aboond  as  seasons  fleet 

Shake.  Hemy  VL 


Caie  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And  where  care  lodgeth  sleep  hUl  never  lie. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  Jattet 

Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrosive. 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedied. 

Shake.  Henry  VI 

Yon  have  ongently,  Brutus, 
Stole  firom  my  bed :  and  yesternight,  at  si]|>per« 
You  suddenly  arose,  and  walk'd  about, 
Musing,  and  sighing,  with  your  arms  aerasss 
And  when  I  aak'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 
You  star*d  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks. 

Shake.  Jtdiue  Cetear 

Care  that  in  cloisten  only  seals  her  eyes. 
Which  youth  thinks  folly,  age  and  wisdom  owns  ■ 
Fools  by  not  knowing  her,  outlive  the  wise ; 
She  visite  cities,  but  she  dwells  on  thrones. 

Sir  W.  Davenam. 

But  hnman  bodies  are  sic  fools, 
For  a'  their  ooUeges  and  sehook. 
That  when  nae  real  ills  perplez  them. 
They  mak'  enow  themsels  to  vex  them. 


He  woke, — to  wateh  the  lamp,  and  teU 
From  hour  to  hour  the  castle-bell. 
Or  listen  to  the  owlet*s  cry. 
Or  the  sad  breeze  that  whistles  by. 
Or  catch  by  fite  the  tuneless  rhyme 
With  which  the  warden  cheats  the  time; 
And  envying  think,  how,  when  the  sun 
Bids  the  poor  soldier's  watch  be  done. 
Couched  on  his  straw,  and  fancy-free. 
He  sleeps  like  careless  infancy. 

SeotCt  RokAy. 

And  on,  vrith  many  a  step  of  pabo. 

Our  weary  race  is  sadly  run; 
And  still,  as  on  we  plod  our  way, 

We  find,  as  lift's  gay  dreams  depart, 
To  dose  our  being's  troubled  day. 

Nought  left  us  but  a  broken  heart 

A  srciBsi. 

What  shonldst  thon  have  ever  known 
Of  that  blind  goddess  which  deludes  the  world  / 
Orwhatof  Care7    Oh,  if  the  Joys  of  Ufo 
Are  linked  with  wealth,  and  fintone's  gifts  akno 
Can  make  us  happy,  then  thy  cup  of  lift 
Is  full  to  overflowing ! 

Jo.  jP Mseniy* 
Ah !  who  can  say,  however  fiur  his  view 

Through  what  sad  scenes  his  path  may  He  f 
Let  careless  youth  its  seeming  joys  punnie. 

Soon  win  they  learn  to  scan  with  thooghtifal  ey« 

The  illusive  past  and  dark  fhtority. 

KkkWkk^ 
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CAUSE  -  CAUTION  -CEUBACY. 


J  do  not  aiarte^*  not  yet,  not  yetx 
But  wait  to-monow !    Famine  will  be  here. 
In  the  mean  time,  weVe  still  grim  Care — (whoee 

tooth 
Is  like  the  tiger'»— sharp,)  lest  dreams  should  &I1, 
And  shadow  us  with  sweet  forgetfiilness. 

Borty  OomwtuL 


CAUSE. 

Circumstance  most  make  it  probable 
Whether  the  cause's  justness  may  command 
IV  attendsnce  of  success :  For  an  attempt 
That's  warranted  by  justice,  cannot  want 
A  pmsperous  end. 

Nahb^s  Hanmbal  and  Scipio, 
Justness  of  cause  is  nothing. 
When  things  are  risen  to  the  point  they  are : 
rris  either  not  examin*d  or  believ'd 
Among  the  warlike. 

SuckUng'i  BreimoniU, 
This  is  a  cause  which  our  ambition  fills ; 
A  cause,  in  which  our  strength  we  should  not 

waste 
In  vain,  like  giants,  who  did  heave  at  hills ; 
*T  is  too  unwieldy  for  the  ferce  of  haste. 

Sir  W.  DaoemmtB  Gandibert. 
Small  are  the  seeds  fate  does  unheeded  sow 
Of  slight  beginnings  to  important  ends ; 
Whilst  wonder,  which  does  best  our  rev*renco 

show 
To  heav'n,  all  reason's  sight  in  gazing  spends. 

Sir  W.  Davenant's  Gandibert. 


CAUTION. 

But  now  so  wise  and  wary  was  the  knight 
Bf  triall  of  his  former  harms  and  cares, 
That  he  descry'd,  and  shunned  still  his  slight : 
The  fish,  that  once  was  caught,  new  bait  will 
hardly  bite.  Spetuer's  Fairy  Queen. 

Who  'scapes  the  snare 
Once,  has  a  certain  caution  to  beware. 

Chapman'8  Revenge  for  Honour, 
They  that  fear  the  adder's  sting,  will  not  come 
Near  his  hissing. 

ChapmaiC9  Widoto's  Tetam, 
None  pities  him  that's  in  the  snare, 
And  warn'd  before,  would  not  beware. 

Herrick 
The  wound  of  peace  is  surety, 
Surety  secure ;  but  modest  doubt  is  called 
I'be  beacon  o£  tiie  wise,  the  tent  that  tearchet 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst 

SbaU  Tm.  and  Cm. 


It  seems  it  is  as  proper  to  oor  age 
To  east  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinioos, 
As  it  is  eommen  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion. 

Shak».JimnkL 
When  doads  are  seen,  wise  men  put  on  tfaeb 

cloaks; 
When  great  leaves  fidl,  then  winter  is  at  hand ; 
When  the  smi  sets,  who  doth  not  look  for  nightf 
Untknely  stmins  make  men  expect  a  dearth : 
All  may  be  well;  but  if  God  sort  it  so, 
T  is  more  than  we  deserve,  or  X  expect 

Shaks.  Richard  III 
Beadvis'd; 
Heat  not  a  fiimace  for  your  foe  so  hot 
That  it  doth  singe  jrourself ;  we  may  outrun, 
By  violent  swifbiesa,  that  which  we  run  at. 
And  lose  by  over-running.    Know  you  not, 
The  fire,  that  mounts  the  liquor  till  it  run  o'er. 
In  seeming  to  augment  it,  wastes  it  7  Be  advis'd. 
ShakB.  Henry  VJII. 
Trust  none ; 
For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer  cakes. 
And  hold-fast  is  the  only  dog. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

Man's  caution  oflen  into  danger  turns. 
And  his  guard  foiling,  crushes  him  to  death. 

Young'9  Night  Thoughts. 

He  knows  the  compass,  sail,  and  oar. 
Or  never  launches  firom  the  shore; 
Before  he  builds,  computes  the  cost. 
And  in  no  proud  pursuit  is  lost 

Gay'9  Fablee. 
All's  to  be  foar'd  where  all  is  to  be  lost 

Byrofi. 

Let  no  man  know  thy  business  save  some  friend, 
A  man  of  w^i^dr 

Bailey. 

CELIBACY, 

Bnt  earlier  is  the  rose  distill'd, 

Than  that  which  withering  on  the  virgin  thorn 

Grows,  lives,  and  dies  in  single  blessedness. 

Shahq^re 

Lady,  you  are  the  crudest  she  alive, 

If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grave, 

And  leave  no  eapj. 

Shakepeare. 

Most  women's  weak  resolves,  like  reeds,  ;inll  fl|y, 
Shake  with  each  breath,  and  bend  vdth  every  sigh ; 
Mine,  like  an  oak  whom  firm  roots  deep  descend. 
Nor  breath  of  km  can  shake,  nor  sigh  can  bend. 

Gay, 
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If  I  am  fair,  *tis  for  myielf  alooe; 

I  do  not  wtih  to  have  a  •weetheart  near  ma^ 
Nor  would  I  eaU  another^a  heart  my  owii» 

N<v  have  a  gallant  lover  to  revere  me ; 
For  muely  I  vroiild  plight  my  &ith  to  none. 

Though  many  an  amoroiie  vrit  might  jomp  to 
hear  me; 
For  I  have  heard  that  lovers  prove  deoeivera, 
When  oooe  they  find  that  maidens  are  believers. 
Fnm  Midui  AMigtk, 

From  her  lone  path  she  never  turns  aside. 
Though  passionate  vrarshippers  before  her  foil ; 

like  some  pore  planet  in  her  lonely  pride, 
She  seems  to  soar  and  beam  above  them  all ! 

ifn.  Wdbff. 

And  thns  she  wanders  on — ^half  sad,  half  blest — 
Withont  a  mate  for  the  pure  lonely  heart, 

That,  yearning,  throbs  within  her  virgin  breast, 
Never  to  find  its  lovely  comiterpart 

JITrs.  Wdby. 

Pm  an  dd  maid  ! — and  though  I  suffer  by  it  I 
Most  change  my  style,  and  leave  off  gay  society. 

WWiM, 
O  many  a  snmmer's  morning  glow 

Has  lent  the  rose  its  ray. 
And  many  a  winter's  drifting  snow 

Has  swept  its  bloom  away; 
Bat  she  has  kept  the  fiiithless  pledge 

To  this,  her  winter  hour. 
And  keeps  it  still,  herself  alone. 

And  wasted  like  the  flower. 

O.  W.  HdmeM. 


CEREMONY. 

Ceremony  was  but  devis*d  at  first, 
To  set  a  gloss  on  foint  deeds, — ^hollow  welcomes, 
Recanting  goodness,  sorry  e*er  'tis  shown ; 
Bat  where  there  is  true  fiiendship,  there  needs 
none.  Shaks.  Tinum, 

And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol,  ceremony  7 
What  kind  of  god  art  thou  7  that  sufferest  more 
Of  mortal  griefs  than  do  thy  worshippers. 
What  are  thy  rents  7   What  are  thy  comings  in  7 
O  ceremony,  show  me  but  thy  worth : 
*     What  is  thy  toll,  O  adoration  7 

Art  thoa  aught  else  but  place,  degree,  and  form. 
Creating  awe  and  fisar  in  other  men  7 
Wherein  thou  art  less  happy,  being  foar*d. 
Hum  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'st  thoa  oft,  instead  of  homage  sweet, 
fitttpoisan'd  flattery  7  O  be  sick,  great  greatness, 
Anil  bid  thy  oeremony  give  thee  cure. 

Shak$.  Hemy  K. 


Then  ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth, 
Prepar'd  to  fight  for  shadows  of  no  worth ; 
While  truths,  on  which  eternal  things  depend. 
Find  not,  at  hardly  find,  a  single  fiiend : 
As  soldiers  watch  the  signal  of  command. 
They  learn  to  bow,  to  kneel,  to  sit,  to  stand ; 
Happy  to  fill  religion's  vacant  place 
With  hollow  fonn,  and  gesture  and  grimace. 

Coiopsf 
It  was  withal  a  highly  polished  age. 
And  scrupulous  in  ceremonious  rite. 
When  stranger  stranger  met  upon  the  vray, 
First  each  to  other  bowed  respectfiilly. 
And  large  professions  made  of  humble  service. 


CHALLENGE. 

I  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modestly. 
Unless  a  brother  should  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercise  and  proof  of  arms. 

ShakB.  Henry  IV, 

Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  thee. 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  speak, 
My  body  shall  make  good  upon  this  earth. 
Or  my  divine  soul  answer  it  in  heaven : 
Thou  ait  a  traitor  and  a  miscreant 

8kak9.  Riehmrd  Ji 

CHANGE. 

Weep  not  that  the  world  changes — did  it  keep 
A  stable,  changeless  course,  'twere  cause  to  weepw 

Bryant 
Not  in  vain  the  distance  beckons. 

Forward,  forward  let  us  range; 
Let  the  peoples  spin  for  ever 

Down  the  ringing  grooves  of  change. 

TViiiiyson. 
I  ask  not  what  change 

Has  oome  over  thy  heart, 
I  seek  not  what  chances 

Have  doomed  us  to  part; 
I  know  thou  hast  told  me 

To  love  thee  no  more^ 
And  I  still  must  obey 

Where  I  once  did  adore. 

Hqffman 
In  bower  and  garden  rich  and  rare 
There's  many  a  cherish'd  flower. 
Whose  beauty  fiuies,  whose  flragranoe  flits 
Within  the  flitting  hour. 
Not  so  the  simple  forest  2sq^, 
Unpriaed,  onnotieed,  lying — 
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CHARACTER. 


The  Mme  tfaroofh  all  its  little  lifb^ 
It  chaii|ree  but  in  dyin^r. 
Be  sochi  and  onlj  eneh,  my  fHenda ; 
Onoe  mine,  and  mine  for  ever ; 
And  liere*s  a  liand  to  dasp  in  tMn, 
Tliat  ahall  desert  them  nefver. 
And  thoa  be  snch,  m j  gentle  love, 
Time,  chance,  the  wwld  defying ; 
And  take,  'tis  all  I  have,  a  heart 
That  changM  bat  in  dying. 

G.  W,  Doane. 
Ah !  if  a  fairy's  magic  might  were  mine, 
I'd  joy  to  change  with  each  new  wish  of  thine ; 
Notliing  to  all  the  world  beside  I'd  be. 
And  OYerything  thou  lowest  in  turn  to  thee. 

Mn.  OMgood, 


CHARACTER. 

Good  name,  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord. 

Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls : 

Who  steals  my  parse,  steals  trash ;  'tis  something, 

nothing, 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to 

thousands ; 
Bat  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him. 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Shdk9.0Mlo» 
Gnats  are  unnoticed  wheresoe'er  they  fiy, 
But  eagles  gazed  upon  by  every  eye. 

Skakiptare* 
Stand  f^  and  ftst, 
And  judge  him  by  no  more  than  what  yxxa  know 
Ingenuously,  and  by  the  right  laid  line 
Of  truth,  he  truly  will  all  styles  deserve. 
Of  win,  good,  just;  a  man  both  soul  and  nerve. 

Shiriei^9  Admiral  of  Fnmee. 
She  oan't  be  parallel'd  by  art,  much  less 
By  nature :  she  'd  battle  painters  to  decypher 
Her  exactly,  as  bad  as  agues  puzzle  doctors. 

Roffert  iVmOs's  Poor  Scholar. 
As  through  the  hedgerows'shade  the  violet  steals. 
And  the  sweet  air  its  modest  leaf  reveals, 
Hor  softer  charms,  but  by  their  influence  known, 
HivDrise  all  hearts,  and  mould  them  to  her  own. 

Rcgtr9% 
iliough  gay  as  mirth,  as  onrioos  thooghts  sedate ; 
As  elegance  polite,  as  power  elate ; 
Frofbund  as  reason,  and  as  justice  dear; 
Hift  as  compassion,  yet  as  truth  severe. 

Satage, 
iVith  moie  capadty  for  love  than  earth 
Pestow«  on  most  of  mortal  mould  and  birth, 
I  lis  earlv  dreams  of  good  outstripped  the  truth, 
And  troobled  manhood  followed  baffled  youth. 

ByrouL 


The  eye  of  the  hale  one. 

With  joy  fai  its  g^eam, 
Looks  up  in  the  noontide. 

And  steals  flmn  the  beam; 
Bat  the  eheek  of  the  pale  one 

Is  marked  with  despair, 
To  i^l  itself  fading. 

When  all  is  so  fidr. 

EUxuCmk. 

Bespeak  the  man  who  acted  out  ike  toAoIe— 
The  whole  of  all  he  knew  of  high  and  true. 

Hf^inaiL 
Though  looks  and  words, 
By  the  strong  mastery  of  his  practised  vidll, 
Are  overruled,  the  mounting  blood  betrays 
An  impulse  in  its  secret  spring,  too  deep 
For  his  control 

Sou&eif 

And  though,  as  you  have  said,  the  vernal  bloom 
Of  his  firrt  spirits  foding,  leaves  him  changed— > 
Tisnot  to  worse.    His  mind  is  as  a  meadow 
Of  various  grasses,  rich  and  fresh  beneath. 
Bat  o'er  the  sor&ce  some  that  come  to  seed 
Have  cast  a  colour  of  sobriety. 

Taylor'o  Edmiu 

His  talk  is  like  a  stream  which  runs 

With  raiHd  change  from  rocks  to  roses; 
He  slips  from  politics  to  puns. 

Passes  fSom  Mahomet  to  Moses ; 
Beginning  with  the  lavro  that  keep 

The  planets  in  their  radiant  courses, 
And  ending  vnth  some  precept  deep 

For  dressing  eels  or  dioeing  horses. 

Praed^Tke  Viear 

It  is  not  mirth,  for  mirth  she  it  too  still ; 
It  is  not  wit,  which  leaves  the  heart  mojre  chill, 
But  that  continuous  sweetness,  which  with  ease 
Pleases  all  round  it  from  the  wish  to  please. 

TheNem  Tmm 
Those  who  see  thee  in  thy  fiiU-blown  pride. 
Know  little  of  affections  crushed  vnthin. 
And  wrongs  vrhich  frenzy  thee. 

Taymrd^o  /on. 

She  was  the  pride 
Of  her  familiar  sphere — the  daily  joy 
Of  all  who  on  her  gracefulness  might  gaze, 
And  in  the  light  and  music  of  her  way 
Have  a  companion's  portion. 

WiOie  PoofM. 

The  angels  sang  in  heaven  when  she  was  bom. 

LongfeOaw. 

Devotsd,  anzioas,  generoos,  void  of  gnile. 
And  with  her  whole  heart's  welcome  in  her  smile. 

Jfirs.  Iforton, 


GHABTTY. 
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A  fende  maiden,  whose  Urge,  VmMkg  eyes 

fiadhriM  a  tender,  meUneholy  lif  ht, 
like  tbe  soft  lediance  of  the  starry  skies, 

Or  avtomn  snnshine,  meUow'd  when  moet  bright; 
She  is  not  sad,  yet  in  her  gaie  appears 
Something  that  makes  the  gazer  think  of  tears. 

Mn^Bmbwy. 
She  has  a  glowing  heart,  they  say, 

Thoii^  cahn  her  seeming  be; 
And  oA  that  warm  heart's  lotely  pky 

Upon  her  cheek  I  see» 

Mr$,  Osgood, 
Thoagh  time  her  bloom  is  utealing, 

lliere's  still  beyond  his  art — 
The  wfld  flower  wreath  of  feeling, 

ThB  sunbeam  of  the  heart 

Mattock. 
Bold  in  the  cause  of  God  he  stDod 

like  Templar  in  the  Holy  Land; 
And  never  knight  of  princely  blood 

In  lady's  bower  more  bland. 

Mro.  HdU, 
ffis  high  broad  fhrehead,  marble  ikir. 

Told  of  the  power  of  Oooght  within ; 
And  strength  was  in  Ids  raven  hair- 
Bat  when  he  smiled  a  spell  was  there 

Hiat  more  than  strength  or  power  oocdd  win. 
Mf.aU«'oVigU<fLoce. 


CHARirr. 

G«od  is  no  good,  bat  if  it  be  spend; 
God  giveth  good  for  none  other  end. 

Spenoa^o  Shepkar^o  Calendar. 
Charity  emr 
Fmds  in  the  act  reward,  and  needs  no  trumpet 
In  the  receiver. 

Beaumont  and  FUUher'o  Sea  Voyage. 

It  was  sufficient  that  his  wants  were  known, 
I^ue  charity  makes  others*  wants  their  own. 

Robert  Daubome'e  Poor  Man*8  Comfort. 

For  true  charity 
Though  ne*er  so  secret  finds  a  just  reward. 

May'e  Old  Couple. 
For  his  bounty, 
There  was  no  winter  in*t;  an  autumn  *twas 
Ihat  grew  the  more  by  reaping. 

Shake.  AnL  and  Cleo. 
Nothing  truly  can  be  termM  mine  own 
But  what  I  make  mine  own  by  using  well 
Hiose  deeds  of  charity  which  we  have  done 
Shall  stay  for  ever  with  us :  and  that  wealth 
Which  we  hare  so  bestow*d,  we  only  keep ; 
The  oUior  is  not  ours. 

MiddkUm. 


*Moogst  an  your  virtues 
I  see  not  charity  written,  which  some  call 
The  first-born  of  religion ;  and  I  wonder, 
I  cannot  seo  it  in  yours.    Believe  it,  sir. 
There  is  no  virtue  can  be  sooner  miss*d. 
Or  later  welcom*d ;  it  begins  the  rest, 
And  sets  them  all  in  order. 

Middlatm, 

Take  physic,  pomp; 
Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretched  feel ; 
Hiat  thou  may*0t  shake  the  superflux  to  them. 
And  show  the  heavens  more  just 

Shake,  Lear. 

Think  not,  the  good. 
The  gentle  deeds  of  mercy  thou  hast  done, 
Shall  die  forgotten  all ;  the  poor,  the  |>riii*ner. 
The  fiitherless,  the  friendless,  and  the  widow, 
Who  daily  own  the  bounty  of  thy  hand, 
Shan  cry  to  heav*n,  and  pull  a  blessing  on  thee. 
Roioe'e  Jane  Shore, 

How  &w,  like  thee,  inquire  the  wretched  out. 
And  court  the  offices  of  soft  humanity ! 
Like  thee,  reserve  their  raiment  for  the  naked. 
Reach  out  their  bread  to  foed  the  crying  orphan. 
Or  mix  the  pitying  tears  with  those  that  s/eep  I 
Roioe'e  Jane  Shere* 

Great  minds,  like  heaven,  are  pleas*d  in  doing 

Though  the  ungratefiil  subjects  of  their  favours 
Are  barren  in  return. 

Rowe'e  Tamerlane, 

The  secret  pleasure  of  a  generous  act 
Is  the  great  mind*s  great  bribe. 

DrydexCe  Don  Sebaetiam' 
Is  there  a  variance  7  enter  but  his  door, 
Balk'd  are  the  oourts,  and  contest  is  no  more. 
Despairing  quacks  with  curses  left  the  plaee. 
And  vile  attorneys,  now  an  useless  race. 

Pope's  Moral  Beeaye, 

In  faith  and  hope  the  world  will  disagree. 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity : 
All  must  be  fabe  that  thwart  this  one  great  end ; 
And  all  of  God,  that  bless  mankind,  or  mend. 

Pope's  Eeeay  on  Man, 

Sel^love  thus  pushM  to  social, — to  divine. 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighbour's  blessing  thm«. 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundless  heart? 
Extend  it — ^let  thy  enemies  have  part. 
Grasp  the  ivhole  worlds  of  reason,  lifo  and  senses 
In  one  close  system  of  benevolence : 
Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'er  degree  ^ 

And  height  of  bliss  but  height  of  chari^. 

Pope's  jBms)  op  Mam 
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CHARITY. 


The  generotu  pride  of  Tirtoei 
Disdains  to  weigh  too  nicely  the  retoma 
Her  bounty  meets  with — ^like  the  liberal  gods, 
From  her  own  gracious  nature  she  bestows, 
Nor  stops  to  ask  reward. 

But  io  the  generous  staU-improving  mind, 
Tliat  gives  the  hopeless  heart  to  sing  fi>r  joy, 
Disusing  kind  beneficence  around, 
Boastless,  as  now  desoends  the  silent  dew ; 
To  him  the  long  review  of  orilcr*d  life. 
Is  inward  rapture,  only  to  bo  felt 

7*Aoifi«on^«  SeammM. 

The  truly  generous  is  the  truly  wise ; 
And  he  who  loves  not  others,  lives  unblest 

Home'9  DougUu. 
His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 
He  chid  their  wanderings  but  rclievM  their  pain : 
The  long.remember*d  beggar  was  his  guest, 
Whose  beard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast; 
The  ruin*d  spendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 
QaimM  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allowed. 

Oaldsmith's  DtterUd  Village. 
PleasM  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  leamM  to 

glow, 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ; 
Careless  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  scan. 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Goldsmith's  Deserted  VUlage. 

There  are,  while  human  miseries  abound, 
A  thousand  ways  to  waste  superfluous  wealth. 
Without  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  our  board. 
Without  one  hour  of  sickness  or  disgust 

Armstrong's  Art  of  Preserving  Health, 
Pure  in  her  aim,  and  in  her  temper  mild. 
Her  wisdom  seems  the  weakness  of  a  child : 
She  makes  excuses  where  she  might  condemn, 
RevilM  by  those  that  hate  her,  prays  for  thcti ; 
Suspicion  lurks  not  in  her  artless  breast. 
The  worst  suggested,  she  believes  the  best ; 
Not  soon  provok'd,  however  stung  and  teased. 
And,  if  perhaps  made  angry,  soon  appeasM ; 
filie  rather  waves  than  will  dispute  her  right. 
And  injurM  makes  forgiveness  her  delight 

Cowper*s  Charity. 
True  charity,  a  plant  divinely  nurs'd. 
Fed  by  the  love,  firom  which  it  rose  at  first, 
'Hinves  against  hope,  and  in  the  rudest  scene, 
Storms  but  enliven  its  unfading  green ; 
Elxuberant  is  the  shadow  it  supplies. 
Its  fruit  on  earth,  its  growth  above  the  skies. 

^  Cowper^s  Charity, 

Oid  chanty  prevail,  the-press  would  prove 
A  vehicle  of  virtue,  truth,  and  love. 

Cswpeg^s  Charity, 


I  mean  the  man,  who  when  the  distant  poor 
Need  help,  denies  them  nothing  but  his  nainew 

Camfsr^s  Task 
Far  may  we  w&arth  beftre  we  find 
A  heart  so  manly  or  so  kind. 
But  not  aroond  his  honoor'd  am, 
Shall  fiiends  alone  and  kindred  mourn; 
The  thousand  eyes  his  care  had  dried. 
Four  at  his  name  a  bitter  tide; 
And  frequent  falls  the  grateful  dew. 
For  benefits  the  world  ne'er  knew. 

Scours  Manmtm^ 
The  drjring  up  a  single  tear  has  more 
Of  honest  fiune,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore.     . 

ByrmCs  Ikn  Juan, 
And — not  from  piety  bat  jHride, 
Gives  wealth  to  walls  that  never  heard 
Of  his  own  holy  vow  or  word. 

ByraiCs  Oiamsr* 

To  the  blind,  the  dea(  the  Ume^ 

To  the  ignorant,  and  vile, 
Stranger,  ci^tive,  slave,  he  came, 
With  a  welcome  and  a  smile. 
Help  to  all  he  did  dispense. 

Gold,  instruction,  raiment,  food; 
Like  the  gifts  of  Providence, 
To  the  evil  and  the  good. 

James  Montgomery, 

^Amid  all  life's  quests 

There  seems  but  worthy  one — to  do  men  good. 

Aiilty. 
A  poor  man  servM  by  thee,  shall  make  thee  rich. 

Jfttt  BarrOL 
O,  rich  man's  son!  there  is  a  toO, 

That  with  all  others  level  stands; 
Large  charity  doth  never  soil. 

But  only  whitens  sofl  white  hands;— 
This  is  the  best  crop  for  thy  lands; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 
Worth  being  rich  to  hold  in  fee. 

J,R.Laii>A 

When  poverty,  with  mien  of  shame. 

The  sense  of  pity  seeks  to  touch, — 
Or,  bolder,  makes  the  simple  claim 

That,  I  have  nothing,  you  have  much,— 
Believe  not  either  man  or  book. 

That  bids  you  close  the  opening  hand. 
And  with  reproving  speech  and  look. 

Your  first  and  free  intent  withstand. 

R.  M.  MOnsB, 
Why  not  believe  the  homely  letter 

That  all  you  give  wUl  Grod  restore  f 
The  poor  man  may  deserve  it  better, 

And  sorely,  sorely  wants  it  more ; 


CHASTITY  -rCHEERPULNESS. 


Let  bat  the  rieh  man  do  hk  put. 

And  wluitBoe*er  the  iaraa  be, 
Jb  those  wbo  aak,  his  answering  heart 

Will  gain  and  grow  in  (^mpathj. 

R,  M,  MUna. 

Then  gently  scan  your  brother  man, 

Still  gender  sister  woman, 
Fhoogh  both  may  gang  a  kcnnie  wrang, 

To  step  aside  is  human. 

Bvna. 

Cast  not  the  elonded  gem  away, 
Qoench  not  the  dim  but  living  ray — 

My  brother  man,  beware ! 
With  that  deep  voice,  which  from  the  skies. 
Forbade  the  Patriarch*8  sacrifice, 

God*8  angel  cries.  Forbear ! 

WkUHer, 

Still  to  a  stricken  brother  true. 
Whatever  clime  hath  nurtm'M  him ; 

He  stoop'd  to  heal  the  wounded  Jew, 
The  worshipper  of  Gerizim. 


WMttier. 


But  by  all  thy  natnre^s  weakness, 
Hidden  faults  and  follies  known. 

Be  thou,  in  rebuking  evil. 
Conscious  of  thine  own. 

And  when  religious  sects  ran  mad. 
He  held,  in  spite  of  all  his  learning. 

That  if  a  man*s  belief  is  bad. 
It  will  not  be  improv*d  by  burning. 

As  the  rivers,  farthest  flowing. 

In  the  highest  hills  have  birth; 
As  the  banyan,  broadest  growing, 

Oflenest  bows  its  head  to  earth, — 
60  the  noblest  minds  press  onward, 

Channels  far  of  good  to  trace ; 
So  the  largest  hearts  bend  downward. 

Circling  all  the  human  race. 


WhiUier, 


Praed. 


Mrs.  HaU. 


CHASTITY. 

TIm  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet, 

"nMHigh  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 

Bat  if  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet, 

^  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity ; 

For  swecteot  things  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds ; 

I^es  that  fester,  smell  far  worse  than  weeds. 

Shak^eare, 
Chaste  as  the  icicle 
That's  tnirdled  by  the  frost  of  purest  snow, 
^oA  liaigs  on  Dian's  temple. 

Shakfpeare, 


Thou,  my  love,  art  sweeter  &r  than  balmy 
Incense  in  the  purple  smoke ;  pure  and 
Unspotted  as  the  cleanly  ermine,  ero 
The  hunter  sullies  her  with  his  pursuit ; 
Soft  as  her  skin ;  chaste  as  th*  Arabian  bird 
That  wants  a  sez  to  woo,  or  as  the  dead. 
That  are  divorc'd  from  warmth,  fiom  objects. 
And  from  thought. 

Sir  W*  Iknenant*8  Platcnie  Lasers* 
So  dear  to  heav'n  is  saintly  chastity, 
That  when  a  soul  is  found  sincerely  so, 
A  thousand  liv'ry'd  angels  lackey  her, 
Driving  far  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  guilt 

MiltotCs  Comu$4 
Oh !  she  is  colder  than  the  mountain's  snow. 
To  such  a  subtile  purity  she's  wrought. 
She 's  pray'd  and  fasted  to  a  walking  thought : 
She's  an  enchanted  feast,  most  fair  to  sight. 
And  starves  the  appetite  she  does  invite ; 
Flies  from  the  touch  of  sense,  and  if  you  dare 
To  name  but  love  she  vanishes  to  air. 

Cnnim's  Dutruction  ofJtrutdlenL 
In  thy  &ir  brow  there 's  such  a  legend  writ 
Of  chastity,  as  blinds  the  adulterous  eye : 
Not  the  mountain  ice, 
Congeal'd  to  crystals,  is  so  frosty  chaste, 
As  thy  victorious  soul,  which  conquers  man. 
And  man's  proud  tyrant-passion. 

Dryden^s  Albion  and  Albamu, 
When  lovely  woman  stoops  to  folly. 

And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 
What  charm  can  soothe  her  melancholy  ? 

What  art  can  wash  her  gmlt  away  ? 
The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover. 

And  hide  her  shame  from  every  eye. 
And  give  repentance  to  her  lover. 

And  wring  his  bosom  is — to  die. 

QoldmiM, 

Beneath  the  cares  of  earth  she  does  not  bow, 
Though  she  hath  ofttimes  drain'd  its  bitter  cup; 

But  ever  wanders  on  with  heavenward  brow. 
And  eyes  whose  lovely  orbs  are  lifled  up ! 

Mrs.  WtHby. 

CHEERFULNESS. 

And  her  against  sweet  cheerfuhiess  was  placed. 
Whose  eyes  like  twinkling  stars  in  evening  clea^ 
Were  deck't  with  smyles,  that  all  sad  humowa 

chased. 
And  darted  forth  delights,  the  which  her  goodly 

graced.  Spenaw^i  Fauy  (ftimn. 

Cheerful  looks  make  every  dish  a  feast. 
And  *t  is  that  crowns  a  welcome* 
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CHILDHOOD  AND  CHILDRfiNT. 


Let  me  play  the  (bol : 
With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  wiinklee  oome ; 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine, 
Tlian  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 
Why  thoold  a  man  whose  blood  is  warm  within. 
Bit  like  his  gfrandsire  ent  in  alabaster? 
tfleep  when  he  wakes  7  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 
By  being  peevish  7 

Shakt.  Menhata  of  Veniee. 

What  then  remains  bat  well  onr  power  to  use. 
And  keep  good  humour  still,  whate*er  we  lose  7 
And  trust  me,  dear,  good  humour  can  prevail. 
When  aiis,  and  flights,  and  screams,  and  scolding 

flul; 
Beauties  in  vain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll ; 
Charms  strike  the  sight,  but  merit  wins  the  souL 
Pope^t  Rape  of  the  Lock. 
Smooth  flow  the  waves,  the  zephyrs  gently  play, 
Belinda  smiPd  and  all  the  world  was  gay. 

Pope'§  Rape  efthe  Lock 
When  cheerflilness,  a  nymph  of  healthiest  hue. 
Her  bow  across  her  shoulders  flung. 
Her  buskins  gemm*d  with  morning  dew. 
Blew  an  inspiring  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung. 
CoOine'e  Pamiem, 
Thus  without  share  in  coin  or  land. 

But  well  ocmtent  to  hold 
Tbe  wealth  of  nature  in  my  hand. 

One  flail  of  virgin  gold,— 
My  love  above  me  like  a  sun,-^ 

My  own  bright  thoughts  my  wings,— 
Through  lifb  I  trust  to  flutter  on 

As  gay  as  aught  that  sings. 

R.  M.  Mikue. 

Were  it  not  wone  than  vain  to  close  our  eyes 

Unto  the  azure  sky  and  golden  light. 
Because  the  tempest  cloud  doth  sometimes  rise. 
And  glorious  day  must  darken  into  night  7 

Douglae  JerMe  Magaxine, 
A  sweet  heart-lifting  cheerfulness, 
Lide  spring-time  of  the  year, 
ScemM  ever  on  her  steps  to  wait 

ilfrv.  Hale'e  Alice  Ray. 
TtM  seasons  all  had  charms  for  her^ — 

She  wdcomM  each  with  joy; 
The  charm  that  in  her  spirit  liv'd 
No  changes  o/ald  destroy. 

Mn,  HaU. 


CHILDHOOD  AND  CHILDREN. 

llie  whining  schoolboy  with  his  satchel. 
And  shilling  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail 
I'nwilliiigly  to  scbooL 

SkaHtB,  Am  yw  Uke  iL 


At  first,  the  in&nt, 
Mewling  and  pukmg  in  the  nurse's  anus. 

Shak9.A9y(MVke^ 

Behold,  my  lords, 
Although  the  print  be  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father:  eye,  nose,  lip. 
The  trick  of  his  frovm,  his  forehead;  nay,  the 

valley. 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek ;  his 

smiles; 
The  very  mould  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,  finger. 
8haJs9.  Winter  Tak, 

The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  firuit. 
Which,  mellowed  by  the  stealing  hours  of  time. 
Will  well  become  the  seat  of  majesty, 
And  make  no  doubt  us  happy  by  his  reign 

Shake.  Richard  III. 

Hath  he  set  bounds  between  their  love  and  me  7 
I  am  their  mother,  who  shall  bar  me  fimn  them  i 
Shake.  Richard  III 

O  *tis  a  parious  boy ; 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable ; 
He's  all  the  mother's  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Shake.  Richard  III 

Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffirey's  face ; 
These  eyes,  these  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his : 
This  little  abstract  doth  contain  that  large, 
Which  died  in  Geffrey :  and  the  hand  of  time. 
Shall  draw  this  brief  unto  as  large  a  volume. 

Shake.  King  Jahe^, 

Father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  say, 

That  we  shall  see  and  know  our  friends  in  heaven : 

If  that  be  true,  I  shall  see  my  boy  again ; 

For  since  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  first  malcchlld. 

To  him  that  did  but  yesterday  suspire. 

There  was  not  such  a  gracious  creature  bom. 

Shake.  King  Jakm. 

O  Lord,  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  &ir  wm ; 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  soul,  my  all  the  worid ; 
My  widow's  comfiirt,  and  my  sorrow's  care. 

Shake.  King  Jehm. 

The  poor  wren. 
The  most  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight. 
The  yoimg  ones  in  her  nest  against  the  owL 

Shake.  Macbeik. 

Go,  bind  thou  up  yon  dangling  apricots, 
Which,  like  unruly  children  make  their  siru 
Stoop  with  oppression  of  their  prodigal  weight. 
Shake.  Richard.  11 

Children  blesnngs  seem,  but  torments  are, 
When  young  our  foHy,  and  when  old  our  fbar 

Otwa^e  Deei  Carton. 


P,U1f'     ^f' 


I'nwilliiigly  to  ■chooL  I  When  jotmg  oar  foUy,  and  when  old  ov  ftw 

Sk^,  Am  ym  like  iL\  Otwtnfw  Dm  Cmio9. 
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OTiiig  they  creep  mmon^  vm  like  joaag  cati, 
CueB  tnd  oantiimal  croMes  hoe^ping  with  them. 
They  make  time  old  to  tend  them,  and  experience 
An  BflB,  they  alter  ao;  they  grow  and  goodly 
Ere  we  can  torn  oar  thonghte,  like  dropa  of  water 
Tliey  &11  into  the  main,  are  known  no  mere. 

Beaumoni  and  FUicher*$  Mad  Looer, 
What  hencfit  can  children  be 
Bat  charges  and  diaobedience  7  wfaat*i  the 
Love  they  render  at  one  and  twenty  years  7 
I  pray  die,  father :  when  they  are  young,  they 
Are  like  bells  rung  backwards,  nothing  but  noise 
And  giddiness. 

Beaamont  mnd  Fleteher'$  WU  toUhma  Money. 
Look  here  and  weep  with  tenderness  and  transport ! 
What  is  all  tasteless  luxury  to  this  7 
To  these  best  joys,  which  holy  love  bestows  7 
Oh  nature,  parent  nature,  thou  alone 
Alt  the  tme  judge  of  what  can  make  us  happy. 
TAoifison's  Agamenmon, 

O  what  passions  then. 
What  melting  sentiments  of  kindly  care, 
On  the  new  parents  seize. 

TTiomaon^B  Seamnu, 
Meantime  a  smiling  ofipring  rises  round. 
And  mingles  both  their  graces.    By  degrees, 
The  human  blossom  blows ;  and  every  day. 
Soft  as  it  rolls  along,  shows  some  new  charm, 
Tlie  father's  lustre,  and  the  mother*s  bloom. 

Thomson'§  SeaMM, 

DehghtAil  task !  to  rear  the  tender  thought. 
To  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot. 
To  poor  the  fresh  instruction  o'er  the  mind. 
To  breathe  the  enlivening  spirit  and  to  fix 
ne  generous  purpose  in  the  glowing  breast ! 

ThmumfB  SeoMU. 
Thanks  to  the  gods,  my  boy  has  done  his  duty ! 
—Portias,  when  I  am  dead,  be  sure  you  place 

His  urn  near  mine. 

Addimm^B  Cato, 

Selilflattered,  unexperienced,  high  in  hope, 
When  young,  with  sanguine  cheer,  and  streamers 

We  cut  our  caUe,  lamich  into  the  worlds 
And  fondly  dream  each  wind  and  star- our  friend. 
Young'9  Night  ThoughU. 
Wbj  was  my  prayer  accepted  ?  why  did  heav'n 
In  anger  hear  me,  when  I  ask'd  a  son  7 

Hannah  Mor€*$  Ifosft. 
Then  galhering  roond  his  bed,  they  ellmh  to 

share 
His  kisses,  and  with  gentle  violence  there, 
Araiak  in  upon  a  dream  Mt  half  so  &ir. 

R9ger9*$  Human  Lif9, 


The  hoar  arrives,  the  moment  vrishM  and  fttr*d  * 
The  ehild  is  bom  by  many  a  pang  endear'd, 
And  now  the  moth^*s  ear  has  caught  his  ciy  ; 
O  grant  the  cherub  to  her  asking  eye ! 
He  comes— she  clasps  him.  To  her  bosom  preasM 
He  drinks  the  balm  of  life,  and  drops  to  rest 

Ragera  $  Human  lA^t* 
When  heaven  and  angels,  earth  and  earthly  things 
Do  leave  the  guilty  in  tb«Hr  guiltiness 
A  cherub*8  voice  doth  whisper  in  a  child's 
There  is  a  shrine  within  thy  little  heart 
Where  I  wiD  hide,  nor  hear  t^ie  trump  of  doom. 
Matatvii  a  osffivn. 
Thou  art  my  daughter — ^ncver  lov*d  as  now — 
Thou  mountain  maid, — ^thou  child  of  liberty! 
Urilda !  well  from  Uri's  height  I  nam*d  thee, 
Free  as  its  breezes, — ^purer  than  its  snows ! 

Maturin'B  Fndtifa, 
Lo !  at  the  couch  where  infant  beauty  sleeps, 
Her  silent  watch  the  mournful  mother  keeps; 
She,  while  the  lovely  babe  unconscioos  lieS| 
Smiles  on  her  slumbering  child  with  pensive  eyei» 
And  weaves  a  song  of  melancholy  joy — 
" Sleep,  image  of  thy  father,  sleep  my  boy; 
No  lingering  hour  of  sorrow  shall  be  thine ; 
No  sigh  that  rends  thy  fiither's  heart  and  mina; 
Bright  as  his  manly  sire,  the  sun  shall  be, 
In  form  and  soul;  but  ah !  more  Uess'd  than  he* 
Thy  fame,  thy  worth,  thy  filial  love,  at  last, 
Shall  soothe  his  aching  heart  for  all  the  past, 
With  many  a  smile  my  solitude  repay, 
And  chase  the  world's  ungenerous  soom  away."* 
CampMTa  Plaamarm  of  Htft, 
He  smiles  and  sleeps ! — sleep  on 
And  smile,  thou  little  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  scarce  less  young :  'sleep  on  and  smile! 
Thine  are  the  hoars  and  days  when  both  aitt 

cheering 
And  innocent. 

ByrM's  CWa 

Look !  how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  anna, 
And  opens  wide  his  blue  eyes  upon  thine, 
To  hail  his  fiither;  while  his  little  form 
Flutters  as  wing'd  with  joy.    Talk  not  of  paStt ! 
The  childless  cherubs  well  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent !    Bless  him,  Cain ! 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  bat 
His  heart  will,  and  thine  too. 

Byron^iCtim 

Sweet  be  thy  cradled  slarobers !    O'er  the  sea, 
And  from  the  moontains  where  I  now  respire. 
Fain  would  I  waft  soeh  bleMing  upon  thee, 
As,  with  a  si|^  I  deem  thoa  might'st  have  be«i 
to  ma.  Byran'M  ChUda  Bamd 
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To  ud  thy  mind*!  derdopment^-to  watck 
Thy  dawn  of  little  joys-^to  sit  and  aee 
Almost  thy  ycry  growth— 4o  view  thoe  catch 
Knowledge  of  objecta-— wonders  yet  to  thee! 
To  bold  thee  lightly  on  a  gentle  knee. 
And  print  on  thy  soft  cheek  a  parent's  kiB»^- 
Thi%  it  ahould  seem,  was  not  reservM  fot  me ! 
Yet  this  was  in  my  nature : — aa  it  is, 
I  know  not  what  is  there,  yet  somethmg  like  to 
this.  Byr<m*$  Chiide  Harcld. 

Bat  thou  wilt  burst  this  transient  sleep, 

And  thou  wilt  wake,  my  babe,  to  weep ; 

The  tenant  of  a  frail  abode. 

Thy  tears  must  flow  as  mine  have  flow*d : 

Beguil'd  by  follies  every  day. 

Sorrow  most  wash  the  faults  away. 

And  thou  may'st  wake,  perchance  to  prove 

The  pang  of  unrequited  love. 

Byron  to  ku  Daugfliter. 

Yet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thing, 
(Provided  they  don*t  come  in  after  dinner ;) 
Tis  beautiful  to  see  a  matron  bring 
Her  children  np  (if  nursing  them  don*t  thin  her.) 
Bynm'f  Don  Jvan, 

Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our  in&ncy. 

Wardnoortk 

The  young !    Ctti,  what  should  wondering  fimcy 

bring, 
In  life's  first  spring.time,  but  the  thought  of  spring ! 

Mrt.  Norton. 
And'tiiou,  my  boy !  that  silent  at  my  knee 
Dost  lift  to  mine  thy  soft,  dark,  earnest  eyes, 
Fill*d  with  the  love  of  childhood*— 
Mine  own !  whose  ftelings  tetak  before  me  rise; 
Is  it  not  iUQch  that  I  may  guide  thy  pr&yer. 
And  circle  thy  glad  soul  with  fbce  and  healthfhl 
:  air?  Mn.UmtMo. 

llioa  art  looking  now  at  fbe  lurds.  Genie, 

But  oh,  do  not  wish  their  wing ; 
That  would  tempt  the  fowler,  Genie,-^ 
'*  Stay  thou  on  earth  and  sing. 
Stay  in  the  nursing  nest,  Genie, 
Be  not  soon  thence  beguil'd ; 
Thou  wilt  neVr  find  a  second,  Genie, 
•Never  bo  twice  a  child. 

ilf t«0  Jewdurj. 

Oh !  dear  to  memory  are  those  hours 
Whien  every  pathway  led  to  flowers; 
When  sticks  of  peppermint  possessed 
A  sceptre's  power  to  sway  the  breast. 
And  heaven  was  round  us  while  we  fod 
«>p'!rich  ambrosial  gingerbread. 

EUmCoA. 
•^-i^ow  pass  our  days  in  childhood, — 
Rnry  day  ^ms  Iik#  a  century. 
I  -.-  BryanL 


Ah !  well  may  sages  bow  to  thee, 
Dear,  loving,  guileless  Infimcy ! 

And  sigh  beside  their  loffy  1°^ 
For  one  untaught  delight  of  thine. 

And  fool  tfaayM  give  their  learning's  store 
To  know  again  thy  truth  divine. 

Mrs,  OsgvA 

■'Tis  the  work 
Of  many  a  dark  hour,  and  of  many  a  prayer 
To  bring  the  heart  back  ftom  an  infant  gone. 

WiUio. 

The  history  of  Paradiso 

To  Woman's  faith  is  dear. 
For  happy  childhood  ever  brings 

The  Eden  vision  near; 
The  vision  when  the  earth  was  sway'd 

By  Innocence  and  Love, 
Tliat  summon'd  with  an  equal  trust 

The  tiger  or  the  dove. 

Mr9.Hid€, 

It  lay  upon  its  mother's  breast,  a  thing 
Bright  as  a  dew^rop  when  It  firrt  descends, 

Or  as  the  plumage  of  an  angel's  wing. 
Where  every  tint  of  rainbow  beauty  Uends. 

Mrs.  We2bf 

'TIS  aye  a  solemn  thing  to  me 
To  look  upon  a  babe  that  sleeps- 
Wearing  in  its  spirit-deeps 
llie  unrevealed  mystery 
Of  its  Adam's  taint  and  woe. 
Which,  when  they  revealed  lie, 
Will  not  let  it  slumber  so. 

Jtfisf  Barrett. 

And  yet  we  check  and  chide 
The  airy  angels  as  they  float  about  us. 
With  roles  of  so-call'd  wisdom,  till  they  grow 
The  same  tame  slaves  to  custom  and  the  world. 

Mrs,  Osgood 
I  know  he's'ooming  by  this  sign. 

That  ba,by  's  ahnost  wild ; 
See  how  he  laughs  and  crows  and  start»— 

Heaven  Uess  the  merry  child ! 
He's  fother's  self  in  foce  and  limb. 
And  fiither's  heart  is  strong  in  him. 
Shout,  baby,  shout !  and  clap  thy  hands, 
For  fiither  on  the  threshold  stands. 

Mary  HowUL 

Of  all  the  joys  that  brighten  sufifering  earth. 
What  joy  is  welcom'd  like  a  new-born  child! 

Mrs,  Nortom, 

Sleep,  little  baby!  sleep! 

Not  in  thy  cradle  bed. 
Not  on. thy  mother's  breast* 

But  with  the  qtiiot  dsad. 


Mrs,Southey 
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CHOICE. 

A  wise  man  likes  that  best,  tiiat  is  itself; 
Not  that  which  only  seems,  though  it  look  ikirer. 
MiddUttnC9  Widow, 
When  better  cherries  are  not  to  be  had. 
We  needs  mast  take  the  seeming  best  of  bad. 

Danid, 
Vow  this  he  tastes,  then  that  he  glances  on, 
DiTCrsitj  confounds  election. 

Baron. 
Election  is  an  act 
Of  win,  not  Toice ;  of  an  internal  suffirage. 
Not  outwaTd  sound. 

Trmgedi^  of  Cicero. 

80  much  to  win,  so  nraeh  to  lose, 
No  marvel  that  I  fear  to  choose. 

Jtfiw  London, 
Think  not  too  meanly  of  thy  low  estate ; 
Hioa  hast  a  choice ;  to  choose  is  to  create ! 
Remember  whose  the  sacred  lips  that  tell, 
Angels  afvptore  thee  when  thy  choice  is  well ; 
Use  wen  tlie  freedom  which  thy  Master  gave. 

O.  IF.  Hdmes. 


CHURCH. 

To  kirk  the  nar,  to  God  more  &r. 
Has  been  an  old  said  saw; 
And  he  that  strives  to  touch  a  star. 
Oft  stombles  at  a  straw. 

Spenoer'o  Shtpkerd^o  Calmdar. 
Too  raisM  these  hallow'd  walls ;  the  desert  smU*d, 
And  paradise  was  openM  in  the  wild. 
No  weeping  orphan  saw  his  father's  stores, 
Our  shrines  irradiate,  or  emblaze  the  floors ; 
No  silver  saints  by  dying  misers  given, 
Here  bribe  the  rage  of  ill  requited  heaven ; 
But  such  plain  rooft  as  piety  could  raise. 
And  only  vocal  with  the  maker's  praise. 

P€pe*8  EUrioa  to  Ahdard. 
Here  some  are  thinkin'  on  their  sins. 
An'  some  upo*  their  claes; 
Ane  curses  feet  that  fylM  his  shins, 
Anither  sighs  an*  prays: 
On  this  hand  sits  a  chosen  swatch, 
Wi*  icrewM  up,  grace-proud  faces : 
On  that,  a  set  o*  chaps  at  watch, 
Thrang  winkin'  on  the  lasses. 

Burm. 

Why  should  we  crave  a  haHow'd  spott 
An  dtar  is  in  each  man's  cot, 
A  church  in  every  grove  that  spreads 
Its  living  roof  above  ott  heads. 

Wordmoorth, 


What  is  a  church  7-^  Our  honest  sexton  tells 
'TIS  a  taU  building,  with  a  tower  and  beUs. 

Crabbe^B  Bonugk, 
—Piety  first  laid 
A  strong  foundation,  but  she  wanted  aid ; 
To  wealth  unwieldy  was  her  prayer  address'd. 

Who  largely  gave. 

Crohb€ 
The  perfect  world,  by  Adam  trod, 
Was  the  first  Temple  — built  by  God— 
His  fiat  laid  the  comer-stone, 
And  heaved  its  piUan,  one  by  one. 

WiUit. 
On  other  shores,  above  thoir  mould'ring  towns, 
In  sullen  pomp  the  taU  cathedral  frowns. 
Pride  in  its  aisles,  and  paupers  at  the  door,^ 
Which  feeds  the  beggars  whom  it  fleeced  of  yore, 
Simple  and  frail,  our  lowly  Temples  throw 
Their  slender  shadows  on  the  paths  below ; 
Scarce  steal  the  winds,  that  sweep  his  woodland 

tracks. 
The  larch's  perfume  from  the  settler's  axe, 
Ere,  like  a  vision  of  the  morning  air, 
His  slight  fi>amed  steeple  marks  the  house  of 

prayer !  O.  W.  Hcimea. 

But  when  the  sabbath  gatherings  press, 
Like  armies  firom  the  wilderness, 
'T  is  then  the  dim,  old  woods  afford 
The  sanctuary  of  the  Lord : 
The  Holy  Spirit  breathes  around — 
That  forest  glade  is  sacred  ground. 
Nor  Temple  buUt  with  hands  could  vie 
In  glory  with  its  majesty. 
The  trees,  Uke  living  oduams  rise, 
Whose  tops  sustain  the  bendmg  skies; 
And  o'er  those  earnest  worshippers 
God's  love,  like  holy  roof  is  spread, 
And  eivery  leaf  the  zephyr  stirs 
Some  heavenly  promise  seems  to  shed. 

Mr8.  HaU 

Look  on  this  edifice  of  marble  made — 
How  fair  it  swells  too  beautiful  to  fade. 
See  what  fine  people  in  its  portals  crowd, 
Smiling  and  greeting,  talking,  laugliing  loud ! 
What  b  it !    Surely  not  a  gay  Exchange 
Where  Wit  and  Beauty  social  joys  arrange. 
Not  a  grand  shop  where  late  Parisian  styles 
Attract  rich  buyers  fVom  a  thousand  miles  ? 
But  step  within :  no  need  of  further  search, 
Behold,  admire  a  fashionable  church ! 
Look  how  its  oriel  window  glints  and  gleamii, 
What  tinted  light  magnificently  streams 
On  the  proud  pulpit,  carved  vrith  quaint  devion. 
Whato  velvet  cmduons  exquisitely  nice, 
Press'd  by  the  polish'd  preacher's  dainty  handa- 
Hold  a  large  volumo  cUsp'd  by  golden  bands 

Park  Benjomm 
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But  if  thee  list  unto  the  oonrt  to  throng, 

And  there  to  hunt  after  the  hoped  prey, 

Then  most  thou  thee  dispose  another  way ; 

For  there  thou  needs  must  learn  to  laugh,  to  lie, 

To  &ce,  to  forge,  to  sooff  to  company. 

To  cranch,  to  please  to  be  a  beetlfr«toek 

Of  thy  great  master's  will,  to  scorn,  to  mock; 

So  maist  thou  chanoe  mark  oat  a  benefice, 

Unless  thou  oanst  one  conjure  by  device, 

Or  cast  a  figure  for  a  btshoprick ; 

And  if  one  oould,  it  were  but  a  school  trick. 

Hiese  be  the  ways  by  which  without  reward. 

Livings  in  courts  be  gotten,  though  fiill  hard. 

8pen»er*$  MaUur  Hvhbard^B  Tale, 
Their  sheep  have  crusts,  and  they  the  bread ; 
The  chips  and  they  the  cheer : 
They  have  the  fleece,  and  eke  the  flesh, 
(O  seely  sheep  the  vdiile !) 
The  com  is  theirs — let  others  thresh, 
Hieir  hands  they  may  not  file. 

Spenaa'B  Shqfherd'$  Calendar, 

Schoohnen  must  war  with  schoolmen,  text  with 

text; 
The  first  *s  the  Chaldee's  paraphrase ;  the  next 
The  Septuaginf  B :  opinion  thwarts  opinion ; 
The  Papist  holds  then  the  first,  th*  last  th*  Ar- 


And  then  the  councils  must  be  callM  t'  advise, 
What  this  of  LatVan  says,  what  that  of  Nice. 

F,  Quarles. 
Tree  will  *s  dlqrated,  consubstantiation, 
And  the  deep  ocean  of  predestination, 
Where,  daring  venture  oft  too  fiu*  into  't, 
lliey,  Pharaoh  like,  are  drown*d  both  horse  and 

fiwt  F.  Qmrie$. 

My  trade  is  a  fine,  easy,  gainfiil  cheat; 
How  euy  *t  is  saintship  to  counterfisit, 
And  pleasing  fables  to  invent  and  spread. 
And  fyciB  ne*er  find  the  cheat  till  they  are  dead. 
Ctmon^B  EngUah  Friar. 
Make  not  the  church  to  us  an  instrument 
Of  bondage,  to  yourselves  of  liberty : 
Obedience  there  confirms  your  government , 
Our  sovereigns,  God*s  subalterns,  you  be. 

Lord  Bnok9*9  Akham. 

It  never  was  a  prosperous  world 
Since  pnests  have  interfer*d  with  temporal  matters ; 
The  custom  of  their  ancestors  they  slight. 
And  change  their  shirts  of  hair  fer  robes  of  gold ; 
I'hus  luxury  and  interest  rule  the  church. 
Whilst  piety  and  oonsoience  dwell  in  caves. 

Ba%uirvfC9  FM  if  Mortimer. 


Hood  an  ass  with  rev^end  pivpla, 

So  yon  can  hide  his  two  ambitioiis  eui^ 

And  he  shall  pass  fiir  a  cathedral  doctoK. 

JimmnC9  Voifoiwi 
Love  and  meekness,  lord. 
Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambition  i 
Win  straying  souls  with  modesty  again. 
Cast  none  away. 

ShaU.  Henry  VIIL 
But  you  misuse  the  reverence  of  yotu*  place  i 
Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heaven, 
As  a  fkvourite  doth  his  prince*s  name 
In  deeds  dishonourable. 

Shaks.  fid  part  of  Henry  IV 
Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do, 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven ; 
Whilst,  like  a  puff*d  and  reckless  libertine. 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads. 
And  recks  not  his  ovm  road. 

ShaIsM,HamUL 

Babble  on,  ye  priests,  amuse  mankind 
With  idle  tales  of  flames  and  torturing  fiends, 
And  starry  crowns,  for  patient  sufierings  here : 
Yes,  gull  the  crowd,  and  gain  their  earthly  goods. 
For  feign*d  reversions  in  a  heavenly  state. 

W.  Shirley'B  Parricide. 
Then  might  you  see 
Cowls,  hoods,  and  habits  with  their  wearers  tost 
And  flutter'd  into  rags ;  then  reliquee,  beads, 
Lidulgences,  dispenses,  pardons,  bulls. 
The  sport  of  winds;  all  these  npwhirPd  aloft 
Fly  to  the  rearward  of  the  world  fiur  off 
Lito  a  limbo  large  and  broad,  since  called 
The  paradise  of  fools. 

Mt2ton*s  Paradise  Loei, 
Embryos  and  idiots,  eremites  and  friars, 
White,  black,  and  grey,  with  all  their  trumpery. 

MiUon'e  Paradise  LotL 
Wolves  shall  succeed  fi>r  teachers,  grievous  wolves, 
Who  all  the  sacred  mysteries  of  heaven 
To  their  own  vile  advantages  shall  turn. 
Of  lucre  and  ambition,  and  the  truth 
With  superstitions  and  traditions  taint 

MiUon^e  Paradiee  Zest 
Then  shall  they  seek  to  avail  themselves  of  names, 
Places,  and  titles,  and  with  these  to  join 
Secular  power,  though  feigning  still  to  act 
By  spiritual,  to  themselves  appropriating 
The  spirit  of  God,  promis'd  alike  and  given 
To  all  believers ;  and  fit>m  that  pretense. 
Spiritual  Uvrs  by  carnal  pow'r  shall  fiiree 
Oa  every  conscience ;  laws  which  none  shaB  find 
Left  them  enroU'd,  or  what  the  spirit  within 
Shall  on  the  heart  engrave. 

JKt2loii*s  Paendm  Lott 
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For  this  the  elergry  win  itil!  argue  <ia^ 
Deny  for  |itq«e,  mnert  ftom  prajodiee; 
Show  OS  die  lesflOQf  selilom  the  example. 
And  iMeach  m^  laws  which  thej  will  ne*er  obey. 
Havard's  King  CharU$  L 
He  ooold  raise  scraplea  dark  and  nice, 
4nd  a  Act  solve  *em  in  a  trice ; 
Aa  if  diTinity  had  catchM 
Hie  itch  on  ptxrpoflc  to  be  scratched. 

ButUr'B  HudUmu 
Bat  preaching  was  his  chiefest  talent, 
Or  argument,  in  which  being  valiant, 
He  nsM  to  lay  about  and  stickle, 
Like  run  or  bull  at  conventicle ; 
For  disputants,  like  rams  and  bulls, 
Do  fight  with  arms  that  spring  from  sknils. 

Bidler'$  Hudibrtu, 
Denounced  and  praj^d,  with  fierce  devotion. 
And  bended  elbows  on  the  cosliion ; 
Stole  from  the  beggars  all  their  tones. 
And  gifled  mortifying  groans: 
Had  lights  where  better  ejes  were  blind, 
As  pigs  are  said  to  see  the  wind. 

BuOer^t  Hudtbnf. 
Tor  he  was  of  that  stubborn  crew. 
Of  errant  saints,  whom  all  men  grant 
To  be  the  true  church  militant ; 
Such  as  do  build  their  faith  upon 
The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gun; 
Decide  all  oontroverries  b j 
In&lKUe  artillery; 
Aad  prove  their  doctrine  orthodox 
By  apostolic  Uowb  and  knooka 

BuOar't  HudUntis. 
What  makes  a  church  a  den  of  thieves  7 
A  dean  and  chapter,  and  white  sleeves. 

BuOer'B  Hudtbroi. 
Is  *t  not  ridiculous,  and  nonsense, 
A  saint  should  be  a  slave  to  conscience. 
That  ought  to  be  above  such  fancies, 
As  &r  as  above  ordinances  7 

Butler*§  Hudbirm. 

The  godly  may' allege. 
Pot  any  thing  their  privilege ; 
And  to  the  devil  himself  may  go. 
If  they  have  motives  thereunto, 
For,  as  there  is  a  war  between 
The  devil  and  them,  it  is  no  sin. 
If  they  by  subtle  stratagem 
Make  use  of  him,  as  he  does  them. 

BuOer^B  Hudibnu. 
Vor  saints  may  do  the  same  things  by 
The  spirit,  in  sincerity, 
Which  other  men  are  tempted  tin 
And  at  the  devil's  instance  do; 


And  yet  the  actions  be  contrary, 
Just  as  the  saints  and  wicked  vary. 

Butler^s  Hudibrat 
You  wont  to  lead 
My  reason  blindfold  like  a  hamper'd  lion, 
ChcckM  of  his  noble  vigour :  then,  when  baited 
Down  to  obedient  tameness,  may  it  coucli. 
And  show  strange  tricks,  which  you  call  signs  of 

faith: 
So  silly  souls  are  gulPd,  and  you  get  money ! 

Otvxnf$  Venice  Preterved, 
Is  not  the  care  of  souls  a  load  sufficient? 
Are  not  your  holy  stipends  paid  for  this  7 
Were  you  not  bred  apart  from  worldly  noise 
To  study  souls,  their  cures,  and  their  diseases  ? 
The  province  of  the  soul  is  large  enough 
To  fill  up  every  cranny  of  your  time, 
And  leave  you  much  to  answer,  if  one  wretch 
Be  damn*d  by  your  neglect 

DrydetC$  Don  Sebaetiam, 
I  tell  thee,  Mufli,  if  the  world  were  wise. 
They  would  not  wag  one  finger  in  thy  quarrels : 
Your  heav'n  you  promise,  but  our  earth  you  covet : 
The  Phaetons  of  mankind,  who  fire  that  world 
Which  you  were  sent,  by  preaching  but  to  warm. 

Dryden't  Don  SebaeUan. 
Bloated  with  ambition,  pride  and  avarice, 
You  swell  to  counsel  kings  and  govern  kingdoms. 
Content  you  with  monopolizing  heaven. 
And  let  this  little  hanging  ball  alone : 
For  give  you  but  a  foot  of  conscience  there. 
And  you,  like  Archimedes,  top  the  globe. 

DrydeiC9  Den  Sebaetian, 
I  met  a  reverend,  fat,  old,  gouty  fiiar. 
With  a  paunch  swoll*n  so  high,  his  double  ehin 
Might  rest  upon*t :  a  true  son  of  the  church ! 
Fresh-oolourM  and  well-thriving  on  his  trade. 

Dryden'$  Spanith  Fair. 
Priesthood,  that  makes  a  merchandise  of  Heav'n ! 
Priesthood,  that  sells  ev*n  to  their  pray*rs  and 

blessings. 
And  force  us  to  pay  for  our  own  cos*nage. 

Dryden'$  Tmkt9  and  Cresmda, 
The  proud  he  tamM,  the  penitent  he  cheerM : 
Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  offender  fearM. 
His   preaching   much,   but  more   his   practise 

wrought, 
(A  living  sermon  of  the  truths  he  taught,) 
For  this  by  rules  severe  his  life  he  squarM  * 
That  all  might  see  the  doctrine  which  they  heard. 
Dryden*8  Character  of  a  Good  Pantm. 
A  fox,  full  firaught  with  seeming  sanctity. 
That  fear*d  an  oath,  but  like  the  devil  would  hv. 
Who  lookM  like  lent,  and  had  the  holy  leer, 
And  durst  not  sin  before  he  said  his  prayer. 
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IDs  talk  was  now  of  tythes  and  duet ; 
I  Jc  smok'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 
Knew  how  to  preach  old  sermons  next, 
V'amp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text ; 
At  christenings  well  could  act  his  part, 
And  had  the  service  all  bj  heart ; 
WishM  women  might  have  children  fast, 
And  thought  whose  sow  had  farrow*d  last ; 
Against  dissenters  would  repine, 
And  stood  up  firm  for  right  divine ; 
Found  his  head  fiUM  with  many  a  system, 
But  classic  authors  —  he  ne*er  miss*d  'em. 

StDifPB  Baucis  and  PhUemotL 
If  such  dinners  you  give, 
You  '11  ne'er  want  for  parsons  as  long  as  you  live : 
I  ne'er  knew  a  parson  without  a  good  nose, 
But  the  devil's  as  welcome  wherever  he  goes. 

Stoijt 
Why  seek  we  truth  from  priests  7 
The  smiles  of  courtiers,  and  the  harlot's  tears. 
The  tradesman's  oath,  and  mourning  of  an  heir. 
Are  truths  to  what  priests  tell ! 
Oh  why  ht^  priesthood  privilege  to  lie  ! 
And  yet  to  be  believed  ? 

Zef's  CEdipus. 
If  we  must  pray. 
Rear  in  the  streets  bright  altars  to  the  gods. 
Let  virgfin's  hands  adorn  the  sacrifice ; 
And  not  a  grey-beard  forging  priest  come  here. 
To  pry  into  the  bowels  of  their  victim, 
And  with  their  dotage  mad  the  gaping  world. 

Zree's  (EdipuM, 
HI  befall 
Such  meddh^  priests,  wh^  kindle  up  confusion. 
And  vex  the  quiet  world  with  their  vain  scruples ; 
By  heav'n  'tis  done  in  perfect  spite  of  peace. 

Rowers  Jane  Shore, 
Others  of  graver  mien,  behold,  adom'd 
With  holy  ensigns,  how  sublime  they  move. 
And  bending  oft  their  sanctimonious  eyes, 
Take  homage  of  the  simple-minded  throng ; 
Ambassadors  of  heaven ! 

Akensid^B  Pleasures  <}f  Imagination, 
hear  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  smil'd. 
And  still  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild. 
There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclose. 
The  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  tlie  country  dear. 
And  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year ; 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race. 
Nor  e'er  had  chang'd  nor  wish'd  to  change  his  place; 
Unskilful  he  to  fiiwn,  or  seek  for  power, 
By  doctrines  fashion'd  to  the  varying  hour ; 
Kar  other  aims  his  heart  had  leam'd  to  prize, 
.More  bent  to  raise  the  wretched  than  to  rise. 

Goldsmith's  Deserted  ViUags. 


At  church  with  meek  and  mafibetsd  gTaoe» 
His  looks  adozn'd  the  venerable  plaee ; 
IVuth  from  his  lips  prevail'd  with  double  mwsj^ 
And  fools,  who  came  to  scofl^  remain'd  to  pray. 
Goldsmith's  Dsssrtsd  ViUage 

Ev*n  children  followed  with  endearing  wile 
And  pluck'd  his  gown  to  share  the  good  man's 
smile.  Goldsmith's  Deserted  ViUage, 

Or  prophecy,  which  dreams  a  lie. 
That  fools  believe,  and  knaves  apply. 

Green's  Grotto, 
Of  right  and  wrong  he  taught 
Truths  as  refined  as  ever  Athens  heard ; 
And  (strange  to  tell!)  he  practised  what  he 
preach'd. 

Armstrong's  Art  of  Preserving  Health, 

The  royal  letters  are  a  thing  of  course, 

A  king,  that  would,  might  recommend  his  horse ; 

And  deans,  no  doubt,  and  chapters  with  one  voice, 

As  bound  in  duty,  would  confirm  the  choice. 

Behold  your  bishop ! — well  he  plays  his  part. 

Christian  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart. 

Ghostly  in  office,  earthly  in  his  plan, 

A  slave  at  court,  elsewhere  a  lady's  man. 

Dumb  as  a  senator,  and  as  a  priest; 

A  piece  of  mere  church-furniture  at  best 

Cowper's  Tiroeiinum 
Your  lordship  and  your  grace,  what  schools  can 

teach 
A  rhetoric  equal  to  those  parts  of  speech  ? 
What  need  of  Homer's  verse,  or  TuIIy's  prose. 
Sweet  interjections !  if  he  learn  but  those : 
Let  reverend  churls  his  ignorance  rebuke 
Who  starve  upon  a  dog's-ear'd  Pentateuch, 
The  parson  knows  enough  who  knows  a  duke. 

Cowper's  Tirocinium, 
In  man  or  woman,  but  far  most  in  man. 
And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers 
And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 
All  affectation.    'T is  my  perfect  scorn; 
Object  of  my  implacable  disgust. 

Cowper's  Task 
Behold  the  picture !  Is  it  like  7  Like  whom  7 
The  things  that  mount  the  rostrum  with  a  skip 
And  then  skip  down  again.    Pronounce  &  text, 
Cry  hem ;  and  reading  what  they  never  wrote, 
Just  fifteen  minutes  huddle  up  their  work, 
And  with  a  well-bred  whisper  close  the  scene. 

Cowper's  Ta^ 
From  such  apostles,  oh  ye  mitred  heads, 
Preserve  the  church ;  and  lay  not  careless  hands 
On  skulls  that  cannot  teach,  and  will  not  learn. 

Cowper*s  Task 
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I  fenento  iba  man  whoae  heart  ia  wana, 
Whoaa  handa  an  para,  whoaa  doetrina  and  wlioaa 

Ufa 
Cotncidapt,  exhibit  lueid  proof 
Tliat  be  ia  hooaat  in  the  aacrad  canaa 

Coiapsr'a  Ta»L 
He  that  negotiatea  between  God  and  man. 
As  God*a  ambaaaador,  the  grand  eoncema 
Of  jodgmeot  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 
Of  ligbtneaa  in  bia  speech.    'Tie  pitiful 
To  eoort  a  grin,  when  70a  ahonld  woo  a  soul ; 
To  break  a  jeat,  when  pity  would  inspire 
Pathetic  exhortation ;  and  address 
Tbt  akittiah  &ncy  with  facetious  tales, 
When  sent  with  6od*8  commission  to  the  heart 

Coteper'a  ToaJL 
Church  ladders  are  not  always  mounted  best, 
Bj  learned  def ka,  and  Latinists  profcss'd 

Coioper. 
Learn  three-mile  prajr'rs,  an'  half-mile  graces, 
Wi*  weel-apread  looves,  an*  long,  wry  fiices ; 
Grunt  up  a  solemn,  lengthen'd  groan, 
And  damn  a*  parties  but  your  own ; 
111  warrant  then  ye*re  uae  deceiver, 
A  steady,  sturdy,  ataunch  believer. 

Burnt, 

Hear  bow  be  clears  the  points  o'  &ith 
Wi^  rattlin  an*  thumpin ! 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrtfth, 
He*s  atampin,  an'  he  *s  jumpin  I 

Burrui'$  Holy  Friar, 

Haughty  of  heart  and  brow  the  warrior  came, 
In  look  and  language  proud  aa  proud  oould  be, 
Vaunting  his  lordship,  lineage,  fights  and  fame ; 
Tet  waa  that  bare-foot  monk  more  proud  than  he. 
ScoWb  VisUm  of  Don  Roderick. 
Such  vast  impressions  did  his  sermons  make, 
He  always  kept  his  flock  awake. 

Dr.  WdcaCo  Peter  Pindar, 

hx  short,  no  dray-horse  ever  work*d  so  hard, 
Fhan  vaults  to  drag  up  hogshead,  tun,  or  pipe. 
As  this  good  priest,  to  drag,  &r  small  reward. 
Hie  aools  of  sinners  firom  the  devil's  gripe. 

Dr.  Wolcat'o  Peter  Pindar. 

JM  gentlemen  of  fbrtune  die, 
And  leave  the  church  a  good  round  sum ; 
Lo !  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
The  paraon  fiank'd  their  souls  to  kingdom  come. 
Dr.  Woieat9  Peter  Pindar. 
Whate'er 
I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between 
Heaven  and  myaelf — I  shall  not  choose  a  mortal 
To  ba  my  mediator. 

Bynm*tMm^hd. 


Around  bia  finrm  bia  loose  long  robe  waa  thrown , 
And  wrapp'd  a  breast  bestow'd  on  heaven  alone. 

Byron*M  Coreair. 
Father !  thy  days  have  paas'd  in  peace, 
'Mid  counted  beads,  and  countless  prayer. 
To  bid  the  aba  of  others  ceaae, 
TliyBelf  without  a  crime  or  care. 
Save  transient  ills  that  all  must  bear, 
Haa  been  thy  lot,  firom  youth  to  age. 

BxfrotCe  Oiaour, 

Dark  and  unearthly  ia  the  soowl. 
That  glarea  beneath  his  dusky  cowl — 
Hie  flaah  of  that  dilating  eye 
Reveals  too  much  of  times  gone  by. 

JSynm'a  Giaour. 

But  the  unfidthful  Priest,  what  tongue 
Enough  shall  execrate  7 

PoOodt. 

**  What  is  a  Church?"  Let  truth  and  reaaon  speak; 
They  should  reply — ••The  &ithful,  pure,  and 

meek, 
From  Christian  folds,  the  one  selected  race. 
Of  all  pre&aaioBs,  and  of  every  place." 

Crabbo 

I  like  a  church,  I  like  a  cowl, 

I  love  a  prophet  of  the  soul. 

And  on  my  heart  monaatio  aialea 

Fall  like  aweet  atrains  or  penaive  smiles, 

Yet  not  for  all  bia  fiuth  can  see. 

Would  I  that  cowled  churchman  be. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emetmm. 

By  the  white  neck-cloth,  with  its  straiten'd  tie, 
The  sober  hat,  the  Sabbath-speaking  eye. 
Severe  and  smileless,  he  that  runs  may  read 
The  stem  disciple  of  Geneva's  creed. 

O.  W,  Hdnm. 

A  livelier  bearing  of  the  outward  man, 
The  light4med  glovea,  the  undevout  rattan. 
Now  smartly  rais'd  or  half-profanely  twurl'd^— 
A  bright,  fireah  twinkle  fix>m  the  weeluday  world,— 
Tell  their  plain  story ; — yea,  thine  eyea  behold 
A  cheerful  Christian  from  the  liberal  fold. 

O.  W.  Holmn. 


CHURCH-YARD. 

He  solitary,  silent,  aolemn  aoene. 
Where  GBBaara,  heroea,  peaaanta,  hermita  lie, 
Blended  in  dust  together ;  where  the  riave 
Resti  from  bis  labours;  where  th'  insulting  proM 
Resigns  bis  power,  the  mirar  drops  hia  board, 
Where  human  felly  aleepa. 


/4 


CIRCUMVENTION-CIGAR-CTTY  AND  CITIZENa 


Btnoge  thingfi,  the  neighbours  m j,  have  happenM 

there: 
Wild  shrieks  have  issued  from  the  hollow  tombs, 
Dead  men  have  come  agrain,  and  wallt'd  about; 
And  the  great  bell  has  tolled  unrung,  untonch'd. 
8ach  tales  their  cheer  at  wake  or  gossipptng, 
When  it  draws  near  to  ^witching  time  of  night 

Blair's  Orave, 
There  lay  the  warrior  and  the  son  of  song, 

And  there — in  silence  till  the  judgment  day — 
The  orator,  whose  aU-persuading  tongue 
Had  mov*d  the  nations  with  resistless  sway. 

Mrs,  NerUm, 
What  to  us  the  grave  7 
It  brings  no  real  homily !  we  sigh, 
Pause  for  awhile  and  murmur — **  All  must  die!** 
Then  rush  to  pleasure,  action,  sin,  once  more, 
Swell  the  loud  tide  and  fret  unto  the  shore. 

Tht  New  Tknon, 
In  dim  cathedrals,  dark  with  vaulted  gloom. 
What  holy  awe  invests  the  sacred  tomb ! 
Iliere  pride  will  bow,  and  anxious  care  expand* 
And  creeping  avarice  eome  with  open  hand; 
The  gay  can  weep,  the  impious  can  adoro, 
From  mom*8  first  glimmerings  on  the  chancel 

floor 
Till  djring  sunset  shed  his  crimson  stains 
Through  the  faint  halos  of  the  irisM  panes. 

Yet  there  are  graves,  whose  rudely  shapen  sod 
Bears  the  fresh  footprints  where  the  sexton  trod; 
Graves  where  the  verdure  has  not  dar^d  to  shoot, 
Where  the  chance  wildflowcr  has  not  fixM  its  root. 
Whose  slumbering  tenants^  dead  without  a  name. 
The  eternal  record  shall  at  length  proclaim 
Pure  as  the  holiest  in  the  long  array 
Of  hooded,  mitred,  or  tiara'd  clay ! 

O.  W,  Hebne$. 


CIRCUMVENTION. 

They  must  sweep  my  way. 
And  marshal  me  to  knavery :  Let  it  work— 
For  'tis  the  sport,  to  have  the  engineer 
Hoist  with  his  own  petard ;  and  *t  shall  go  hard. 
Bat  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  minesi 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon. 

Shaki.  HamUL 

Thito  work  requires  long  time,  dissembling  looks, 
Commixt  with  UDdermining  actions, 
Watching  advantages  to  eaecnto 
Our  foes  are  mighty,  and  their  number  great, 
It  tnerefbre  ibllows  that  our  stratagems 
Must  brsneh  forth  into  manifoki  deceits, 
Kndless  devices,  bottomless  conclusions. 

Chapnan'B  Alpkomus. 


Bear  your  wrongs  oonceal'd. 
And  patient  as  the  tortoise ;  let  this  camel 
Stalk  o'er  your  back  unbmls'd:  sleep  with  tb^ 

lion. 

And  let  this  brood  of  aeoore  foolish  mice 
Play  with  your  nostrils,  till  the  time  be  ripe 
For  the  bloody  audit,  and  the  folml  gripe : 
Aim  like  a  canning  fowler,  cIms  one  eye. 
That  jTou  the  better  may  your  game  espy. 

W^9ler'$  WUU  Dmk 


CIGAR.  —  (See  Smoking.) 


crrr  and  citizens. 

These  base  mechanics  never  keep  their  words 
In  any  thing  they  promise.    *Tis  their  trade 
To  swear  and  break ;  they  all  grow  rich  by  breaking 
More  than  their  words ;  their  honesties  and  credits. 
Are  still  the  first  commodities  (hey  put  oft 

Jon»on*B  iVsto  /ha. 
Indeed  all  our  chief  living,  n  by  fools 
And  knaves ;  we  could  not  keep  open  shop  else : 
Fools  that  enter  into  bands,  and  knaves  bind  them. 

MiddUUm'$  Phemix. 
The  fkwning  citizen,  whose  love's  bought  dearest. 
Deceives  his  brother  when  the  sun  shines  dearest. 
Gets,  borrows,  breaks,  lets  in  and  stops  out  light, 
And  lives  a  knave,  to  leave  his  son  a  knight 

BrwnC9  Psistembk 
Take  heed  what  you  say,  sir. 
An  hundred  honest  men !  why,  if  there  weM 
So  many  i'  tii'  city,  'twere  enough  to  forfeit 
Their  charter. 

fifttrley's  QawnatM^ 
So  merchant  has  his  house  in  town. 
And  country-seat  near  Banstead  down : 
Yrom.  <Mie  he  dates  his  foreign  letters, 
Sends  out  his  goods,  and  duns  his  debtors ; 
In  t'other,  at  his  hours  of  leisure. 
He  smokes  his  pipe,  and  takes  his  pleasure. 

Prior'B  AUmu 
Religious,  punctual,  frugal,  and  so  forth ; 
His  word  would  pass  for  more  than  he  was  worth« 
One  solid  dish  his  week-day  meal  afibrds. 
And  added  pudding  solemniz'd  the  Lord's; 
Constant  at  church  and  'change,  his  gains  were 

sure. 
His  givings  rare,  save  forthings  to  the  poor. 

Pcpe^§  Moral  Etwoft, 
Or  at  some  banker's  desk,  like  many  more. 
Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four. 
His  name  had  stood  in  city  annals  fair. 
And  prudent  dulncss  mark'd  him  for  a  mayor* 

ChurchaWt  Rtmtad 


t 
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The  cit — «  wniiMwi  conncilnuui  by  pkee^ 

Ten  thooMiid  miglity  nofthingB  in  hia  &o«, 

Bf  ntoAtton  m  by  natiiBO  gr«at» 

With  nice  pradtion  paroels  oat  the  state  t 

Proves  and  disproves,  affirms  and  then  denieBi 

Objects  himself  and  to  hioudf  lepfiea : 

Wielding  aloft  the  polhioian's  rod^ 

Makes  Pitt  by  tnina  a  devil  and  a  god  t 

MaintainB  ev'n  to  the  wrj  teeth  of  pow'r, 

Hw  same  thing  light  and  wrong  in  half  an 

hour. 
Now  an  is  wen,  now  he  suspects  a  plot, 
And  plainly  pvoves  whatever  is— is  not: 
FeaHbUy  wise,  he  shakes  his  empty  head, 
And  deals  oat  empires  as  he  deals  out  thread; 
His  nseless  scales  are  in  a  corner  flung, 
And  Europe's  balance  hangs  upon  his  tongue. 

CkurehSVt  Ro9ciad. 

Sabnrban  TiUas,  highway^de  retreats, 

Ibat  dread  th*  encroachment  of  our  growing 


Where  are  ye,  linnet !  lark  I  and  thrash! 
That  perch  on  leafy  bough  and  bush, 

And  tune  the  various  song  7 
Two  hurdy^tudies,  and  a  poor 
Street-Handel  grinding  at  my  door, 
Are  aU  my  **  toneftd  throng.*' 


Haoi 


Tight  bazBS,  neatly  sash'd,  and  in  a  blase 
With  aH  a  July's  sun*s  ooUected  rays. 
Delight  the  citizen,  who  gaspmg  thero 
Breathes  douds  of  dust,  and  calls  it  country  air. 
Cowper'9  ReUrentenL 

I  dweU  amid  the  city, 

And  hear  the  flow  of  souls ! 
I  do  not  hear  the  several  contraries 
I  do  not  hear  the  separate  tone  that  roUs 

In  art  or  speech. 
For  pomp  or  trade,  ftr  merrymake  or  fbUy, 
1  hear  tbe  confluence  and  sum  of  each. 

And  that  is  melancholy !  — 
Thy  voice  is  a  complaint,  O  crowned  city, 
Tlie  blue  sky  oovering  thee,  like  God's  great 

pily. 

JITiss  Barrett. 

Cbme  out,  love — the  night  is  enchanting  \ 

The  moon  hangs  just  over  Broadway ; 
The  stars  are  aU  lighted  and  panting  — 

(Hot  wcatiier  up  there,  I  dare  say !) 
•Tis  seldom  that  "coolness"  entices. 

And  love  is  no  better  for  chilling — 
But  come  up  to  Thompson's  for  ices 

And  cool  your  warm  heart  for  a  shilling ! 

TV.  P.  wmis. 

How  tenderly  RouMea^  reviewed 
Hia  periwinkles  I    Mine  are  stew'd ! 

My  rose  blooms  on  a  gown ! 
I  hunt  in  vain  fi>r  eglantine. 
And  find  my  bloB.beU  on  the  sign 

That  mafiea  the  BeH  and  Gtown*. 

Hood. 


CLOUDS. 

The  clouds  were  toach'd. 

And  in  their  sOcnt  faces  could  be  read 

Unutterable  love. 

Wordnooffl. 

The  clouds  that  gather  round  the  setting  sun 
Do  take  a  sober  colouring  from  an  eye 
That  hath  kept  watch  o'er  man's  mortality. 

Wordsworik. 
There 's  not  a  doud  in  that  blue  plain. 

But  teUs  of  storms  to  come  or  past ; — 
Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 

Of  a  young  war-horse  in  the  blast  ;— 
There,  roll'd  in  masses  dark  and  swelling 
As  proud  to  be  the  thunder's  dwelling. 

The  clouds  consign  their  treasure  to  the  fields, 
And,  sofUy  shaking  on  the  dimpled  pool 
Prelusive  drops,  let  aU  their  moisture  flow. 
In  large  efibsion  o'er  a  freshen'd  world. 

Thom$m 

That  cloud  was  beautiful,  —  was  one 

Among  a  thousand  round  the  sun : 

The  thousand  shared  the  common  lot ; 

Thej  came,  —  they  went, — they  were  forgot ; 

This  fairy  form  alone  imprees'd 

Its  perfect  image  in  mj  breast, 

And  shines  as  richly  blazon'd  there 

As  in  its  element  of  air. 

X  JfOBl|gOfllOV3f- 

Now  a  doud. 
Massive  and  black,  strides  up;  the  angry  g*eam 
Of  the  red  lightning  deaves  the  firowning  foldsu 

StruL'9  P0 


Wafted  up. 

The  stealing  doud  iritfa  soil  grey  blinds  the  sky 

And  in  its  vapory  mantie  onward  steps 

llie  summer  shower. 

StreeC^PomM, 

Ye  doods,  that  are  the  ornament  of  heaven, 

Who  give  to  it  its  gayest  shadowings 

And  its  most  awlbl  gkuries ;  ye  who  rott 

In  the  dark  tempest,  or  at  dewy  evening 

Bow  low  in  tenderest  beauty;^ye  are  to  Us 

A  volume  fiiH  of  wisdom. 

PenhoC^Pmm 
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COMET. 

Lo !  from  the  dread  immenflity  of  space 
Rettiming,  with  accelerated  coune, 
The  rushing  comet  to  the  tun  descends : 
And  as  he  sinks  below  the  shading  earth, 
With  awful  train  projected  o*er  the  heavens. 
The  guilty  nations  tremble. 

Hast  thou  ne'er  seen  the  eomet*s  flaming  flight? 
Th*  illustrious  stranger  passing,  terror  sheds 
On  gazing  nations,  from  his  fiery  train 
Of  length  enormous,  takes  his  ample  round 
Through  depths  of  ether;  coasts  nnnumber*d 

worlds. 
Of  more  than  solar  glory;  doubles  wide 
Hoaven*B  mighty  cape ;  and  then  revisits  earth. 
From  the  long  travel  of  a  thousand  years. 

Foufig's  Night  ThoughU, 

Lone  traveller  through  the  fields  of  air, 

What  may  thy  presence  here  portend  7 
Art  come  to  greet  the  planets  fiiir,  * 

As  fi'icnd  greets  friend? 
Whatever  thy  purpose,  thou  dost  teach 

Some  lessons  to  the  hnmble  soul ; 
Tliough  far  and  dim  thy  pathway  reach. 

Yet  still  thy  goal 
Tends  to  the  fountain  of  that  light 

From  whence  thy  golden  beams  are  won; 
So  should  we  turn,  fix>m  earth's  dark  night, 

To  God  our  sun. 

Mr$.  HM$  Poenu, 


COMFORT. 

What  is  comfort, 
When  the  poor  patient's  heart  is  past  relief  7 
It  is  no  doctor's  art  can  cure  my  grie£ 

MiddUion, 

Hiere  is  a  heaven  yet  to  rest  my  soul  on 
In  midst  of  all  unbappiness,  which  I  look  on 
With  the  same  comibrt,  as  a  distress'd  seaman 
A  &r  off  views  the  coast  he  would  enjoy. 
When  yet  the  seas  do  toss  his  reeling  bark, 
*7Vizt  hope  and  danger. 

Shirky^B  Mai^§  Reteage. 

How  can  yoor  griefi 
Rzpect  comfort  from  him,  w&o  knows  not  how 
He  can  redress  his  own? 

Sir  W.  Dmotmmf  thfiirtmiaU  Ltmer, 

l'*or  in  a  dearth  of  comforts,  we  are  taught 
To  bb  contented  with  the  least 

8kr  W.  DanemmtB  Fair  FwMmriie, 


So  dying  men  receive  vain  comferts 
Ftom  those  visitwitB  they  lore,  whca  tkef 
Persuade  them  to  be  patient  at  the  kMs  of  Kie, 
With  saying  they  are  mortal  too,  and  mean 
T*  endure  the  Uke  calamity;  as  if 
To  die  were  llrom  good  fellowship,  from  fiec 
Intent  t'  accompany  departing  firiends, 
When  such  last  courtesy  proceeds  not  flrom 
Their  will,  but  nature's  obstinate  decree. 

Sir  W.  Dawemmtt  Fmr  FnamiU, 

Yoor  comforts 
Come  as  in  draughts  the  elemental  dew 
Does  on  the  earth ;  it  wets,  but  leaves  no  moisture 
To  give  the  sear'd  plants  growth. 

CU^^thorne'i  Albertut  Wattenttein. 

Comfort  cannot  soothe 
The  heart  whose  life  is  centred  in  the  thought 
Of  happy  loves,  once  known,  and  still  in  hope, 
Living  with  a  conflnming  energy. 

PercioaL 

And  should  thy  comfort  with  my  effixrts  cease. 
And  only  then — perpetual  is  thy  peace 

Crabbe. 
It  is  a  little  thing  to  speak  a  phrase 
Of  common  comfort,  which  by  daily  use 
Has  almost  lost  its  sense ;  yet  on  the  ear 
Of  him  who  thought  to  die  unmoum'd  'twill  foil 
Like  choicest  music. 

Tayimrd. 

COMMONWEALTH. 

We  will  renew  the  times  of  tmtii  and  justice. 
Condensing  in  a  fiiir  &ee  commonwealtii 
Not  rash  equality,  but  equal  rights, 
Froportion'd  like  the  columns  of  the  temple. 
Giving  and  taking  strength  reciprocal 
And  making  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and  beauty. 
So  that  no  part  could  be  removed  without 
Infringement  of  the  general  symmetry. 

Byron^B  Doge  of  Venice, 


COMPANY.— (See  Society.) 


COMPASSION.— (See  Mbrct.) 


COMPLAINT. 

To  tell  thy  mis'ries  will  no  comfort  breed ; 
Men  help  thee  most,  that  think  thou  hast  no  need ; 
But  if  the  world  once  thy  misfortunes  know,  { 

Thou  soon  shall  lose  a  finend  and  find  a  foe. 

Ramddpk. 
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0  Mf,  why  agv,  and  grrief,  and  pain, 
Fhall  loii|r  to  gt\  but  long  in  Tain; 
Why  Tioe  is  left  to  moek  at  time, 
iknd,  prey  in  yean,  grow  grey  in  erime ; 
While  yooth,  that  every  eye  makee  glad, 
Aikd  beauty,  all  in  radiaaoe  dad,    « 
And  goodneaa,  cheering  every  heart, 
Come,  but  come  cnly  to  depart; 
Sonbeama,  to  eheer  life's  wintry  day— 
SiMibeama,  to  flash,  then  fiuie  away. 

Gome,  noqr  again  thy  woea  impart, 

TeU  all  thy  aorrows,  aU  thy  un; 
We  camkot  heal  the  throbbing  heart, 

mi  VB  diaoem  the  wounds  within. 

Crahbe. 
And  is  there  none  with  me  to  share 

The  glories  of  the  earth  and  sky  7 
The  eagle  throogh  the  pathless  air 

Is  fi>Uow'd  by  one  burning  eye. 

O.  W,  Halme$, 

(X)MPLIMENTS. 

Bbiish  aU  compliments,  but  single  truth, 
From  ey'ry  tongue,  and  ev*ry  shepherd's  heart, 
Let  them  use  still  persuading,  but  no  art 

Beamnont  and  FleUherU  FaUhfid  Shepherde$9. 
Treachery  oft  lurks 
In  compliments.    You  have  sent  so  many  posts 
Of  undertakings,  they  oatride  performance ; 
And  make  me  think' your  fair  pretences  aim 
At  some  intended  ill,  which  my  prevention 
Must  strive  to  avert 

NaW$  ToUenham  Court. 

Many,  thetz  wits  were  not  so  changeable 
As  their  faces,  and  having  but  one  suit 
Of  compliment,  and  that  not  unfashionable, 
They  were  fain  to  supply  it  with  legs  and  silence. 
KUUgrew^B  Conspiracy, 
When  stranger  stranger  met  upon  the  way, 
First,  each  to  each  bow'd  most  respectfhlly. 
And  large  profession  made  of  humble  service, 
And  then  the  stranger  took  the  other's  purse, 
And  he  that  stabb'd  his  neighbour  to  the  heart, 
Stabbed  him  politely,  and  retum'd  the  blade 
Seeking  into  its  aheath  with  gracefhl  air. 

PoUoek. 

CONCEALMENT.  —  (See  Skcrbst.) 


CONCEIT. 

Cooeeit  in  weakest  bodies,  strongest  works. 


Hiis  self-conceit  is  a  most  dangerous  shel^ 
Where  many  have  made  shipwreck  unawares : 
He  who  doth  trust  too  much  unto  himself 
Can  never  &il  to  &11  in  many  snares. 

Emi  1^  SietUne'B  Craasut* 

A  strong  conceit  is  rich ;  so  most  men  deem : 
If  not  to  be,  'tis  comfort  yet  to  seem. 

itfartton's  Antonio  and  Mdiida, 

Drawn  by  conceit  from  reason's  plan. 
How  vain  is  that  poor  creature,  man ! 
How  pleas'd  is  ev'iy  paltry  elf 
To  prate  about  that  thing,  himselE 

ChnrekUL 


CONFIDENCE. 

Set  on  your  food ; 
And  with  a  heart  new  fir'd  I  follow  you. 
To  do  I  know  not  what    But  it  suffioeth, 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Shakt.  JtiZius  Ctfaar . 

I  took  him  for  the  plainest  harmless't  creature. 
That  breath'd  upo%the  earth  a  Christian; 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  soul  recorded 
The  history  of  all  my  secret  thoughts. 

Shaks,  Richard  III. 

Tliou  know'st  how  fearless  is  my  trust  in  thee. 

mnLandML 

*  Trust  in  thee  7'    Ay,  dearest,  there 's  no  one  but 

must. 
Unless  truth  be  a  fable,  in  such  as  thee  trust ! 
For  who  can  see  heaven's  own  hue  in  those  eyes. 
And  doubt  that  truth  with  it  came  down  from  the 

skies; 
While  each  thought  of  thy  bosom,  Uke  morning's 

young  light. 
Almost  ere  'tis  bom,  flashes  there  on  his  sight ! 

C.  F.  Hoffman, 


CONSCIENCE. 

Ihe  sweetest  cordial  we  receive  at  last. 
Is  conscience  of  our  virtuous  actions  past 

0^9  0rmle9, 

Conscience! 
Poor  plodding  priests  and  preaching  friars  make 
Their  hollow  puIintB;  and  empty  aisles 
Of  churches  ring  with  that  round  word ;  but  we 
That  draw  the  subtile  and  more  piercing  air 
In  that  sublimed  region  of  a  court. 
Know  all  is  good  we  make  so,  and  go  on 
Secur'd  by  the  prosperity  of  our  enemies. 

BtnJmmm 

7* 


CONSCIENCE. 


When  tyraimiadng  pafai  ■hiU  ttop 

The  pueage  of  th  j  breath, 

And  thee  oompel  to  nreur  IbymA^ 

True  servant  unto  deaths 

Then  ehall  one  virtnoai  deed  impart 

More  pleasure  to  thj  mind. 

Than  all  the  treasures  that  on  earth, 

Ambttioas  thoughts  can  find. 

The  well-spent  time  of  one  short  day, 

One  hour,  one  moment  then. 

Shall  be  more  sweet  than  all  the  joyt 

Amongst  us  mortal  men. 

Hien  shalt  then  find  bat  one  reAige 

Which  comfort  can  retain: 

A  guiltless  conscience  pure  and  clear 

From  touch  of  sinful  stain. 

Brandon*$  Oetavia  to  AfOomuB. 
Consider  all  thy  actions,  and  take  heed 
On  stolen  bread,  tho*  it  is  sweet,  to  feed 
fifin,  like  a  bee,  unto  thy  hive  may  bring 
A  little  honey,  but  expect  the  sting. 
Thou  may^st  conceal  thy  sin  by  cunning  art. 
But  conscience  sits  a  witness  in  thy  heart; 
Which  will  disturb  thy  peace,  thy  rest  undo, 
For  that  is  witness,  judge,  and  prison  too. 

WaOam. 
Conseienoe  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  use, 
DevisM  at  first  to  keep  the  strong  in  awe. 

Skak$.  Richard  III 
My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues. 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale. 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  ibr  a  villain. 

Shakt,  Richard  III. 
(Ml — I  have  passM  a  miserable  night, 
So  ftdl  of  fearful  dreams,  of  ugly  sights, 
That,  as  I  am  a  Christian  ftithfiil  man, 
I  would  not  spend  another  such  a  night, 
Hiough  *twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days: 
So  full  of  dismal  terror  was  the  time. 

ShakB,  Richard  IIL 
O,  Brackenbury,  I  have  done  these  things. 
That  now  give  evidence  against  my  souL 

Shaki.  Richard  IIL 
It  is  a  dang'rous 
Thing,  it  makes  a  man  a  coward :  a  man 
Cannot  steal  but  it  acooseth  him ;  a  man 
Cannot  swear,  but  it  checks  hinii 
'Tii  a  blushing  shame-fiicM  spirit,  that 
Mutinies  in  a  man*s  bosom ;  it  fills 
One  full  of  obstades.    It  made  me  onoe 
Kesiore  a  purse  of  gold,  that  by  chance  I 
T'lund.    It  beggars  any  man  that  keeps  it. 
It  is  turn*d  out  of  towns  and  cities  for 
A  dang'rous  thing ;  and  every  man  that  means 
To  live  well,  endeavours  to  trust  to  himself^ 
And  live  without  it 

8hak$.  Rich^  IIL 


Give  me  another  horse,  «->Lmd  n^  my  woutidto^ 
Have  mercy,  Jean !— soft;-— I  did  but  dreams— 
O  coward  conscience,  how  dost  thcti  afflict  me  I— 
Hie  lights  bum  blue. — It  ii  now  dead  midmghl 
Cold  iearftd  droga  stand  en  my  fearful  flesh. 
What  dp  I  fear  7  mjMlf? 

ShaU  Richard  III 

Suspicion  haunts  the  guilty  mind ; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bush  an  officer. 

Shak9.  Henry  VL    Part  III 
What  stronger  breast-plate  than  a  heart  untainted' 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  Just; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  look'd  up  in  steel. 
Whose  conscience  with  injustice  is  eomqited. 

Shak9.HemyVL    Part  II 
Their  great  guilt. 
Like  poison  given  to  work  a  great  time  after. 
Now  'gins  to  bite  the  spirits. 

8hak9.  TemfttL 

O,  it  is  monstrous ! — monstrous ! 
Methought,  the  billows  spoke  and  told  me  of  it ; 
The  winds  did  sing  it  to  me,  and  the  thunder, 
That  deep  and  drcadfhl  organ-pipe,  pronouncM 

Ho  name  of  Prosper. 

Shdct.  Tempeat, 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  aU , 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
Is  sicklyM  o*er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment. 
With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  away. 
And  lose  the  name  of  action. 

Shak9.  HamiA 

Leave  her  to  heaven. 
And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge. 
To  prick  and  sting  her. 

Shak$.  HamUL 

O,  Hamlet,  speak  no  more : 
Thou  tum'st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul ; 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots, 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct 

ShakMnHandA. 

Foul  whisperings  are  abroad ;  and  unnat*ral  deeds 
Do  breed  unnat'ral  troubles :  infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets. 

8hak$,  Macbeik. 
Better  be  with  the  dead. 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  sent  to  peace. 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  restless  eostacy. 

Shako,  Macbeik. 

The  colour  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go 
Between  his  purpose  and  his  conscience. 
Like  heralds  Hwizt  two  dreadful  batties  set : 
His  passion  is  so  ripe,  it  needs  must  break. 

akaka.  Kmg  Jakm. 


GONSCIENCEL 


I  fed  within  me 
4  peace  above  all  earthly  dignitiea, 
A  ftiil  and  quiet  conscience. 

ShtdcB.  ffem^  VJJL 

He  that  has  fight  within  his  own  dear  breast, 
iMay  sit  i'  th'  centre,  and  enjoy  bright  day : 
ftit  he  that  hides  a  dark  soul,  and  foul  thoughts. 
Benighted  walks -nnder  the  mid-day  sun; 
Himseif  is  his  own  dungeon. 

Jiracon's  Comiis. 

But  his  doom 
Seierr'd  him  to  more  wrath ;  for  now  the  thought. 
Both  of  kat  happiness  and  lasting  pain. 

Torments  him 

MHUm'tPofudmLotL 

Now  conscience  wakes  despair 

That  ainmber'd,  wakes  the  bitter  memory 

Of  what  he  was,  what  is,  and  what  must  be 

Wofae;  if  worse  deeds,  worse  sufferings  must 

ensue.  MUton^a  Pandiae  LoaL 

0  conscience,  into  what  abyss  of  fears 

And  horrors  hast  thou  driven  me ;  out  of  which 

1  find  no  way,  from  deep  to  deeper  plung*d. 

MiUan'a  ParadUe  Lo$L 
Why  should  not  conscience  have  vacation 
As  wall  as  other  courts  o'  th*  nation ; 
Have  equal  power  to  adjourn. 
Appoint  appearance  and  return. 

BuOer'a  Hudihraa. 

What^s  tender  oonseience  ?    Tis  a  botch. 
That  will  not  bear  the  gentlest  touch ; 
Bat  breaking  out  despatches  more 
Than  the  epidcmical*st  plague-sore. 

Bvder'a  Hudibraa, 

Here,  here  it  lies ;  a  lump  of  lead  by  day ; 
And  in  my  short,  distracted,  nightly  slumbers, 
Tlie  hag  that  rides  my  dreams. 

DrydeiL 

*Tia  ever  thus 
With  noble  minds,  if  chance  they  slide  to  folly ; 
Remorse  stings  deeper,  and  relentless  conscienee, 
Poors  more  of  gall  into  the  bitter  cop 
Of  their  severe  repentance. 

Maaon*a  Elfrida, 

Some  scrapie  raw,  bat  thus  he  easM  his  thought, 
I*U  now  give  sizpenee  where  I  gave  a  groat ; 
Where  once  I  went  to  church  I  *11  now  go  twice, 
And  am  so  clear  too  of  all  other  vice. 

Pepe^a  Moral  Eaaaya. 

See,  from  behind  her  secret  stand. 
The  sly  in£>rroer  minutes  ev'ry  &ult, 
And  her  dread  diary  with  horror  fills. 

yoMf^s  Night  Thimgkia. 


Conscience,  what  art  thou?    thou   tremendooi 

power! 
Who  dost  inhabit  us  without  our  leave ; 
And  art  within  ourselves,  another  sel^ 
A  master-self,  that  loves  to  domineer. 
And  treat  tlie  monarch  frankly  as  the  riave : 
How  dost  thou  light  a  torch  to  distant  deeds  7 
Make  the  past,  present,  and  the  fUtnre  frown  7 
How,  ever  and  anon,  awake  the  soul. 
As  with  a  peal  of  thunder,  to  strange  horrors. 
In  this  long  restless  dream,  which  idiots  htag-~ 
Nay,  wise  men  flatter  with  the  name  of  life. 

Young's  Bmlm% 

Conscience,  and  nice  scruples 
Are  taxes  that  abound  in  none  but  meagre  soils. 
To  choke  the  aspiring  seeds  of  manly  daring : 
llioee  puny  instincts,  which  in  fbeUe  minds. 
Unfit  for  great  exploits,  are  miscallM  virtue. 

JephaonCa  Bragtmat^ 

Knowledge  or  wealth  to  few  are  given. 
But  mark  how  just  the  ways  of  Heaven ; 
True  joy  to  all  is  free. 
Nor  wealth  nor  knowledge  grant  the  boon, 
'Tis  tliine,  O  conscience,  thine  alone. 
It  all  belongs  to  thee. 

Thus  oft  it  haps,  that  when  within^ 
They  shrink  at  sense  of  secret  sin» 
A  feather  daunts  the  brave; 
A  fool's  wild  speech  confounds  the  wise, 
And  proudest  princes  veil  their  ejea^ 
Before  their  meanest  slave. 

ScaU'a  ATamttoft 

Ok !  conscienoe  \  conscience !  man's  most  foithfU 

friend. 
Him  canst  thou  oomlbtt,  ease,  relieve,  defend: 
But  if  he  will  thy  friendly  checks  ibregOb 
Thou  art,  oh  I  woe  for  me,  his  deadliest  foe ! 

Cmttf 

There  is  no  future  pang 
Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  selfcondemn'd 
He  deals  on  his  own  soul. 

ByrmCa  ManfraA^ 

Though  thy  slumber  may  be  deep. 
Yet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep, 
There  are  shades  which  will  not  vanish. 
There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  bamsh. 

Byrm'a  Mai^a^ 

Yet  still  there  whispers  the  smaU  voice  within. 
Heard  through  God's  stienee,  and  o*er  gloiy's  dfai 
Whatever  creed  be  Unght  or  land  be  trod, 
Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  Cod ! 

Bytvn'sMMi 
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CONSPIRACY. 


Though  I  know  not 
That  I  do  wrong,  I  feel  a  thousand  fears 
Which  are  not  ominoue  of  right 

Bynn^i  Heawn  and  Earth,    Part  I. 
But  at  sixteen  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 
So  much  as  when  we  call  our  old  debts  in 
At  sixty  years,  and  draw  the  accounts  of  evil. 
And  find  a  deuced  balance  with  the  deviL 

Bynn, 
A  qniet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene ! 
Christians  haTc  burnt  each  other  quite  persuaded 
That  all  the  apostles  would  have  done  as  they  did. 

Byron, 
The  mind,  that  broods  o*er  guilty  woes, 
Is  like  the  scorpion  girt  by  fire, 
In  circle  narrowing  as  it  glows. 
The  flames  around  their  captive  close, 
Till  inly  seareVd  by  thousand  throes, 
And  maddening  in  her  ire. 
One  and  sole  relief  she  knows. 
The  sting  she  nourishM  for  her  foes. 
Whose  venom  never  yet  was  vain, 
Gives  but  one  pang,  and  cures  all  pain. 
And  darts  into  her  desperate  brain. 
fio  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire. 
Or  live  like  scorpion  girt  by  fire; 
So  writhes  the  mind  remorse  hath  riven, 
Dnfit  for  earth,  undoom'd  for  heaven, 
Darkness  above,  despair  beneath, 
Around  it  flame,  within  it  death ! 

Byron's  Giaanr, 

There  is  no  power  in  holy  men. 
Nor  charms  in  prayer — nor  purifying  form 
Of  penitence — nor  outward  look — nor  ftst — 
Nor  agony — nor,  greater  than  all  these. 
The  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair. 
Which  is  remorse  vnthout  the  fear  of  hell. 
But  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itself 
Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven^ can  exercise, 
From  out  the  unbounded  spirit,  the  quick  sense 
Of  its  own  sins,  wrongs,  sufferance,  and  revenge 
(Jpon  itsel£ 

ByrmCi  Matured, 
Not  all  the  glovyi  all  the  praise, 
That  decks  the  hero*s  prasperoos  days, 
Hie  shout  of  men,  the  laurel  crown. 
The  pealing  anthems  of  renown. 
May  conscience*  dreadful  sentence  drown. 

Mr9.Halford. 
Who  bom  so  poor. 
Of  inteUect  so  mean,  as  not  to  know 
What  seem'd  the  best ;  and  knowing  not  to  do  7 
As  not  to  know  what  God  and  conscience  bade. 
And  what  they  bade  not  able  to  obey  7 

PoUock^s  Courte  ef  Time. 


With  peace  of  conscience,  like  to  innocent  men. 

Mamingtr 
TVnst  me,  no  tortures  which  the  poeti  feign 
Can  match  the  fSeroe,  unutterable  pain 
He  feels,  who  night  and  day  devoid  of  rest. 
Carries  his  own  aoeuser  in  his  breast 

G^far^a  JwomaL 
He  cannot  kx>k  on  her  mild  eye ; 

Her  patient  words  his  spirit  quell. 
Within  that  evil  heart  there  lie 
The  hates  and  fears  of  helL 
His  speech  is  short;  he  wears  a  surly  brow-— 
There  *s  none  will  hear  her  shriek ;  what  fear  ye 

now? 
The  workings  of  the  soul  ye  fear ! 

Dana'i  Buccaneer. 

Dear  mother!  in  ourselves  is  hid 

The  holy  spirit-land. 
Where  Thought^  the  flaming  cherub,  stands 

With  its  relentless  brand; 
We  feel  the  pang,  when  that  dread  sword 

Inscribes  the  hidden  sin, 
And  tumeth  everywhere  to  guard 

The  paradise  within! 

Jlfrs.  £.  Oake§  Smith. 


He  fears  not  dying — *tis  a  deeper  fear,— 
The  thunder-peal  cries  to  his  conscience — **^  Hear  !** 
The  rushing  winds  from  memory  lifl  the  veil. 
And  in  each  flash  his  sins,  like  spectres  pale. 
Freed,  from  their  dark  abode,  his  guilty  breast. 
Shriek  in  his  startled  ear — ^  Death  is  not  rest  !*' 

Mr9.Hale. 


CONSPIRACY. 

O  conspiracy! 
Sham*st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night. 
When  evils  are  most  free  ?    O,  then  by  day. 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage?    Seek  none, 

x      conspiracy, 
Hide  it  in  smiles  and  afbbility : 
For  if  thou  put  thy  native  scmblaaee  on, 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough. 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Shake.  JmUmaCmmr. 
Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing. 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasms,  or  a  hideous  dream  | 
Tlie  genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 
Are  then  in  council;  and  the  state  of  a  maa. 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

Shake.  Jutiue  Cmmr. 


CONSIDERATION  -CONSTANCY. 
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To  be  head 
We  *tt  cut  off  any  member,  and  condemn 
Vlrtoe  or  folly  for  a  diadem, 
Bantsfa  reli^on,  tatd  make  blood  as  ehesp, 
Ab  when  two  armiefl,  tom'd  into  one  he»p 
Of  carcaaees,  lye  gnn^hng :  what  care  we 
For  the  alif  ht  taintnre  of  dialoyalty  ? 
None  will  commend  the  race  tiH  it  be  nm. 
And  these  are  deeds,  not  prais*d  till  they  are  done. 
Robert  GmmmU. 

Proride  what  money,  and  what  arms  you  can ; 
Who  has  the  gold,  shall  never  want  the  man. 

Boron**  Merza, 

My  plots  fiJl  short,  like  darts,  which  rash  hands 

throw. 
With  an  m  aim,  and  have  too  far  to  go ; 
Nor  can  I  long  discoveries  prevent, 
I  deal  too  much  among  the  innocent 

Sir  Rchert  Howard's  Vestal  Virgin, 

Oh !  think  what  anxious  moments  pass  between 
Hie  birth  of  plots,  and  their  last  &tal  periods ; 
Oh !  't  is  a  dreadfbl  interval  of  time, 
nn'd  ap  with  horror,  and  big  with  death. 

Addison's  Caio. 

Conspiracies  no  sooner  should  be  fbrmM 
Than  ezecnted. 

AdOmnCs  Cato. 

Conspiracies, 
Like  thunder-cbuds,  should  in  a  moment  fi>rm 
And  strike,  like  lightning,  ere  the  sound  is  heard. 

Dowe's  Sethona. 


CONSIDERATION. 

Consideration  like  an  angel  came. 

And  whippi'd  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him 

Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradise, 

To  envelope  and  contain  celestial  spirits. 

Shaks,  Henry  V. 

Hang  consideration ! 
When  this  is  spent,  b  not  our  ship  the  same. 
Our  courage  too  the  same,  to  fetch  in  more  7 
The  earth,  where  it  is  fertilest,  returns  not 
More  than  three  harvests,  while  the  glorious  sun 
Posts  through  the  lodiac,  and  makes  up  the  year. 
But  the  sea,  which  Is  our  mother  (that  embraces 
Both  the  rich  Indies  in  her  outstretchM  arms,) 
Yields  every  day  a  crop  if  we  dare  reap  it. 
No,  n0|  my  mates,  let  tradesmen  think  of  thrift, 
And  usurers  board  up ;  let  our  expense 
Be  as  our  comings  in  are,  without  bounds. 

JWassif^ger. 


CONSTANCY. 

I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star ; 
Of  whose  true,  fixM  and  resting  quality 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament 

Skaks,  JvUus  Casur, 
Sooner  TU  think  the  sun  would  cease  to  cheer 
The  teeming  earth,  and  then  forget  to  bear ; 
Sooner  that  rivers  would  run  back,  or  Thames 
With  ribs  of  ice  in  June  would  bind  his  streams : 
Or  nature,  by  whose  strength  the  world  endures. 
Would  change  her  course  before  you  alter  yours. 

Jonsan 
It  is  a  noble  constancy  you  show 
To  this  afflicted  house :  that  not  like  others, 
The  friends  of  season,  you  do  follow  fortune. 
And  in  the  winter  of  their  fate,  fonake 
The  place,  whose  glories  warmM  you. 

Jonson^s  S^awut, 
First  shall  the  heav'n*s  bright  lamp  forget  to  ehiae. 
The  stars  shall  from  the  azurM  sky  decline : 
First  shall  the  orient  with  the  west  shake  haad. 
The  centre  of  the  world  shall  cease  to  stand : 
First  wolves  shall  league  with  lambs,  the  dolphins 

fly. 

The  lawyer  and  physioian  fees  deny : 
The  Thames  with  Tagus  shall  exchange  her  bed, 
My  mistress*  locks  with  mine  shall  furst  turn  red : 
First  heav'n  shall  lie  below,  and  hell  above. 
Ere  I  inconstant  to  my  Delia  prove. 

HmoeH 
When  all  things  have  their  trial,  you  shall  find 
Nothing  is  constant  but  a  virtuous  mind. 

Shirley's  WiUy  Fair  One  ' 
Make  my  breast 
Transparent  as  pure  crystal,  that  the  veorld 
Jealous  of  me,  may  see  the  foulest  thooghi 
My  heart  does  hold.    Where  shall  a  woman  lum 
Her  eyes  to  find  out  constancy. 

Buckinghawu 

No  never  fixmi  this  hour  to  part, 
We  *]1  live  and  love  so  true. 
The  sigh  that  rends  thy  constant  heart. 
Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too. 

GUdsmUh's  Hermit 
Yes,  let  the  eagle  change  his  plume, 
The  leaf  its  hue,  the  flower  its  bloom, 
But  ties  around  that  heart  vrere  spun. 
Which  would  not,  could  not  be  undone. 

CoBifbeh. 
Tlie  mountain  rill 
Seeks  with  no  surer  flow  the  far,  bright  sea, 
Than  my  unchang'd  affections  flow  to  thee. 

Pork  Bet^ftMUM 
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Hie  love  that  is  kept  in  the  beauty  of  tnnt, 
Caouot  pass  like  the  feam  from  the  leaa, 

Or  a  mark  that  the  finger  hath  tracM  in  the  dntt, 
Whore  't  is  swept  hj  the  breath  of  the  breeie. 

There  is  nothing  but  death 
Our  aficctiooB  can  sever. 
And  till  life*8  latest  breath 
Love  shall  bind  us  ibr  ever. 

PercivdL 

1  have  won 

Thy  heart,  my  gentle  girl !  but  it  hath  been 
When  that  soft  eye  was  on  me ;  and  the  love 
I  told  beneath  the  evening  influence. 
Shall  be  as  consteirt  as  its  gentle  star. 

WUIU. 

Though  youth  be  past,  and  beauty  fled. 
The  constant  heart  its  pledge  redeems, 
Like  iox,  that  guards  the  flowerless  bed 
And  brighter  from  the  contrast  seems. 

Mn.H4de. 


CONTEMPLATION.—  See  Reflbc- 

TION.) 


CONTEMPT. 

As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 

Aflcr  a  well-graced  actor  leaves  Ae  stage, 

Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 

Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 

Evon  so,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 

Did  scowl  on  Richard. 

Shah,  Richard  II. 
Hold,  Clifford ;  do  not  honour  him  so  much. 
To  prick  tiiy  fnger,  though  to  wound  his  heart; 
What  volfmr  vrere  it  when  a  cur  doth  grin. 
For  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teeth. 
When  ItC  might  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 

Siak8,  Henry  VL    Part  III. 
T  is  true,  I  am  hard  buffeted. 

Though  fi3W  can  be  my  foes. 
Harsh  words  fall  heavy  on  my  head. 

And  unresisted  blows. 

R.  M.  JVtZnes. 

/,  to  herd  with  narrow  foreheads. 

Vacant  of  our  glorious  gains. 
Like  a  beast  with  lower  pleasures, 

Like  a  beast  with  lower  pains ! 

iTtnnyion, 
Shall  it  not  be  scorn  to  me 
To  harp  on  such  a  mooUerM  string  7 
i  am  sham*d  through  all  my  nature 
T*>  have  lovM  so  slight  a  thing. 


CONTENT. 

There  is  a  jewel  which  no  Indian  mine  can  buy 
No  chemic  art  can  counterfeit; 
It  makes  men  rich  in  greatest  poverty. 
Makes  water  wine,  turns  wooden  cups  to  gold. 
The  homely  whistle  to  sweet  music's  strain; 
Seldom  it  comes,  to  few  from  heaven  sent. 
That  much  in  little  —  all  in  naught — conienL 

WUbye 
Contentment  gives  a  crown. 
Where  fortune  hath  deny'd  it 

Thoma$  Fard'a  LooeU  Lahyrintk 
Oh  cahn,  hushed,  rich  content. 
Is  there  a  being,  blessedness,  without  thee  7 
How  soft  thou  down*st  the  couch  where  thou  dost 

rest. 
Nectar  to  life,  thou  sweet  ambrosian  feast 

Motion's  Jirai  part  of  Anionio  and  MeOida, 
Tet  oft  we  see  that  some  in  humble  state 
Are  cheerful,  pleasant,  happy,  and  content : 
When  those  indeed  that  are  of  higher  state, 
With  vain  additions  do  their  thoughts  torment 
Lady  Carew*9  MarianL 
How  man's  desure 
Pursues  contentment !    'T  is  the  soul  of  action. 
And  the  propounded  reason  of  our  life. 

Nabb'$  TcUenham  C4ttrt 
The  mind*s  content 
Sweetens  all  sufferings  of  th*  afflicted  sense. 
Those  that  are  bred  in  labour  think  it  sport, 
Above  the  sofl  delight  which  wanton  appetite 
Begets  fer  others,  whom  indulgent  fortune 
Prefers  in  her  degrees,  though  e<{ual  nature 
Made  all  atike. 

NaWs  ToUaiham  Court 

Each  good  mind  doubles  his  own  free  content, 
When  in  another's  use  they  give  it  vent 

Sir  Gika  Choaee^ 
I  swear.  His  better  to  be  lowly  bom. 
And  range  with  humble  liven  in  content. 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glistering  grie^ 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow. 

Shak9.  Henry  VIIL 

Poor  and  content,  is  rich  and  rich  enough ; 
But  riches,  fineless,  is  as  poor  as  vrinter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor. 

Shako.  OtkOU 
My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head ; 
Not  dcck'd  with  diamonds,  and  Indian  stones. 
Nor  to  be  seen :  my  crown  is  call*d  content; 
A  crown  it  is  that  seldom  kings  enjoy, 

Shaka.  Henry  VI.  Part  III 


CONTENT. 


Best  state,  cantentleM, 

fhth  a  difltracted  and  most  wratehed  bein^, 

Worse  than  the  wont  content 

Shaks.  TTmofi. 

Most  miserable 
I0  the  dcsixe  that*s  grlorions;  blessed  be  those 
How  mean  soe*er,  that  have  their  honest  wills, 
Which  seasons  comfort 

Shak9,  Cymb, 

He  that  commends  me  to  mine  own  content. 
Commends  me  to  the  tiling  I  cannot  get 

Shaka.  Cymb, 
Mach  win  always  wantin|^  be 
To  him  who  much  desires.    Thrice  happy  he 
To  whom  the  wise  indulgency  of  heaven, 
With  sparing  hand,  but  just  enough  has  given. 

Cowley. 

Cellars  and  granaries  in  vain  we  fQl 
With  all  the  bounteous  summer's  store. 
If  the  mind  thirst  and  hunger  still : 
The  poor  rich  man  *s  emphatically  poor. 
Slaves  to  the  things  we  too  much  prize. 
We  masters  grow  of  all  that  we  despise. 

CowUy, 

Hie  cynic  hugs  his  poverty. 
Hie  pelican  her  wilderness; 
And  *tis  the  Indian*s  pride  to  be 
Xaked  on  fhnen  Caucasns: 
Contentment  cannot  smart ;  stoics,  we  see. 
Make  torments  easy  to  their  apathy. 

0  may  I  with  myself  agree, 
And  never  covet  what  I  see; 
Content  mc  with  an  humble  shade. 
My  psssions  tam*d,  my  wishes  laid; 
F(^  while  our  wishes  wildly  roU, 
We  b&nifili  quiet  firom  the  soul; 
Tis  then  the  bu«ry  beat  the  air. 
And  misers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Dyer^8  Ormgar  HiU, 
0  grant  mc,  heaven,  a  middle  state. 
Neither  too  humble  nor  too  great; 
More  than  enough  £bt  nature's  ends, 
With  something  left  to  treat  mj  friends. 

MaUeL 
Unfit  fat  greatness,  I  her  snares  defy, 
And  look  on  riches  with  untainted  eye 
To  others  let  the  glittVing  baubles  fall. 
Content  shall  place  us  &r  above  them  alL 

ChunhUL 
^Vh&t  tho*  we  quit  aQ  glittering  pomp  and  greatness. 
The  busy  noisy  flattery  of  courts, 
We  shall  enjoy  content;  in  that  alone 
Is  {ToatnesB,  power,  wealth,  honoor,  all  sommM  up. 
PoweWi  King  €f  NafU$. 


Contentment,  rosy,  dimpled  maid, 
Thou  brightest  daughter  of  the  sky. 
Why  dost  thoQ  to  the  hat  repair, 
And  from  the  gilded  palace  fly  7 
I've  tracM  thee  on  the  peasant's  cheek ; 
I've  marked  thee  in  the  milkmaid's  smi.e; 
I've  beard  thee  loudly  taogh  and  speak. 
Amid  the  sons  of  want  and  toil ; 
Yet  in  tho  circles  of  the  great. 
Where  fortune's  gifts  are  all  combin'd, 
I've  sought  thee  early,  sought  thee  late. 
And  ne'er  thy  lovely  form  could  And. 
Since  then  from  wealth  and  pomp  you  flee, 
I  ask  but  competence  and  thee ! 

LadyMm 

Life's  but  a  short  ehase;  our  game — content 
Which  most  pursued,  is  most  compell'd  to  fly: 
And  he  that  mounts  him  on  the  swiftest  hope, 
Shan  soonest  run  his  courser  to  a  stand ; 
While  the  poor  peasant  fi-om  some  distant  bill, 
Undanger'd  and  at  ease,  views  all  the  sport, 
And  sees  content  take  shelter  in  his  cottage. 

Cibber»9  Riehmrd  Hi 

Her  poverty  was  glad ;  her  heart  content. 
Nor  knew  she  what  the  spleen  or  vapours  meant 

Drydtn, 
Contentment  parent  of  delight. 
So  much  a  stranger  to  our  sight, 
Say,  goddess  in  what  happy  place. 
Mortals  behold  thy  blooming  face; 
Thy  gracious  auspices  inapart. 
And  ibr  thy  temple  choose  my  hear^ 
They  whom  thou  deignest  to  inspire. 
Thy  science  leani,  to  bound  desire; 
By  happy  alchymy  of  mind, 
Ihey  turn  to  pleasure  all  they  And. 

Oreen^$  SpUm. 

The  bliss  of  man  (could  pride  that  blsMing  fiii4) 

Is  not  to  act  or  think  beyond  mankind 

No  pow'rs  of  body  or  of  soul  to  share. 

But  what  his  nature  and  his  state  can  bear 

Why  has  not  man  a  microscopic  eye  7 

For  this  plain  reason — man  is  not  a  fly. 

Say  for  what  use  were  finer  optics  given 

T*  inspect  a  mite,  not  comprehend  the  heaVn  f 

Or  touch,  if  tremblingly  alive  all  o'er. 

To  smart  and  agoniie  at  ev'ry  pore  7 

Or  quick  effluvia  darting  through  the  brain. 

Die  of  a  rose  in  aromatic  pain  7 

If  nature  thund'red  in  his  op'niiig  ears. 

And  stunn'd  him  with  the  music  of  the  sphat«a. 

How  would  he  wish  that  heaven  had  left  him  still 

The  whisp'ring  zephyr,  and  the  purling  riU7 

Who  finds  not  providence  all  good  and  wise. 

Alike  in  what  it  gives  and  what  deniefl, 

?9ft^$  Bmmf  M  Mmk 
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Honoiir  and  shame  from  no  condition  riie ; 
Act  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honour  lies. 
Fortime  in  men  has  some  small  difference  made. 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters,  in  brocade ; 
The  cobler  apron*d,  and  the  parson  gownM, 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crowned. 
**  What  differ  more,*'  yon  cry,  ■*  than  crown  and 

cowl," 
I  U  tell  you,  firiend  !^a  wise  man  and  a  feol. 
You'll  find,  if  once  the  monarch  acts  the  monk, 
t>,  cobbler-iike,  the  parson  will  be  drunk. 
Worth  makes  the  man  and  want  of  it  the  fellow ; 
rhe  rest  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella. 

Papers  Etaay  on  Man. 
Cease  then,  nor  order  imperfection  name : 
Our  proper  bliss  depends  on  what  we  blame. 
Know  thy  own  point;  this  kind,  this  due  deg^ree 
Of  blindness,  weakness,  heav'n  bestows  on  thee. 
Submit — in  this  or  any  other  sphere. 
Secure  to  be  as  bless'd  as  thou  canst  bear. 

Pipe's  Enay  on  Man, 
As  in  those  domes,  where  Cesars  onoe  bore  sway, 
DefacM  by  time,  and  tott'ring  in  decay, 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedless  of  the  dead. 
The  sheltcr-seekin|r  peasant  builds  his  shed ; 
And  wondering  man  could  want  a  larger  pile, 
Elxults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  smile. 

GoUkmiA'B  TtwseUer, 
He,  fairly  looking  into  life's  account, 
Saw  frowns  and  favours  were  of  like  amount; 
And  viewing  all — his  perils,  prospects,  purse, 
He  said,  ** content; — *tis  well  it  is  no  worse.** 

Crabhe, 
Happy  the  life,  that  in  a  peacefhl  stream. 
Obscure,  unnoticed  through  the  vale  has  flow'd ; 
The  heart  that  ne'er  was  charm'd  by  fortune's 

gleam 
Is  ever  sweet  contentment's  blest  abode. 

PercieaL 
Lo  now,  from  idle  wishes  clear, 

I  make  the  good  I  may  not  find ; 
Adown  the  stream  I  gently  steer. 

And  shifl  my  sail  with  every  wind. 
And  half  by  nature,  half  by  reason. 

Can  still  with  pliant  heart  prepare, 
The  mind,  ^ttuned  to  every  season. 

The  mcrrj^  heart  that  laughs  at  care. 

V  H.  M.  MUnum. 

Think'st  thouvthe  man  whose  mansions  hold 
The  worldling^  pomp  and  miser's  gold. 

Obtains  a  richer  priie 
rhan  ho  who,  i](i  his  cot  at  rest, 
rinds  heavenly  pe&ce  a  willing  guest, 
And  bears  the  p|romise  in  his  breast 

>  »f  treasure  ii't  the  skies  7 
^  Afrs.  Sigcumey, 


Content  dwells  with  him,  for  his  mind  is  fed, 
And  temperance  has  driven  out  unrest 


WilBf 
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COQUETTE. 

While  to  his  arms  the  blushing  bride  ho  took, 
To  seeming  sadness  she  composM  her  look; 
As  if  by  force  subjected  to  his  will. 
Though  pleas'd,  dissembling,  and  a  woman  itill 
Dryden's  Cymon  and  Jpkigenia 
She  lik'd  his  soothing  lutes,  his  presents  more, 
And  granted  kisses,  but  would  grant  no  more. 

Gay'i  Trim. 
Then  in  a  kiss  she  breath'd  her  various  arts, 
Of  trifling  prettily  with  wounded  hearts ; 
A  mind  for  love,  but  still  a  changing  mind, 
The  lisp  aflected,  and  the  glance  design'd ; 
The  sweet  confusing  blush,  the  secret  wink, 
The  gentle  swimming  walk,  the  courteous  sink; 
The  stare  £br  strangeness  fit,  for  scorn  the  frown 
For  decent  yielding,  looks  declining  down ; 
The  practis'd  languish,  where  well-feign'd  desire 
Would  own  its  melting  in  a. mutual  fire; 
Gay  smiles  to  comfort ;  April  showers  to  roove ; 
And  all  the  nature,  all  the  art  of  love. 

PameWi  Hesiod. 
From  loveless  youth  to  unrespected  age 
No  passion  gratified,  except  her  rage. 
So  much  the  fury  still  outran  the  wit. 
The  pleasure  mis^  her,  and  the  scandal  hit 

Pcpe's  Moral  Essayi, 
There  affectation,  with  a  sickly  mien. 
Shows  in  her  cheeks  the  roses  of  eighteen , 
Practis'd  to  lisp,  and  hang  the  head  aside, 
Faints  into  airs,  and  languishes  with  pride : 
On  the  rich  quilt  sinks  with  becoming  woe. 
Wrapt  in  a  gown,  for  sickness  and  for  show. 

Pope*i  Rape  of  tke  Lod 
Her  lively  looks  a  sprightly  mind  disclose, 
Quick  as  her  eyes,  and  as  unfix'd  as  those ; 
Favours  to  none,  to  all  she  smiles  extends, 
Oft  she  rejects,  but  never  once  offends. 
Bright  as  the  sun  her  eyes  the  gazers  strike, 
And,  like  the  sun,  they  shine  on  all  alike. 

Pop^i  Rape  <f  the  Ld^ 
See  how  the  world  its  veterans  rewards ! 
A  youth  of  firolies,  an  old  age  of  cards ; 
Fair  to  no  purpose,  artfbl  to  no  end ; 
Young  without  lovers,  old  without  a  fHend ; 
A  fop  their  passion,  but  their  prize  a  sot ; 
Alive,  ridiculouB ;  and  dead,  ibrgot !  * 

Pope's  Moral  Eeoai 


GORPULENCR 


Odknis!  mwooUen!  twonld  » lunt  provoke, 
(Were  the  last  words  that  poor  Narcisea  spoke) 
*lfcs  lei  a  charming  chintz,  and  Brussels  lace, 
"  Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  shade  m j  lifeless  face : 
^Oao  would  not,  sore,  be  finghtfbl  when  one's 

dead-« 
^Aiid-.Bett]r--.give  tfaiB  cheek  a  Uttle  red.*" 

Papers  Moral  E9$ay$. 
With  CTery  pleasing,  every  prudent  part, 
Say,  *  what  can  Chloe  want  ?"—  she  wants  a  heart 
She  speaks,  behaves,  and  acts  just  as  she  ought ; 
Bat  never,  never  reach'd  one  generous  thought 
Virtne  she  finds  too  painfhl  an  endeavour, 
Ckmtent  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  ever. 
So  very  reaoenable,  so  tmmov'd. 
As  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  lov'd. 

Papers  Moral  Esoayi. 
Njmph  of  the  mincing  mouth  and  languid  eye, 
And  lisping  tongue  so  soil,  and  head  awry, 
And  fluttVing  heart,  of  leaves  of  aspen  made ; 
Who  were  thy  parents,  blushful  virgin? — say; 
Perchance  dame  Folly  gave  thee  to  the  day, 
With  G^Ser  Ignorance's  aid. 

Dr.  WoUaCo  Peter  Pindar. 
Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd. 
Smiles  in  her  eyes,  and  simpers  on  her  lips ; 
To  some  she  whispers,  others  speaks  aloud. 
To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips. 

Byron's  Bej/po. 
Soch  is  your  cold  coquette,  who  can't  say  "no ;" 
And  won't  say  ■*  yes,*'  and  keeps  you  on  and  offing 
On  a  lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow ; 
Then  sees  your  heart  wreck'd  with  an  inward 


Tilts  works  a  world  of  sentimental  woe. 
And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  their  coflSn ; 
Bat  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation. 
Not  quite  adultery,  but  adulteration. 

Byron. 
The  vain  coquette  each  suit  disdains, 
And  glories  in  her  lover's  pains ; 
With  age  she  &des — each  lover  flies, 
Coalemn'd,  fi>rlom,  she  pines  and  dies. 

Gay's  FabUs, 
Who  has  not  heard  coquettes  complain 
Of  days,  months,  years,  mis^spent  in  vain  ? 
For  time  misasM  they  pine  and  waste. 
And  love's  sweet  pleasures  never  taste. 

Oay, 

Can  I  again  that  look  recaU, 
That  Qooe  could  make  me  die  for  thee  7— 
No,  so  !~-tbe  eye  that  beams  on  all. 
Shall  never  more  be  pnx'd  by  me. 


Would  you  teach  her  to  love? 
For  a  time  seem  to  rove; 

At  first  she  may  frovm  in  a  pet; 
But  leave  her  awhile. 
She  shortly  will  smile, 

And  then  yuu  may  win  your  coquette. 

Byron* 
Now  I  pray  thee  do  not  call 

My  cousin  a  coquette. 
When  I  tell  you  she  had  danglers 

By  the  dozen  in  her  net; 
For  she  was  very  beautiful. 

Bewildering  and  bright 

Mrs,  O^ood 

But  why,  oh  why,  on  all  thus  squander 

The  treasures  one  alone  can  prize, — 
Why  let  the  looks  at  random  wander, 

Which  beam  from  those  deluding  eyes  7 
Those  syren  tones,  so  lightly  spoken. 

Cause  many  a  heart,  I  know,  to  thrill ; 
But  mine,  and  only  mine,  till  broken, 

In  every  pulse  must  answer  still. 

C  P.  HiffffiKUi, 
1  would  sooner  bind 

My  thoughts  to  the  open  sky : 
I  would  worship  as  soon  a  familiar  star. 

That  is  bright  to  every  eye. 
'Twere  to  love  the  wind  that  is  ftee  to  all — 

The  wave  of  the  beautiflil  sea— 
'Twere  to  hope  for  all  the  light  in  heaven, 

To  hope  for  the  love  of  thee. 


CORPULENCE. 

Would  he  were  fatter :  —  But  I  fear  him  not : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spare  Osssiiis. 

8hak$.  JuUuM  Cmottr, 
Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fiit. 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights : 
Yond'  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look ; 
He  thinks  too  much ;  such  men  are  dangerous. 
Shahs.  JtiUus  Casat 
Now  Falstaff  sweats  to  death. 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along: 
Were 't  not  for  laughing  I  should  pHty  him. 

Shaks.  Hetufy  IV.    Fori  i 
Still  she  strains  the  aching  dasp 

That  binds  her  virgin  zone ; 
I  know  it  hurts  her,  though  she  looks 

As  cheerful  as  she  can. 
Her  waist  is  lar^fer  than  her  lifb 
For  Eft  is  but  a  span. 

0.  W.  Hfkmm, 
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CORRUPTION. 

My*  business  in  this  state, 
Made  mc  a  looker-dn  here  in  Vienna, 
Where  I  have  seen  corruption  boil  and  bubble, 
Till  it  overrun  the  stew. 

Corruption  is  a  tree,  whose  branches  are 
Of  an  unmeasurable  kngfth ;  they  spread 
iVry  where ;  and  the  dew  that  drops  from  thence 
Hath  in&cted  some  chairs  and  stools  of  authority. 
BeaumtHA  and  FkUher'a  Honai  Man*s  FortunL 
Jostioe  herself  that  sitteth  whimpled  'bout 
The  eyes,  doth  it  not  because  she  will  take 
No  gfold,  but  that  she  would  not  be  seen  blushing 
When  she  takes  it ;  the  balances  she  holds 
Are  not  to  weigh  the  rights  of  the  cause,  but 
Tlie  weight  of  the  bribe :  she  will  put  up  her 
Naked  sword,  if  thou  o^r  her  a  golden  scabbard. 

LUU/'b  Midtt$. 
He  who  tempts,  though  in  Tain,  at  least  asperses 
The  tempted  with  dishonour  foul,  snppos'd 
Not  faioorruptible  of  ftith,  not  proof 
Against  temptatioo. 

MiUon'*  Pan^m  LotL 
As  some  of  us,  in  trusts,  have  made 
The  one  hand  with  the  other  trade : 
Gain'd  vastly  by  their  joint  endeavour, 
The  right  a  thief|  the  lefl  receiver; 
And  what  the  one,  by  tricks,  lorestall'd, 
Hie  other,  by  as  sly,  retaii'd. 

Buder'M  Htadibnu. 
He  that  complies  against  his  will. 
Is  of  his  own  6pinion  still ; 
Which  he  may  adhere  to,  yet  disown. 
For  reasons  to  himself  best  known. 

Buder'B  HudQtnm. 
Know  what  a  leading  voice  is  worth. 
A  seoonding,  a  third,  or  fourth  ; 
How  much  a  casting  voice  comes  to. 
That  turns  \xp  trumps  of  ay,  or  no: 
And  by  adjusting  all  at  th'  end. 
Share  wexj  one  his  dividend. 

BuIUt'b  Hudibn$, 

Far  tLB  the  san  his  ladiant  course  extends, 
Interast,  my  friend,  with  sway  despotic  rules. 
Some  fight  for  mterest^  some  for  interest  pray, 
And  were  not  Amnesty  the  road  to  want, 
If  wou.d  not  be\that  slighted  tiling  it  is. 

GentiUman*s  Otman, 
Hence,  wretched*  nation !  all  thy  woes  arise, 
Avnw*d  corniptio^n,  licens'd  perjuries, 
Ktemal  taxes,  treaties  for  a  day, 
Aervants  that  rule'i,  and  senates  that  obey. 

LordLytOetan. 


Til  benoe  ywi  lord  it  o'er  your  servile  aenaies; 
How  low  thealaves  will  stoop  to  gorge  their  luflto 
When  aptly  baited :  ev*n  the  tongues  of  patriota, 
HiOBe  soM  of  damoor,  oft  relax  the  nerve 
Within  tha  wamth  of  fovonr. 

Breoke'9  Ovstavw  Vam 
The  impioiis  men,  who  sells  his  oountry's  freedom, 
Makes  aH  tbe  guih  of  tyranny  his  own. 
His  are  her  slaughters,  her  oppressions  his ; 
Just  heav'n !  reserve  your  choicest  plagues  for  him. 
And  blast  the  venal  wrelch. 

MartyiC$  TVmoIeoiL 

If^  ye  powers  divine ! 
Te  mark  the  movements  of  this  nether  world, 
And  bring  them  to  account,  crash,  crush,  those 

vipers. 
Who,  singled  out  by  a  community 
To  guard  their  rights,  shall,  for  a  grasp  of  air. 
Or  paltry  office,  sell  'em  to  the  foe. 

JiraZer's  HdhonuA. 
Unless  corruption  first  deject  the  pride. 
And  guardian  vigour  of  the  frce-bom  soul. 
All  crude  attempts  of  violence  are  vain ; 
Too  firm  virithin,  and  while  at  heart  untouched. 
Ne'er  yet  by  force  was  freedom  overcome. 

ThomamCB  Liberty. 
But  though  bare  merit  might  in  Rome  appear 
The  strongest  plea  for  favour,  t  u  not  here ; 
We  fonn  our  judgment  in  another  way ; 
And  they  will  best  succeed,  who  best  can  pay ; 
Those,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  British  tribes, 
Must  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  of  bribes. 

Chir<MC9  Rfmcimd, 
In  Britain's  senate,  he  a  seat  obtains, 
And  one  more  pensioner  St  Stephen  gains. 
My  lady  foils  to  play ;  so  bad  her  chance. 
He  must  repair  it ;  takes  a  bribe  from  France : 
The  house  impeach  him,  Coningsby  harangues. 
The  court  forsake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs : 
Wifo,  son,  and  daughter,  Satan,  are  thy  ovni. 
His  wealth,  .yet  dearer,  forfeit  to  the  crown : 
The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  priae, 
And  sad  Sir  Balaam  curses  God  and  dies. 

Pope's  MonH  Emmf9 
Ask  men's  opinion ;  ;Seoto,  now  shall  tell. 
How  trade  increases,  and  the  world  goes  well : 
Strike  off  his  pension  by  the  setting  sun. 
And  Britain,  if  not  Europe,  is  undone. 

Papers  Moral  Euayt 
Tlie  veriest  hermit  in  the  nation 
May  yield,  God  knows,  to  strong  temptation. 

Ptpe 
Who  having  lost  his  credit,  pavni'd  his  rent, 
Is  therefore  fit  to  have  a  government. 

P^pe. 
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Itib  moanilbl  tnitli  ii  OTery  wbevo  oanfiB«*d, 
Sov  riaes  worth  bj  poverty  depvossM : 
Hot  here  mora  abw,  where  all  are  slaves  to  gold. 
Where  looks  are  merchandiee,  and  amiles  are  sold : 
IVhen  won  by  bribei,  by  flatteiiies  implor'dv 
Hie  groom  retails  the  iavour  of  hie  lord. 

J)r.  Johnmm^s  London, 
Here  let  those  reign,  whom  peosiona  can  ineito, 
To  vote  a  patuot  black,  a  courtier  white, 
Eaqplaia  their  coontry's  dear-bought  rights  away, . 
And  plead  for  pirates  in  the  fiice  of  day ; 
With  slavish  tenetf  taint  our  poinonM  youth. 
And  fend  a  lie  the  oonfidence  of  troth. 

Dr*  J9hnmn*$  Londen, 
En  masquerades  debaach'd,  exciee  oppressed, 
Or  Knglish  honour  grew  a  standing  jest 

Dr»  Jokmofft  London, 
Our  sopple  tribes  repress  their  patriot  throats, 
And  ask  no  questions  but  the  price  of  votes. 

Dr,  Joknmm^o  Vanity  of  Human  WMeo, 
Talknot  of  agrant: 
What  a  king  ought  not,  that  he  cannot  give ; 
And  what  is  more  than  meet  from  princes*  bounty, 

Ib  plunder,  not  a  grant 

Yoitng'o  Brothers, 

Tliieves  at  home  must  hang ;  but  he  that  puts 
Into  his  overgorged  and  bloated  purse, 
Tlie  wealth  of  Indian  provinces,  escapes. 

Cowper^s  Took, 
He  burns  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  xeal 
To  serve  his  country.    Ministerial  grace 
Deals  him  out  money  from  the  public  chest, 
Or  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  purse 
Supplies  his  need  with  an  usurious  loan. 
To  be  refunded  duly,  when  his  vote. 
Well-managed,  shall  have  earned  its  worthy  price. 

Cowper^o  Took, 
Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here 
Propitioas,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fish, 
Wild  fiiwl  or  venison,  and  his  errand  speeds. 

Qowpa^o  Tadu 
Examine  well 
His  milk-white  hand,  the  palm  is  hardly  dean — 
But  here  and  there  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 
Foh!    *Twas  a  bribe  that  left  it    HehastouchM 
Corruption. 

Coiqper't  Tatik, 

To  bribe  the  mob,  with  brandy,  beer,  and  song. 
To  put  their  greasy  fists  to  court  addresses. 
Full  of  professions  kind,  and  sweet  caresses. 
And  with  a  fiddle  lead  tlic  hogs  along. 

Dr,  WdcaCo  Peter  Pindar. 
E*en  grave  divines  submit  to  glittering  gold  X 
The  best  of  consciences  are  bought  and  sold. 

Jh.  Wdcoee  Peter  Pindar. 


A  close  state-.ecch,  who,  sticking  to  the  nation. 
As  adders  deaf  to  honour^s  execration. 
Sucks  firom  its  throat  the  blood  by  night,  by  day, 
Nor  till  the  state  expires,  will  drop  away. 

Dr,  WoUoCe  Peter  Pindar 
And  conscience,  truth,  and  honesty  are  made 
To  rise  and  fall,  like  other  wares  of  trade. 

Jtfomv. 

*Tis  pleasant,  purchasing  our  fellow-creatures. 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 
Their  passions,  and  are  dext*rous ;  some  by  features 
Are  bought  up,  others  by  a  virarlike  leader. 
Some  by  a  place,  as  tend  their  years  or  natures ; 
The  most  by  ready  cash — but  all  have  prices. 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  rices. 

Byren. 


COUNTRY. 

I  can  make  any  country  mine :  I  have 
A  private  coat  for  Italian  stilettos, 
I  can  be  treachVous  with  the  WalUm^  drunk  with 
The  Dulc\  a  chimney-sweeper  with  the  Iritk^ 
A  gentlemen  with  the  Wdch^  and  turn  arrant 
Thief  with  the  JSfiglitA.  What  then  is  my  countrf 
tome? 

EowUy^e  Noble  Spamoh  Sddier* 

Stand 
Firm  for  your  country,  and  become  a  man 
HonourM  and  lov*d:  It  were  a  noUe  life, 
To  be  found  dead  embracing  her. 

Jokneon^B  Catiline. 
He  who  loves  not  his  country  can  love  nothing. 

Bynm. 
And  lives  there  man,  with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  himself  hath  said^- 
This  is  my  own,  my  native  land ! 

Sir  Walter  SeeU. 

They  love  their  land  because  it  is  their  own. 

And  scorn  to  give  aught  other  reason  why. 

HaUeck 

Who  dies  in  vain 

Upon  his  country's  war-fields  and  within 

The  shadow  of  her  altars  7    Feeble  heart ! 

I  tell  thee  that  the  voice  of  patriot  blood. 

Thus  pourM  for  faith  and  freedom,  hath  a  tone 

Which  from  the  night  of  ages,  from  the  gulf 

Of  death  shall  burst  and  make  its  high  appeal 

Sound  unto  earth  and-  heaven  S 

Mro,  Himuffu. 

My  country!  ay,  thy  sons  are  proud. 
True  hours  of  freedom's  glorious  dower ; 

For  never  here  has  knee  been  bow'd 
In  homage  to  a  mortal  power  I 

¥n.  iMe. 
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No  fearing,  no  doubtlngf,  thy  soldier  shall  know, 
When  here  stands  his  country,  and  yonder  her  foe ; 
One  look  at  the  bright  son,  one  prayer  to  the  sky. 
One  glance  where  our  banner  floats  glorious  on 

high: 
Then  on,  as  the  young  lion  bounds  on  his  prey; 
Let  the  sword  flash  on  high,  fling  the  scabbard 

away; 
Roll  on,  like  the  thunderbolt  orer  the  plain  !•— 
We  come  back  in  glory,  or  come  not  agrain. 

7%mt&B  Qm^^  Jn 

Thou,  O,  my  country,  hast  thy  foolish  ways. 
Too  apt  to  purr  at  every  stranger*s  praise,—- 
But  if  the  stranger  touch  thy  modes  or  laws. 
Off  goes  the  vdvet,  and  out  come  tike  claws ! 


COUNTRY  LIFE. 

None  can  describe  the  sweets  of  ooontiy  lifo, 
Bbt  those  West  men  that  do  enjoy  and  taste  them. 
Plain  husbandmen,  tho*  far  below  our  pitch 
Of  fortune  placed,  enjoy  a  wealth  above  us : 
To  whom  the  earth  with  true  and  bounteous  justice. 
Free  from  war's  cares  returns  an  easy  food. 
They  breathe  tlie  flresh  and  uncorrupted  air. 
And  by  clear  brooks  enjoy  untroubled  sleeps. 
Their  state  is  fearless  and  secure,  enrichM 
With  several  blessings,  such  as  greatest  kings 
Might  in  true  justice  envy,  and  themselves 
Would  count  too  happy,  if  they  truly  knew  them. 
Jtftf^s  Agripfin^ 

Hie  fields  did  laugh,  the  flowers  did  freshly  spring. 
The  trees  did  bud  and  early  blossoms  bore. 
And  all  the  quire  of  birds  did  sweetly  sing. 
And  told  that  gajrdin's  pleasures  in  their  caroling. 
Sptnaa^a  Fairy  Qimsr. 
Oh,  this  lifo 
Is  nobler  than  attending  for  a  check , 
Richer  than  doing  nothing  for  a  bauble; 
Prouder  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine. 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrossed. 

ShaU,  CymheUne. 
Abused  mortals !  did  you  know 
Where  joy,  heart*»«ase,  and  comforts  grow; 
You  *d  scorn  proud  towers. 
And  seek  them  in  these  bowers, 
Where  winds  sometimes  our  woods  perhaps  may 

shake, 
8nt  blustering  care  could  never  tempest  make, 
N'lr  murmurs  e'er  come  nigh  us, 
i)ili^g  of  fountains  that  glide  by  us. 

Sir  W,  RalagK 


Blest  silent  groves !  O  may  ye  be 

For  ever  mirth's  best  nursery! 

May  pure  contents 

For  ever  pitch  their  tents 

Upon  these  downs,  these  meads,  these  rocks,  these 

mountains. 
And  peace  still  slumber  by  these  purling  fountains ! 
Which  we  may  every  year 
Find  vriien  we  come  a  fishmg  here ! 

Sir  W.  lUleigk 
TtoM  is  a  beauttful  lifo  now,  privacy. 
The  sweetness  and  the  benefit  of  essence : 
I  see  there  is  no  maa  but  may  make  his  paradise, 
And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love  and  dotage 
Upon  the  world's  foul  joys  that  keeps  him  out  on 't 
Beavmont  and  Flelchtr'a  Niet  Fslsur. 
Under  a  tuft  of  shade  that  on  the  green 
Stood  whisp'ring  soft,  by  a  freah  fountain  side 
They  sat  them  down ;  and  after  no  more  toil 
Of  their  sweet  gard'ning  labour  than  suffic'd 
To  recommend  cool  zephyr,  and  made  ease 
More  easy,  wholesome  thirst  and  appetite 
More  grateflil,  to  their  supper  fiuits  they  fell. 

Milton's  Paradi$e  L09L 
Now  purer  air 
Meets  his  approach,  and  to  the  heart  inspires 
Vernal  delight  and  joy,  able  to  drive 
All  sadness  but  despair :  now  gentle  gales, 
FWming  their  odoriferous  wings,  dispense 
Native  perfumes,  and  whisper  whence  they  stole 
Those  balmy  spoils. 

Jtftbon's  Paradiae  LotL 
The  flow'ry  lap 
Of  irriguous  valley  spread  her  store, 
Flow'rs  of  all  hue,  and  without  thorn  the  rose. 

MilUm'$  Paradm  Lo$L 
A  wilderness  of  sweets :  for  nature  here 
Wanton'd  as  in  her  prime,  and  play'd  at  will 
Her  virgin  foncies,  pouring  forth  more  sweets ; 
Wild  above  rule  or  art,  enormous  bliss. 

Mikon'0  Paradiie  L09L 
*T  is  a  goodly  scene  — 
Yon  river,  like  a  silvery  snake,  lays  out 
His  coil,  i'  th'  sunshine  lovingly  —  it  breathes 
Of  freslmcss  in  this  lap  of  flowery  meadows. 

Sir  A,  Hunts  Julian, 
O  happy  if  ye  knew  your  happy  state, 
Ye  rangers  of  the  fields !  whom  nature's  boon 
Cheers  with  her  smiles,  and  ev'ry  element 
Conspires  to  bless. 

SomiTviXU^s  CAote. 

Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene. 
The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear ; 
Full  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen. 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air. 

Grmy'a  CAnrvLYaitL 


COUNTBy  UFE. 


0  hippy  plaina !  remote  from  w^  alanne, 

And  all  the  nngen  of  hostile  arms ! 

And  happj  ahepherds,  who,  seciue  fiom  fear, 

On  open  downs  preserve  your  fieecj  care ! 

Whose  spacious  hams  groan  with  increasing  store, 

And  whirling  flails  disjoint  the  cracking  floor ! 

No  harharoos  eoldier,  hent  on  emel  spoil, 

greeds  desolation  o'er  ytm  fertile  soil ; 

No  trampling  steed  lays  waste  the  ripenM  grain ; 

Nor  crackling  flres  devonr  the  promis'd  gain ; 

No  flaming  heatens  cast  theh  blase  aftr, 

The  dreadfU  signal  of  invasive  war ; 

No  tranpet's  clangour  woonds  the  mother's  ear. 

And  calls  the  lover  from  his  swooning  &ir. 

Gay's  Rwdl  SportM. 

What  happiness  the  rmal  maid  attends, 
In  cheerful  labom-  while  each  daj  she  spends ! 
She  gratefbllj  receives  what  heaven  has  sent, 
And,  rich  in  poverty,  enjoys  content. 
(Such  happiness,  and  snch  unblemish'd  &me, 
Ne^er  glad  the  bosom  of  the  courtly  dame :) 
She  never  feels  the  spleen's  imagined  pains. 
Nor  melancholy  stagnates  in  her  veins ; 
9}e  never  loses  life  in  thoughtless  ease. 
Nor  on  the  velvet  couch  invites  disease ; 
Iler  home-spun  dress  in  simple  neatness  lies. 
And  fi>r  no  glaring  equipage  she  sighs : 
Her  reputation,  which  is  all  her  boast, 
In  a  malicious  visit  ne'er  was  lost. 
No  midnight  masquerade  her  beauty  wears. 
And  health,  not  paint,  the  iiiding  bloom  repairs. 
GaxfB  Rural  Sporti. 

Ye  happy  fields,  mknown  to  noise  and  strife. 
The  kind  rewarders  of  industrious  life ; 
Ye  shady  woods,  where  once  I  us'd  to  rove. 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  muse  and  love ; 
Ye  munnoring  streams  that  in  meanders  roll. 
The  sweet  composers  of  the  pensive  soul. 
Farewell !    The  city  calls  me  from  your  bowers ; 
Farewell*  «i?"^««>g  tbwight,  and  peaceful  hours. 
Gay's  Rural  Sporti, 

Perhaps  thy  lov'd  Lucinda  shares  thy  walk, 
VITith  soul  to  thine  attun'd.    Then  nature  all 
Wears  to  the  lover's  eye  a  look  of  love ; 
And  all  the  tumult  of  a  guilty  world, 
Toss'd  by  ongeneroos  passions,  sinks  away« 

Tkom$on*9  Seamnu. 

Together  thus  they  shunn'd  the  cruel  scorn 
Which  virtue,  sank  to  poverty,  would  meet 
From  giddy  passion  and  low-minded  pride  t 
AUnost  on  nature's  common  bounty  fed ; 
Like  the  gay  birds  that  sung  them  to  repose, 
Content  and  careless  of  to-morrow's  fere. 


Thrice  happy  he !  who  on  the  sunless  side 
Of  a  romantic  mountain,  ferest  crown'd. 
Beneath  the  whole  collected  shade  reclines! 
Or  in  the  gelid  cavenis,  wood-bine  wrought. 
And  firesh  bedew'd  with  ever-spouting  streams. 
Bits  coolly  oalm ;  while  all  the  world  without, 
Unsatisfied  and  sick,  tosses  at  noon. 
£mblem  instructive  of  the  virtuous  man. 
Who  keeps  his  tomper'd  mind  serene  and  pure, 
And  every  passion  aptly  harmonis'd. 
Amid  a  jarring  world  with  vice  inflam'd. 

J^msoiCa  Seaaan$, 

Hie  lovely  young  Lavinia  once  had  firiends ; 
And  fertune  smil'd,  deceitfiil,  on  her  births 
For  in  her  helpless  years  depriv'd  of  all. 
Of  every  stay,  save  innocence  and  heaven. 
She  with  her  widow'd  mother,  feeble,  old. 
And  poor,  liv'd  in  a  cottage,  fiir  retir'd 
Aonong  the  windings  of  a  woody  vale ; 
By  solitude  and  deep  surrounding  shades, 
Bat  more  by  bashfiil  modesty  conceal'd. 

ThtnmiCs  Seatmm 

Here  too  dwells  simple  truth ;  plain  innocence ; 
Unsullied  beauty;  sound  unbroken  youth. 
Patient  of  labour,  with  a  little  pleas'd ; 
Health  ever  blooming ;  unambitioas  toil ; 
Calm  contemplation;  and  poetic  ease. 

Thom9on^$  Seawni, 

He  when  yoong  spring  protrudes  the  burstmg  gems, 
Marks  the  first  bud,  and  sucks  the  healthful  gals 
Into  his  fireshen'd  soul ;  her  genial  hours 
He  fiiU  enjoys ;  and  not  a  beauty  blows, 
And  not  an  opening  blossom  breathes  in  vain. 

ThoauoiCs  Seamnm 

Be  fiill,  ye  courts,  be  great  who  will; 
Search  for  peace  with  all  your  skill; 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door. 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor ; 
In  vain  yon  search,  she  is  not  there ; 
In  vain  yon  search  the  domes  of  carpi 
Grass  and  flowers  Quiet  treads, 
On  the  meads  and  mountain-heads, 
Along  with  Pleasure  close  ally'd. 
Ever  by  each  other's  side : 
And  ofien  by  the  murm'ring  rill. 
Hoar  the  thrush,  while  all  is  still 
Within  the  groves  of  Gnmgar  HilL 

Hius  is  nature's  vesture  wrought. 
To  uistmct  our  wandering  thought; 
Thus  she  dresses  green  and  gay. 
To  dispense  our  cares  away* 

Dyet*$  Ormfgmr  B9L 

8* 


oamrmY  life. 


£ver  charaung*  ever  new, 

When  will  thu  Uadecape  tire  Uie  view! 

The  firantaine  fall,  the  riven  flow. 

The  woody  vaileys,  warm  and  low. 

Hie  windy  eurnmit,  wild  and  high. 

Roughly  rushing  on  the  sky ! 

The  pleasant  seat,  the  ruin*d  tower, 

The  naked  rock,  the  ahady  bpwer, 

The  town  and  village,  dome  and  iarin, 

Ektch  gave  each  a  doable  charm, 

Ai  pearls  upon  an  Ethiopia  arm. 

Dyer^t  Grmgar  HUL 
Secure  and  fiee  they  pass  their  harmless  hours, 
Gay  as  the  birds  that  revel  in  the  grave. 
And  sing  the  morning  upi. 

Bom  to  no  pride,  inheriting  no  strife, 
Nor  marrying  discord  in  a  noble  wife. 
Stranger  to  civil  and  religious  rage, 
The  good  man  walk'd  innoxious  through  his  age ; 
No  courts  he  saw,  no  suits  would  ever  try. 
Nor  darM  an  oath,  nor  hazarded  a  lie. 
Unlearn'd,  he  knew  no  schoolmcn*8  subtle  art, 
No  language  but  the  language  of  the  hearty 
By  native  honest,  by  experience  wise. 
Healthy  by  temperance  and  exercise ; 
Bis  life,  though  long,  to  sickness  past  unknow&i 
His  death  was  instant  and  without  a  groan. 
O  grant  me  thus  to  live,  and  thus  to  die ! 
Who  sprung  from  kings  shall  know  less  joy  than  L 

Pope. 
Give  me,  indulgent  gods !  with  mind  serene, 
And  guiltless  heart,  to  range  the  sylvan  scene. 
No  »plendid  poverty,  no  smiling  care, 
No  weU-bied  hate,  or  servile  grandeur  there. 

Young'9  Lwe  of  Fame, 

Nature  I  *n  court  in  her  sequesterM  haunts, 
By  mountain,  meadow,  streamlet,  grove,  or  cell ; 
Where  the  poisM  lark  his  evening  ditty  ohaat% 
And  health,  and  peaee,  and  contemplation  dwell. 
SmoUeei  Ode  t»  Independence, 
Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft  at  evening**  dose. 
Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rose ; 
There,  as  I  passM  with  careless  steps  and  slew. 
The  mingling  notes  came  softenM  fVom  below ; 
The  swain  responsive  as  the  milk-maid  sung. 
The  sober  herd  that  low*d  to  meet  their  young ; 
The  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o*er  the  pod. 
The  playfu\  children  just  let  loose  fh>m  sehod ;    ^ 
Tlie  watch  ^og*s  voice  that  bayM  the  whisp'fing 

wind. 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  vacant  mind ; 
Theso  all  in  sweet  coufhsion  sought  the  shade, 
%nd  fillM  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  made. 
QMmmOCe  De9eiied  ViUage. 


A  time  there  waa,  ere  Englaud*s  grieft  began. 
When  ev*ry  rood  of  ground  maintain*d  its  man. 
For  him  light  labour  spread  her  whdesome  storey 
Just  gave  what  life  required,  and  gave  no  more. 
His  beat  companions,  innocence  and  healtli. 
And  his  best  wishes,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

Goldemith'e  Deeerted  VUUge, 
Around  in  sympathetic  mirth 
Its  tricka  the  kitten  tries; 
7^6  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth. 
The  \:radding  fagol  flies. 

GoUtmnUk'e  HenmU 

God  made  the  country  and  man  made  the  town ; 
What  wonder  then,  that  health  and  virtue,  gifls 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  hdds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  threatened  in  the  fields  and  groves  7 

Cawper's  Taek, 
Scenes  must  be  beautiiul  which  daily  viewM 
Please  daily,  and  whose  novelty  survives 
Long  knowledge  and  the  scrutiny  of  years. 

Cowper'e  ToA 
The  spleen  is  seldom  felt  where  Flora  reigns; 
The  lowering  eye,  the  petulance,  the  frown. 
And  sullen  sadness  that  o*crshade,  distort. 
And  mar  the  fe.ce  of  beauty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  immeasurable  woe  appears. 
These  Flora  banishes,  and  gives  the  feir 
Sweet  smiles  and  blooms  less  transient  than  her 
own.  ^       Cowper^e  Taek, 

Nor  rural  sights  alone,  but  rural  sounds 
Exhilarate  the  spirits,  and  restore 
The  tone  of  languid  nature.    Mighty  winds. 
That  sweep  the  skirt  of  some  fair-spreading  wood 
Of  andent  growth,  make  music  not  unlike 
The  dash  of  ocean  on  his  winding  ahore, 
And  lull  the  spirit  while  they  fill  the  mind. 

Coioper'a  Toafc. 
Tliey  love  the  country,  and  none  else,  who  seek 
For  their  own  sake  its  silence  and  its  shade : 
Delights  which  who  would  leave,  that  has  a  heart 
Susceptible  of  pity,  or  a  mind 
Cultured  and  capable  of  sober  thought  ? 

Cowper*e  Taek, 
Meditation  here 
May  think  down  hours  to  moments.    Here  the 

heart 
May  give  an  useful  lesson  to  the  head. 
And  learning  wiser  grow  without  his  books. 

Cowper'e  Taek 
This  pure  air 
Braces  the  listless  nerves,  and  warms  the  Uood : 
I  feel  in  freedom  here. 

Joamia  BaOUe'e  De  Montfort. 


COQNTOflr  LIFE. 


0  bow  c«nat  th<m  reooiiBoe  th«  kowdkm 
Of  chamw  which  n^twre  to  her  votai^  jaelcbi  I 
The  warbling  woodland*  that  raavuiidiiig  ihoM^ 
TW  pomp  of  grovea^  and  ufamitare  of  fielda; 
All  that  the  genial  raj  of  morning  gildsi 
And  aQ  that  echoes  to  the  song  of  even. 
All  that  the  mountain's  sheltering  bosom  shields, 
And  all  the  dread  magnificence  of  heaven, 
Ohow  canst  thoa  renounce  and  hope  to  be  forgiven ! 
BeatHe't  Mimtrd, 
There  health,  so  wild  and  gaji  with  bosom  baj»i 
And  toaj  cheek,  keen  eye,  and  flowing  hair, 
Trips  with  a  smile  the  breezy  scene  slong. 
And  pours  the  spirit  of  content  in  song. 

Dr,  WoUoCb  Pder  Pindar, 
But  peace  was  on  the  cottage,  and  the  fold. 
From  court  intrigue,  from  bickering  faction  far ; 
fieneath  the  chestnut  tree  love's  tale  was  told ; 
And  to  the  tinkling  of  ihe  light  guitar, 
Sweet  stoop'd  the  western  sun,  sweet  rose  the 

evening  star. 

ScaU*s  Vision  of  Don  Roderick, 
Tliere  shall  be  love,  when  genial  mom  appears, 
Like  pensive  beauty,  smiling  in  her  tears, 
To  watch  the  brightening  roses  of  the  sky. 
And  muse  on  nature  with  a  poet's  eye ! 

Camjibdri  Pleatureo  i^Hepe, 
The  moon  is  up— the  watch-tower  dimly  bums — 
And  down  the  vale  his  sober  step  returns ; 
But  pauses  oft,  as  winding  rocks  c<«vey 
The  still  sweet  fall  of  music  far  away ; 
And  oft  he  Hngers  from  his  home  awhile 
To  watch  the  dying  notes ;  and  start,  and  smile. 

CampbeWo  PUamres  of  Hope, 
It  was  in  this  lone  valley  she  would  charm 
The  lingering  noon,  where  flow'rs  a  couch  had 

strewn; 
Her  cheek  reclining,  and  her  snowy  arm 
On  hillock  by  the  palm-tree  half  o'ergrown : 
And  aye  that  volume  on  her  lap  is  thrown. 
Which  every  heart  of  human  mould  endears ; 
With  Shakspeare's  self  she  speaks  and  smiles  alone, 
And  no  intruding  visitation  fears. 
To  ihune  th*  nnconscioas  laugh,  or  stop  her  sweet- 

est  tears. 

Campbeire  Gertrude  of  Wyondng, 

From  tiie  white-thom  the  May-flower  shed 
Its  dewy  fragrance  round  our  head : 
Not  Arwl  lived  more  merrily  ' 

Under  the  blossom'd  bough  than  we. 

Seotto  Mormon, 

To  pass  their  lives  in  fountains  and  on  flowers. 
And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours. 


The  nightingale,  their  only  vBaper^ieUi 
Sung  sweetly  to  the  rose  th#  day's  faroweU. 

ByneCn  Idmd 
^View  them  urar 
At  home,  wboro  aU  their  worth  and  power  is 
placed; 
And  there  their  hospitable  fires  bum  clear, 

And  there  the  lowest  &nn.hottse  hearth  is  graced 
With  manly  hearts  in  piety  sincere. 

Faithful  in  lore,  in  honour  stem  and  chaste. 
In  friendship  warm  and  true,  in  danger  brave, 
BeloiRsd  in  lifi  and  sainted  in  the  grave. 

HaOeek^o  Poem 
And  the  winds  and  the  waters 

In  pastoral  measures, 
Go  wkullng  around  us^  with  roll  upon  roll, 
Tin  the  sold  lies  within 
In  a  drde  of  pleasures. 
Which  hideth  the  souL 

MiooBomU. 

Thaaki  to  my  humble  nature,  while  I*ve  limbs, 
Tastes,  senses,  I'm  determined  to  be  rich; 
9o  long  as  that  fine  alchymist,  the  sun. 
Can  transmute  into  gold  whate'er  I  like 
On  earth,  in  air,  or  water !  while  a  banquet 
Is  ever  spread  befbre  me,  in  a  hall 
Of  heaven's  own  building,  pcvfhmed  with  the  breath 
Of  nature's  seli^  and  ringing  to  tha  sounds 
Of  her  own  choristers. 

J.  N.  Barkor. 
Poor  drudge  of  the  city ! 

How  happy  he  feels. 
With  burrs  on  his  legs 

And  the  grass  at  his  heels; 
No  dodger  behind. 

His  bandannas  to  share, 
No  constable  grumbling  — 

"You  cannot  go  there!" 

O.  Tf  .  Hohneo, 
Your  love  In  a  cottage  is  hungry. 

Your  vine  is  a  nest  for  flies  — 
Your  milkmaid  shocks  the  graces 

And  simplicity  talks  of  pies  I 
You  lie  down  to  your  shady  slumber 

And  wake  with  a  bug  in  your  ear, 
And  your  damsel  that  walks  in  the  "*'**ifrg 

Is  shod  like  a  mountaineer* 

WiZbs. 
Rich,  though  poor ! 
My  low-rooTd  cottage  is  this  hour  a  heaven. 
Music  is  in  it — ^and  the  song  she  sings, 
That  sweet-voiced  wife  of  mine,  arrests  the  ea» 
Of  my  young  child  awake  upon  her  knee 
And  with  his  calm  eye  on  his  master's  fioe 
My  noble  hound  lies  couchant 

Wdhe 


COURAOB. 


I*m  weary  «f  my  lonely  kat 

And  of  its  Uu&d  treei 
Tlie  wry  lake  is  like  my  lot, 

So  silent  constantly— 
I've  liv'd  amid  the  forest  gloom 

Until  I  almost  fear — 
When  will  the  thrilling  Toioes 

My  spbit  thirsts  to  hear? 


WUKt. 


O,  when  I  am  safe  in  my  sykan  home, 
I  mock  at  the  pride  of  Greece  and  Rome ; 
And  when  I  am  stretchM  beneath  the  pines 
When  the  evening  star  so  holy  shines, 
I  laugh  at  the  lore  and  pride  of  man, 
At  the  Sophisfs  schools,  and  the  learned  elan; 
For  what  are  they  all  in  their  high  conceit. 
When  man  in  the  bush  with  God  may  meet  7 

X*  fT«  £Msrsoii» 
Within  the  sui-lit  ferest. 

Our  roof  the  bright  blue  sky, 
Where  femitains  flow,  and  wild  flowers  bfew. 

We  lift  our  hearts  on  high. 


EUiotL 
I  sigh  for  the  time 

When  the  reaper*  at  mom 
Come  down  from  the  hill 

At  the  sound  of  the  horn ; 
Or  when  dragging  the  rake» 

I  foUowM  them  oat 
While  they  tossM  the  light  sheaves 

With  their  laughter  about; 
llirough  the  field,  with  boy-daring, 

Btirefeoted  I  ran; 
But  the  stubbles  fereshadow*d 

The  path  of  the  roan. 
Now  the  uplands  of  life 

Lie  all  barren  of  sheaves^ 
While  my  footsteps  are  loud 

In  the  withering  leaves. 

T,  Buchanan  Read. 


COURAGE. 

It  is  held, 
Hiat  valour  is  the  chiefest  virtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  the  haver :  If  it  be. 
The  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Re  singly  counterpois'd. 

8hak8.  Conolanut, 

He  stopp'd  the  fliers; 
And,  by  his  rare  example,  made  the  coward 
Turn  terror  into  uport ;  as  wrives  befere 
A  vessel  under  sail,  so  men  obeyM 
^na  fbll  before  his  stem* 

Shak$»  CorioUumtt 


Methiaks  I  ase  him  stamp  thus,  and  call  thus^^ 
Come  on,  you  cowards,  you  were  got  in  (ear. 
Though  you  were  borne  in  Rome. 

Shakt.  Cariolamm 

Come  all  to  ruin ; 
Let  thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fei>r 
Thy  dangerous  stoutness ;  for  I  mock  at  death. 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.    Do  as  thou  list. 
Thy  valiantness  was  mine,  thou  suck*dst  it  from 

me; 
But  own  thy  pride  thyself 

AUb;  Cariabiwt 

False  hound! 
If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  His  there. 
That  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-cote,  I 
Fluttered  your  voices  in  Corioli : 

Alone  I  did  it 

8hak$,  Candanut, 

The  mind  I  sway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear. 
Shall  never  sagg  with  doubt,  nor  shake  with  fear. 

Shaki.  Macbtik. 

Pr'ythee,  peace : 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man ; 

Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

iSftoJU.  Arac6e£ft. 

But  screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking  place. 

And  we'll  not  felL 

8hdk9.MachiA. 

I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd. 
Than  what  I  fear ;  Ibr  always  I  am  Cesar. 

ShakB.  Julna  Ctimr 
TTiink  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind. 

Shak».JvJ&uM  C(£mr 

I  dare  assure  thee  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  aliye  the  noble  Brutus : 
The  Gods  defend  him  firom  so  great  a  shame ! 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead. 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,— like  himsel£ 

SkakB,  JvKxM  C^uar. 

A  thousand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bosom: 
Advance  our  standards,  set  upoa  our  fees ; 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  feir  St  George, 
Inspire  us  vrith  the  spleen  of  fiery  dragons ! 
Upon  them !    Victory  sits  upon  our  helms. 

.SkoAs.  Riekmrd  IIL 

If  we  be  oonquor'd,  let  men  conquer  us, 
And  not  these  bastard  Bretagnes ;  whom  our  fethers 
Haye  in  their  own  land  beaten,bobb*d,  and  thump*dt 
And,  on  record,  left  them  the  heirs  of  shame. 

Shaka,  Richard  III 


COURAGE. 


Fight,  gentlemen  of  England ;  fight,  bold  yeomen: 
Draw,  archen,  draw  yofxr  arrows  to  the  head. 
Spur  yoar  proud  horses  hard,  and  ride  in  blood  x 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  staves. 

Shaks.  Richard  III. 
Kimg  Rithmd. — A  horse !  a  horse  I  my  kingdom 

for  a  horse ! 
Colesfty.— Withdraw,  my  lord :  I  *U  help  you  to  a 

horse. 
Kimg  Richard,  —  Slave,  I  have  set  my  life  upon  a 

cast, 
And  I  win  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die. 

ShakB.  Richard  IIL 
The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on; 
And  doves  vraB  peck,  in  safeguard  of  their  brood. 
Shcks,  Richard  IIL 
What  though  the  mast  be  now  blown  overboard. 
The  cable  broke,  the  holding  anchor  lost. 
And  half  our  sailors  swallow'd  in  the  flood ; 
Yet  lives  our  pilot  still.    Is  H  meet  that  he    ' 
Should  leave  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad. 
With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  sea. 
And  give  more  strength  to  that  which  hath  too 

much. 
Whiles,  in  his  moan,  the  ship  slips  on  the  rock, 
Which  industry  and  courage  might  have  savM  ? 
Ah,  what  a  shame  \  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this ! 

ShakM,  Henry  IV.    Part  IIL 
In  despite  of  all  mischance. 
Of  thee  thyself  and  aJl  thy  complices, 
Edward  vnll  always  bear  himself  a  king : 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  state. 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compass  of  her  wheel. 

ShaU,  Henry  IV.    Part  IIL 
They  call*d  us  for  oar  fierceness,  English  dogs ; 
Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  crying  ran  away. 
Hark,  countrymen !  either  renew  the  %ht, 
Or  tear  the  lioos  out  of  England's  coat ; 
Renounce  your  soil,  give  sheep  in  lion's  stead. 

Shaki.  Henry  IV.    Part  L 
By  how  much  unexpected,  by  so  much 
We  must  awake,  endeavour  fi>r  defence ; 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occasion. 

Shak$.  King  John. 
He  *s  truly  valiant  that  can  waSSst 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe;  and  make  his 

wrongs 
His  outsides ;  to  wear  them  like  his*  raiment,  eare- 

lessly; 
And  ne*er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart, 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 

Shdk$.  Tinum. 
His  valour,  shown  upon  our  crests  to-day. 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherish  such  high  deeds. 
Even  in  the  bosom  of  our  adversaries. 

Shdka.  Henry  IV.    Part  I. 


Yon  must  not  think. 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  doll. 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger. 
And  think  it  pastime. 

Shak9.  HaniUL 
Let  us  die  instant :  once  more  back  again ; 
Tlie  man  that  will  not  fi>llow  Bourbon  now. 
Let  him  go  home,  and  with  his  cap  in  hand, 
Like  a  base  pander  hold  the  chamber  door. 
Whilst,  by  a  slave«  no  gentler  than  my  dcf. 
His  fidrast  daughter  m  contaminate. 

Shak$.  Henry  V 
A  valiant  man 
Ought  not  to  undergoi  or  tempt  a  danger* 
But  worthily,  and  by  selected  ways. 
He  undertakes  by  reason,  not  by  chance. 
His  valour  is  the  salt  t'  his  virtues. 
They  're  all  unseasoned  without  it 

Ben  Jonson^s  Nea  Imu 
Brave  spirits  are  a  balsam  to  themselves, 
There  is  a  nobleness  of  mind,  that  heals 
Wounds  beyond  salves. 

Cartwrighfs  Lady  Errant 

What,  though  the  field  be  lost. 
All  is  not  lost;  th'  ungovernable  will. 
And  study  of  revenge,  immortal  luite, 
And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield. 
And  what  is  else  not  to  be  overoome; 
That  gloiy  sever  shall  his  wrath  or  might 
Extort  from  me. 

MiUon'$  Paradise  Lost 
Darkened  so,  yet  shone 
Above  them  aU  the  arch-angel :  but  his  face 
Deep  scars  of  thunder  had  intrench'd,  and  care 
Sat  on  his  ft,ded  cheek,  but  under  brows 
Of  dauntless  courage,  and  considerate  pride. 
Waiting  revenge. 

MiUonU  Paradise  LceL 

To  bow  and  sue  for  grace 
With  suppliant  knee,  and  deify  his  pow'r. 
Who  fi'om  the  terror  of  this  arm  so  late 
Doubted  his  empire ;  that  were  low  indeed, 
That  were  an  ignominy  and  shame  beneath 
Tliis  down&lL 

MUton^i  Paradise  Lon 

But  he  his  wonted  pride 
Soon  recollecting,  with  high  words,  that  bore 
Semblance  of  worth  not  substance,  gently  rais*d 
Their  fainting  courage,  and  dispell'd  their  ftars. 

Miltm^s  Paradise  Lost 
No  thought  of  flight, 
None  of  retreat,  no  unbecoming  deed 
That  arguM  fear :  each  on  himself  rely'd. 
As  only  in  his  arm  the  moment  lay 
Of  victory. 

Maum*$  Paraim  Less 


M 


COUHACrE. 


I  ihotdd  in  become  fhis  throne,  O  peen, 

And  this  imperial  sov'reigntj,  adorned 

With  splendour,  arm*d  with  pow*r,  if  angfht  pro- 

posM 
And  judgM  of  public  moment,  in  the  shape 
Of  difficulty  or  danger,  could  deter 
Me  from  attempting. 

JinZeofi*f  Paradlu  LimL 

Th*  imdaimted  fiend  wliat  this  might  be  admir*d, 
Admir*d,  not  iear*d ;  God  aad  his  soa  eaeept, 
Osated  thing  nought  Talaed  he  or  shmin*d. 

InoensM  with  indignation,  Satan  stood 
Unterrified,  and  like  a  comet  bomM, 
That  fires  the  length  of  Ophiuchus  huge 
In  th*  arctic  sky,  and  fl'om  his  horrid  hair 
Shakes  pestilence  and  war. 

MStoiCB  Pttradi§e  Lott. 

Let  fbrtime  empty  her  whole  quiver  on  me, 
I  have  a  soul,  that,  like  an  ample  shield, 
Oan  take  in  all,  and  verge  enough  for  more : 
Fate  was  not  mine,  nor  am  I  fiite's : 
Souls  know  no  conquerors. 

Dryd€n*$  Don  Stibattian, 

*Tis  not  now  who*s  stoat  and  bold  ? 
But  who  bears  hnger  best  aad  eold? 
And  he  *s  appfov'd  the  nosi  lissnnring, 
Who  longest  can  hold  out  at  starving ; 
And  he  that  routs  most  pigs  and  cows, 
The  ibrmidablest  man  of  prowess. 
So  Ih*  emperor  Caligula, 
lliat  triumph*d  o*cr  the  British  sea, 
Took  crabs  and  oysters  pnsoners. 
And  lobsters  *Btoad  of  cuirassiers ;       , 
Engag'd  his  legions  in  fierce  bustles. 
With  periwinkles,  prawns,  and  mussels, 
And  led  his  troops  with  furious  gallops. 
To  charge  whole  regiments  of  scallops; 
Not  like  their  ancient  way  of  war, 
To  wait  on  his  triumphal  car ; 
But  when  he  went  to  dine  or  sap, 
More  bravely  ate  his  captives  up, 
And  lefl  all  war  by  his  example, 
ReducM  to  vicfling  of  a  camp  welL 

BuOer. 

The  bravo  man  seeks  not  popular  applanse, 
Nor,  overpowei'd  with  arms,  deserts  his  cause ; 
Vnsham*d,  though  foilM,  he  does  the  best  he  can, 
Foroe  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man. 

DryderCg  Palemon  and  ArcUe, 

Wnate^ci  betides,  by  destiny  His  done, 
And  better  bear  like  men,  than  vainly  seek  to  shun. 
J}ryden*$  Pakmm  mid  Jreits. 


Be  not  dismayed — fear  nurses  up  a  danger ; 
And  resolution  kills  it  in  the  birdi. 

Pkmipe'^8  Duke  of  Ghmcater 
IVue  valour,  fKends,  on  virtue  founded  strong, 
Meets  all  events  alike. 

MttOeCs  Mwtaphm. 

The  human  race  are  sons  of  sorrow  bom ; 
And  each  must  have  his  portion.    Vulgar  minds 
Refbse  or  crunch  beneath  their  load :  the  brave 
Bear  theirs  without  repining. 

MalUt  and  7%nn$on^9  Alfred, 
True  valour 
Lies  in  the  mind,  the  never>yielding  purpose. 
Nor  ovnis  the  blind  award  of  giddy  fortune. 

Thomoon^e  ConalanuM, 
But  while  hope  lives. 
Let  not  the  generous  die.    *T  \a  late  before 
The  brave  despair. 

TlmmiiCe  Sephomoha, 

1b  there  a  man,  into  the  Iion*s  den 

Who  dares  intrude  to  snatch  his  young  away  7 

Thom9on*9  Britanma, 

To  a  mind  resolved  and  wise. 

There  is  an  impotence  in  misery,  * 

Which  makes  me  smile,  when  all  its  shafts  are 

in  m^  Young'e  Rtvemge, 

IVue  fortitude  is  seen  in  great  exploits 

That  justice  warrants,  and  that  wisdom  guides ; 

All  else  is  towering,  phreniy  and  distraetion. 

Addi$on*9  Csfft 
My  heart  is  firm : 
There  *s  nought  within  the  compass  of  humanity 
But  I  would  dare  and  do. 

1^  A.  Wn^$  JwUnL 
Hie  wise  and  active  conquer  difficulties. 
By  daring  to  attempt  them :  sloth  and  felly 
Shiver  and  shrink  at  sight  of  toil  and  hazard, 
And  make  the  impossibility  they  fear. 

Rowe'e  AmbUimu  St^Molher. 
True  courage  scorns 
To  vent  her  prowess  in  a  storm  of  word!; 
And  to  the  valiant  action  speak  alone. 

SmoU^'i  Regifiide, 

Not  to  the  ensangoinM  field  of  death  akme 

Is  valour  limited :  she  sits  serene 

In  the  deliberate  council,  sagely  scans 

The  source  of  action ;  weighs,  prevents,  provides, 

And  scorns  to  count  her  glories,  fimn  the  fbats 

Of  brutal  force  alone. 

SmaOeWe  R^icide. 

Tlie  intent  and  not  the  deed 

Is  in  our  poivpsr;  and  therefere  who  dares  greatly, 

Does  greatly, 

BT9WI^  9  iMfWIfVSSSa 
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Wa  19  true  coora^  not  the  bratal  ibrce 
Of  vnlpar  heroes,  but  the  firm  reaohe 
Of  Tiitae  and  of  reason.    He  who  thinks 
Without  their  aid  to  shine  in  deeds  of  arms, 
Buildi  on  a  sandy  basis  his  renown » 
A  dream,  a  -vapour,  or  an  a|;ue-fit 
May  make  a  coward  of  him. 

WkUehead^8  Roman  Ftdha-. 
The  brave  man  is  not  he  who  ibels  no  fear. 
For  that  were  stupid  and  irrational ; 
Bat  he  whose  noble  soul  its  ibar  subdues, 
And  bravely  dares  the  danger  natws  shrmks  from. 
As  ibr  your  youth,  y^hcm  blood  and  blows  delicrht. 
Away  with  them  I  there  is  not  in  their  crew 

One  valiant  spirit. 

Joanna  BaUUe^B  BaoH 

Rocks  have  been  shaken  from  their  solid  base ; 

But  ^at  shall  move  a  firm  and  dauntless  mind  7 

Joanna  Bonne's  BasiL 

I  would,  Grod  knows,  in  a  poor  woodman's  hut 

Have  spent  my  peaceful  days,  and'sharM  my  crust 

With  her  who  would  have  checr'd  me,  rather  far 

Than  on  this  throne ;  but  beingr  what  I  am, 

rn  be  it  nobly. 

Joanna  BaUSu?9  ContUnOine  FaUdoguo. 

Her  look  composed,  and  steady  eye. 
Bespoke  a  matchless  constancy. 

Scott 9  Marnwnu 

My  soul  bath  felt  a  secret  weight, 
A  warning  of  approaching  &te : 
A  priest  had  said,  return,  repent ! 
As  well  to  bid  that  rock  be  rent 
Finn  as  that  flint  I  fiice  mine  end ; 
My  heart  may  burst,  but  cannot  bend, 

Scdtto  RMby, 
False  vnnurd,  avaunt !  I  have  marahall*d  my  clan ; 
Their  swords  are  a  thousand,  their  bosoms  are 

one! 
They  are  true  to  the  last  of  their  blood  and  their 

breath. 
And,  like  reapers,  descend  to  the  harvest  of  death. 
CampbdTs  LochieL 
The  minstrel  fell ! — but  the  fi)eman*B  chain 
Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under ; 
The  harp  he  lovM  ne'er  spoke  again. 
For  he  tore  its  chords  asunder ; 
And  said  **  No  chains  shall  sully  thee, 
•Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery ! 
**lliy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  firee, 

*■  Hiey  thall  never  sound  in  slavery  !*' 

Moore, 

Aeareless  thing,  who  placM  his  choice  in  chance, 
Nnrbt  by  the  legends  of  his  land's  romance  i 
Eager  to  hope,  but  not  less  firm  to  bear, 
Arquamted  with  all  feelings,  save  despair. 

Byrmi?§  lohnd. 


A  real  spirit. 
Should  neither  court  neglect,  nor  dread  to  bear  it 

Byron 

*•  You  fool !  I  tell  you  no  one  means  you  harm  " 
"  So  much  the  better,"  Juan  said,  *•  for  them," 

Bynm 

Nor  need*st  thou  doubt  this  speech  from  me. 
Who  would  but  do — what  he  hath  done. 

Byran^o  Oiaout 

A  spirit  yet  unquell'd  and  high 
That  claims  and  seeks  ascendancy. 

Byron'o  Giaaw* 

Whate'er  my  fate, 
I  am  no  changeling — 'tis  too  late : 
The  reed  in  storms  may  bow  and  quiver. 
Then  rise  again ;  the  tree  must  shiver. 

ByrorCo  Siege  of  Corhdh. 

Have  I  not  had  my  brain  sear'd,  my  heait  riven, 
Hopes   snapp'd,  name  blighted,  life's  life  lied 

away? 
And  only  not  to  desperation  driven. 
Because  not  altogether  of  such  clay. 
As  rots  into  tho  souls  of  those  whom  I  survey. 

BynnCo  ChUde  HaroU. 

The  torture !  you  have  put  me  there  already. 
Daily  since  I  wae  doge;  but  if  you  will 
Add  the  corpeieal  rack,  you  may:  the«e  limbs 
Will  yield  with  age  to  crushing  iron;  but 
There's  that  Withm  my  heart  shall  strain  you 
engines.  Bynm'A  Dogo  of  Vonioo, 

Fate  made  me  what  I  ai#— may  make  me  no- 

thing— 
But  either  that  or  nothing  must  I  be ; 
I  will  not  live  degraded. 

ByrmCi  Sanunmfatuo 

I  had  a  sword— and  have  a  breast 
That  should  have  won  as  haught  a  crest 
As  ever  wav'd  along  the  lino 
CM*  all  these  sovereigi^  sires  of  thine. 

Byran's  Parmm 

But  still  he  fiic'd  the  shock. 
Obdurate  as  a  portion  of  the  rock 
Whereo.1  he  stood,  and  fix'd  his  lovell'd  gun, 
Dark  as  a  sullen  ckrad  befiwe  the  sun. 

By9om 

t  Hiere  is  strengith 
Deqi  bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  vre  recA 
But  little  till  the  shafls  of  heaven  have  pierc'd 
Its  fragile  dwelling.    Must  not  earth  be  rent 
Before  her  gems  are  found  ? 

Mr*. 
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Think'st  thoa  there  dwells  no  ooon^  but  in 

breasts 
That  set  their  mail  a^rainst  the  ringrin^  spears. 
When  helmets  are  struck  down?    Tlioa  little 

knowcst 
Of  nature's  marvels. 

Jiff*.  llmtaMt, 

Ah,  never  shall  the  land  ibr|ret 

How  g-ushM  the  life-blood  of  the  brave, 

Gosh'd  warm  with  hope  and  courage  jet. 
Upon  the  soil  they  fought  to  save ! 

BryavL 

Like  a  mountun  lone  and  bleak,  , 

With  its  sky^ncompassM  peak. 

Thunder  riven, 
Lifting  its  forehead  bare, 
Through  the  cold  and  blighting  air. 

Up  to  heaven, 
Is  the  soul  that  feels  its  woe, 
And  is  nervM  to  bear  the  blow. 

JIf n.  HM9  Poemi, 

COURT. 

Whoso  in  pompe  of  prowd  estate  (quoth  she) 
Does  swim,  and  bathe  himself  in  courtly  bliss. 
Does  waste  his  dayes  in  dark  obscuritie. 
And  in  ohUvion  ever  buried  is. 

Speiuer'i  Faky  Queen. 
O  happy  they  that  never  saw  the  ooort, 
Nof  ever  knew  great  men  but  by  report 

We6iter*s  Whke  DmL 
And  what  are  courts  but  camps  of  misery ! 
lliat  do  besiege  mend  states,  and  still  are  press'd 
T*  assail,  prevent,  complot  and  fortify ; 
In  hope  t*  attain,  in  fear  to  be  suppressed : 
Where  all  with  shows,  and  with  apparency. 
Men  seem  as  if  for  stratagems  addressM : 
Where  foVtune,  as  the  wolf,  doth  still  prefer 
'  The  foulest  of  the  train  that  follows  her. 

Damd. 

Our  courtiers  say,  all 's  savage,  but  at  court 
Experience,  O  thou  disprov'st  report 

Shak9.  Cymb. 
Revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  yon 
(If  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war: 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done. 
But  being  so  aUow*d. 

Shake.  Cymb. 

Virtue  must  be  thrown  off,  'Ua  a  coarse  garment. 
Too  heavy  €cr  the  sunshine  *  a  court 

Ihyden^e  Spameh  Friar. 
courts  can  give  nothing  to  the  wise  and  good, 
Iftit  snorn  of  pomp,  and  love  of  solitude. 

Yifungfe  Love  ef  Fame. 


And  squeeze  my  hand,  and  beg  me  come  to-moriow. 
Refbsal !  canst  thou  wear  a  smoother  form ! 

Yeung'e  Night  ThaugHe. 
The  court's  a  golden,  but  a  fatal  circle. 
Upon  whose  magic  skirts  a  thousand  devils 
In  cr3r8tal  forms  sit,  tempting  innctcenoe. 
And  beckon  early  virtue  ftom  its  centre. 

Xee's  Nere 
Fly  from  the  court  *s  pernicious  neighbourhood ; 
Where  innocence  is  sham*d,  and  blushing  modesty 
Is  made  the  scomer*s  jest;  where  hate,  deceit, 
And  deadly  ruin  wear  the  mask  of  beauty. 
And  draw  deluded  fools  with  shows  of  pleasure. 

Rewtre  Jatte  Shen. 
See  there  he  comes,  th*  exalted  idol  comes ! 
The  circle  *s  formM,  and  all  his  fawning  slaves 
Devoutly  bow  to  earth ;  from  every  month 
The  nauseous  flattery  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promises  which  die  as  soon  as  bom. 
Vile  intercourse,  where  virtue  has  no  place ! 
Frown  but  the  monarch,  all  his  glories  fade ; 
He  mingles  with  the  throng,  outcast,  undone. 
The  pageant  of  a  day ;  without  one  fi-iend 
To  soothe  his  tortnr*d  mind ;  all,  all  are  fled. 
For  though  they  bask*d  in  his  meridian  ray. 
The  insects  vanish  as  his  beams  decline. 

SemervQl^e  Chaee, 
Those  sculpturM  halls  my  foot  shall  never  tread. 
Where  varnish'd  vice,  and  vanity,  combin'd 
To  dazzle  and  seduce,  their  banners  spread; 
And  forge  vile  shackles  for  the  free-bom  mind. 
SmoUeWe  Ode  to  Independence. 

0  vain  to  seek  delight  in  earthly  thing ! 

But  most  in  courts  where  proud  ambition  towers ; 
Deluded  wight !  vdio  weens  foir  peace  can  spring 
Beneath  the  pompons  dome  of  kesar  or  of  king. 

SheneUme'e  School  Miolreee. 
Painted  for  sight  and  essenc'd  for  the  smell. 
Like  frigates  fraught  with  sjnce  and  cochineal. 
Sail  in  the  ladies :  how  each  pirate  eyes 
So  weak  a  vessel  and  so  rich  a  prize ! 
Top-gallant  he,  and  she  in  all  her  trim. 
He  boarding  her,  she  striking  sail  to  him. 
Dear  countess !  you  have  charms  aU  hearts  to  suit! 
And,  sweet  sir  Topling !  you  have  so  much  wit ! 
Such  wits  and  beauties  are  not  praised  for  nought. 
For  both  the  beauty  and  the  wit  are  bought 

Pope. 

1  was  not  bom  for  courts,  or  great  affiurs ; 

I  pay  my  debts,  believe,  and  say  my  prayers. 

Pope. 
Tliere  we  grow  early  grey,  but  never  wise ; 
There  form  connections,  and  acquire  no  friends. 

Cfvper^e  Tadr. 
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T  is  a  ftarfiil  spectacle  to  see 
So  many  saeniscs  dancingr  in  their  cbaina 
Thc7  gum  upon  the  links  that  hold  them  fast 
With  eyea  of  angnwh,  eieorate  their  lot, 
Then  shake  them  in  despair,  and  dance  again. 

Conifer's  Task. 
There  tka-sgreophant,  and  he 
That  with  hare-headed  and  obseqnioaB  hows 
Begs  a  warm  office,  doomM  to  a  cold  jail 
And  groat  per  diem,  if  his  patron  frown. 

Cowper'a  Ta$k, 
Unhappy  lot  of  all  that  shine  at  courts; 
For  £)cc*d  comptianoe,  or  fiv  zealous  virtue, 
Stm  odioos  to  the  numarch,  or  the  people. 

Dr,  Joktmm^M  Irens, 

Hast  Ihoa  then  IxtM  in  courts?    Hast  thou  grown 

Beneath  the  mask  a  subtle  statesman  wears 
To  hide  his  secret  soul,  and  dost  not  know 
That  of  all  fickle  ftrtune*s  transient  gifte, 
Favour  is  most  deceitftd  7 

Hanmh  Mores  Danid,    Pari  L 
And  dwarft  and  blacks,  and  such  like  things  that 

gain 
Their  bread  as  ministers  and  favourites  —  (that  *s 
To  saj  bj  degradation)*- mingled  there 
As  pJentifol  as  in  a  court  or  fair. 

Byron. 

Hie  thrall  and  state  at  the  palace  gate 
Are  what  my  spirit  has  ]eam*d  to  hate ; 
Oh .  the  hills  ahall  be  a  home  for  me. 
For  I  *d  leave  a  throne  for  the  home  of  the  firee ! 

ElisM  Cook. 
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in  seenles  (sayd  he)  if  he  so  valiant  be, 
lliat  he  should  be  so  steme  to  stranger  wight 
For  seldom  yet  did  living  creature  see 
That  conrtesie  and  manhood  ever  disagree. 

Spenser's  Fairy  Qi 
A  stranger**  kindnen  oil  exceeds  a  fi-iend*8. 

Middktou, 
What  &irer  doak  than  eourtesy  for  firaud  7 

EarlafSUrUiu. 
Stody,  with  care,  poUteness,  that  must  teach 
Tlie  modish  forms  of  gesture  and  of  speech : 
In  vain  formality  with  matron  mien. 
And  pertness  apes  with  her  familiar  grin : 
'Riey  against  nature  for  applauses  strain. 
Distort  themselves,  and  give  aJl  others  pain : 
She  moves  with  easy  though  with  measuPd  pace, 
And  shows  no  part  of  study  but  the  g^ace, 

StiUifigfleet, 

a 


Above  all  things  raiOery  decline^ 
Nature  but  few  does  for  that  task  design : 
*T  is  in  the  ablest  hands  a  dangerous  tool. 
But  never  ftils  to  wound  the  meddling  fool ; 
For  all  must  grant  it  needs  no  common  art 
To  keep  men  patient  when  we  make  them  smarL 
No  wit  alone,  nor  humour*s  self,  will  do, 
Without  good-nature,  and  much  prudence  too, 
To  judge  aright  of  persons,  place  and  time ; 
For  taste  decrees  what  *8  low,  and  what's  sublime ; 
And  what  might  charm  to-day,  or  o*er  a  glass, 
Perhaps  at  court,  or  next  day,  would  not  pass. 

StiUin^eet 
Would  you  both  please  and  be  instructed  too, 
Watch  well  the  rage  of  shining,  to  subdue ; 
Hear  every  man  upon  his  fovourite  theme. 
And  ever  be  more  knowing  than  you  seem. 
The  lowest  genius  will  afford  some  light. 
Or  give  a  hint  that  had  escaped  your  sigt 

StiUifigJleeL 
This  Florentine  *s  a  very  saint,  so  meek 
And  fuU  of  courtesy,  that  he  would  lend 
The  devil  his  cloak,  and  stand  i*  th*  rain  himsel£ 
Sir  W  DavenarU, 
AJl  soldiers  valour,  all  divines  have  grace. 
As  maids  of  honour  beauty,— by  their  place. 

FbiMg'f  Looe  ef  Fams 
Discourse  may  want  an  animated  No, 
To  brush  the  surfhce,  and  to  make  it  flow ; 
But  Btin  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please. 
To  press  your  pomt  with  modesty  and  ease. 

Couper*9  CottoeroatwiL 

So  gently  blending  courtesy  and  art 
Tliat  ^8dom*s  lips  seemM  borrowing  friendship's 
heart  O.  W,  Hohnef 

A  smile  for  one  of  mean  degree, 

A  courteous  bow  for  one  of  high. 
So  modulated  both  that  each 
Saw  friendship  in  his  eye. 

ASfiry  Bm  litrtL 


OOURTIER- 

These  can  lie. 
Flatter^  and  swear,  deprave,  inform. 
Smile  and  betray ;  ipake  guilty  men ;  then  beg 
The  forfeit  lives  to  get  the  livmgs;  cut 
Men*s  throats  with  whisp*rings;  sell  to  gapmg 

suitors 
The  empty  smoke  that  iOies  about  the  palace. 
Joiuon*$t 


IVue  courtiers  should  be  modest,  and  not  nice ; 
Bold,  but  not  impudent;  {Measure  love,  not  vieok 

ChopM9W 
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Full  little  knowert  thou  that  hast  not  tried, 
What  hell  it  is  in  suing  long  to  bide ; 
To  lose  good  days  that  might  be  better  spent, 
To  waste  long  nights  in  pensive  discontent, 
To  speed  to-day,  to  be  pat  back  to-morrow ; 
To  feed  on  hope,  to  pine  whh  fear  to-morrow; 
To  have  thy  princess*  grace, yet  want  her  peers*; 
To  have  thy  asking  yet  wait  many  years ; 
To  firct  thy  soul  with  crosses  and  with  cares ; 
To  eat  thy  heart  through  comfortless  despaires ; 
To  fkwn,  to  crouch,  to  wait,  to  ride,  to  ronne. 
To  spend,  to  give,  to  want,  to  be  undonne, 
Unhappy  wight,  bom  to  disastrous  end. 
That  doth  his  life  in  so  long  tendence  spend. 

Spemer^B  Mather  Hubbard'$  Tale, 
*Ti8  common  in  such  base  fellows,  such  court 
Spiders,  that  weave  their  webs  of  flattery 
In  the  ears  of  greatness ;  if  they  can  once 
Entangle  them  in  their  quaint  treachery. 
They  poison  them  straight 

John  Day'e  Ide  if  ChdU. 
I  have  been  told,  that  virtue  in  courtiers*  hearts 
Suf&rs  an  ostracism,  and  departs. 

Dr,  Dotme, 

It  is  the  curse  of  kings  to  be  attended 

By  slaves,  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 

To  break  within  the  bloody  house  of  life : 

And  on  the  winking  of  authority. 

To  understand  a  law ;  to  know  the  meaning 

Of  dangerous  majesty,  when,  perchance  it  frowns 

More  upon  humour,  than  advised  respect 

Shake.  King  John. 

Not  a  courtier. 
Although  ttiey  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at 

Shake.  Cymb. 

Poor  wretches  that  depend 
On  greatness'  &vonr,  dream  as  I  have  done ; 
W«ke  sad  find  nothing. 

Shake.  Cymb. 
Hie  oatcrpillani  of  the  oommonwealth, 
Whioh  I  Iwve  sworn  to  weed  and  pluck  away. 

Shake,  Richard  11. 
I  hardly  yet  have  l«am*d 
T*  insinuate,  flatter,  bow  and  bend  my  knee. 

Shake.  Richard  IL 
To  dog  his  heels,  and  court'sy  at  his  frowns, 
1V>  show  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

Shake.  Henry  1 V.    Part  I. 
Bat  yet  I  call  you  servile  ministers. 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Vtm  iixgb  engender'd  battles,  'gainst  a  head 
Ko  Qcd  and  white  as  this.    O,  oh !  *t  is  foul 

Shake.  Lmr. 


And  bid  her  steal  into  the  pleached  bower. 
Where  honey-sucklcs,  ripen*d  by  the  sun. 
Forbid  the  sun  to  enter;  like  favourites, 
Made  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
Against  that  power  that  bred  it 

Shake.  Much  ado. 
Live  loath'd  and  long. 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites, 
Courteous  destroyers,  aflablo  wolves,  meek  bears. 
You  feols  of  finrtune,  trencher  fritods,  time's  flies. 
Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute  jacks. 

Shake.  Timon. 
Others  there  are. 
Who,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty. 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves ; 
And  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords, 
Do  well  thrive  by  them,  and,  when  they  have  lin'd 

their  coats, 
Do  themselves  homage:  these  fellows  have  some 

soul; 
And  sueh  a  one  do  I  profess  myaelil 

Shake.  Oihdh. 
All  oourtiera  are  a  wise  man's  home, 
And  so  are  governments  to  some.. 

BtUUr'e  Hudibrae, 
Th'  old  Romans  fieedom  did  bestow. 
Our  princes  worship,  with  a  blpw ; 
King  Pyirhus  cur'd  his  splenetic 
And  testy  courtiers  with  a  kick. 

Btt/ier's  Hudibrue. 
Tliose  that  go  up  hill,  use  to  bow. 
Their  bodies  forward,  and  stoop  low« 
To  poise  themselves,  and  sometimes  creeps 
When  th'  way  b  difficult  and  steep : 
So  those  at  court,  that  do  address, 
By  low  ignoble  offices. 
Can  stoop  at  any  thing  that 's  base,  , 

To  wriggle  into  trust  and  grace. 
Are  like  to  rise  to  greatness  sooner. 
Than  those  that  go  by  worth  and  honour. 

Builer'e  HudSbrae, 
I  in  no  soul-consumption  wait 
Whole  years  at  levees  of  tl)e  great. 
And  hungry  hopes  regale  the  while 
On  the  spare  diet  of  a  smile. 

Qreeefe  SjUeru 
How  many  men 
Have  spent  their  blood  in  their  dear  country's 

service. 
Yet  now  pine  under  want ;  while  selfish  slaves. 
That  even  would  cut  their  throats  whom  now  they 

fkwn  on, 
like  deadly  locusts,  eat  the  honey  up. 
Which  those  industrious  bees  so  hardly  toiPd  fbr 
Otway'e  Orjihan. 
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See  hatw  he  sets  his  ooimfenance  fbr  deceit, 
And  promises  a  Ue  before  he  speaks. 

Dryden*$  AUfor  Love. 

He  who  his  prince  too  blindly  does  obey, 
To  keep  his  fiith  his  virtue  throws  away. 

Drydem, 

To  mischief  bent, 
He  seldom  does  a  good,  with  good  intent. 
Wayward  but  wise ;  by  long  experience  taught 
To  please  both  parties,  fbr  ill  ends,  he  sought : 
For  this  advantage  age  fVom  youth  has  won, 
As  not  to  be  oat-ridden  though  outrun. 

Dryden'B  Paleman  and  Areite. 

lliey  smile  and  bow,  and  hug,  and  shake  the  hand, 
Ev'n  while  they  whisper  to  the  next  assistant 
Sane  cursed  plot  to  blast  its  owner's  head. 

BeOer'f  Ii^urtd  Ituweenee. 

I  am  no  ooortier,  no  fiiwning  dog  of  state, 
To  lick  and  kiss  the  hand  that  buffiste  me ; 
Nor  can  I  smile  upon  my  guest,  and  praise 
His  stoflMch,  when  I  know  he  fbeds  on  poison, 
And  death  disgsisM  sits  grinning  at  my  table. 

Seweir$  Sir  Waker  Raleigh. 

'  Tis  the  cuise  of  kings 

To  be  surnwnded  by  a  venal  herd 
Of  flatterers,  that  soothe  his  darling  vices. 
And  rob  their  master  of  his  subjects*  love. 

BrtM**f  Eaai  if  Warwiek. 

Tls  such  pernicious  flatterers, 
Soch  busy,  ready,  fawning  slaves  as  thoa  art. 
That  choke  mnd  stifle  truth,  poison  all  virtue. 
And  cone  mankind  with  tyrants  and  oppressors. 

Crisp^B  Vtrgittia, 

This  traitOTous  wretch 
Betrays  his  BOfvereign;  others,  destitute 
Of  ro)  seal,  to  every  altar  bend 
"By  lucre  sway'd,  and  act  the  basest  things 
To  be  stylM  honourable. 

PhOUp^B  Cider, 

Those  of  fairest  front. 
Bat  eqoal  inhumanity,  in  courts. 
Delusive  pomp,  and  dark  cabals,  delight; 
Wreath  the  deep  bow,  difluse  the  lying  smile, 
And  tread  the  weary  labyrinth  of  state. 

ThomaotCe  Seamm», 

At  the  throng'd  levee  bends  the  venal  tribe : 
With  fair  but  &ithless  smiles  each  vamishM  o*er. 
Bach  smooth  as  those  who  mutually  deceive. 
And  flv  their  fUsehood  each  despising  each. 

Tkammnt'e  Liberty. 

Hb  was  no  civO  ruffian :  none  of  those 

Who  lie  with  twisted  looks,— betray  with  shrugs. 


Cuiae  on  the  coward  or  perfidious  tongue. 
That  dares  not  ev*n  to  kings  avow  the  tiuth. 

Thomton^e  Aganuimum, 

What  are  such  wretches  7  what  but  vapours  foul. 
From  fens  and  bogs,  by  royal  beams  exhalM, 
That  radiance  intercepting  which  should  cheer 
The  land  at  largo  7    Hence  subjects*  hearts  grow 

cold. 
And  frozen  loyalty  Ibrgets  to  flow. 

Yeung'B  BtaAtTB, 

Men,  that  would  blush  at  being  thought  sin^sere. 
And  feign,  fbr  glory,  the  few  faults  they  want ; 
That  love  a  lie,  where  truth  would  pay  as  weD ; 
As  if  to  them,  vice  shone  her  own  reward. 

VoiEi^f  Night  ThmightM 

Who  wrap  destruction  up  in  gentle  words, 
And  bows,  and  smiles  more  &tal  than  their  swords 
Who  stifle  nature  and  subsist  on  art : 
Who  coin  the  face,  and  petrify  the  heart : 
All  real  kindness  fbr  the  show  discard. 
As  marble  polishM  and  as  marble  hard : 
Who  do  fbr  gold  what  Christians  do  thro*  grace, 
**  With  open  arms  their  enemies  embrace  :** 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine, 
**  The  thinnest  food  on  which  i^wrctch  can  dine  :** 
Or,  if  they  serve  you,  serve  you  di8inclin*d : 
And,  in  their  height  of  kindness,  are  unkind. 

Young. 
A  courtier*s  dependant  is  a  beggar's  dog. 

Shenttome. 

Purblind  to  poverty  the  worldling  goes, 
And  scarce  sees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nose. 
But  firom  a  crowd  can  single  out  his  grace, 
And  cringe  and  creep  to  fools  who  strut  in  laoe. 

Churchm. 

The  courtier  smooth,  who  fbrt^  years  had  shin'd 

An  humble  servant  to  all  human  kind. 

Just  brought  out  this,  when  scarce  his  tnngiie 

could  stir, 
M If — where  I'm  going — 1  could  serve  yoo  sir!" 
Pepi^e  Mand  JBMsyt. 

At  this  entranc'd  he  lifls  his  hands  and  eyes. 
Squeaks  like  a  high-strctch'd  lute-string,  and  rci< 

plies ; 
•*0h !  'tis  the  sweetest  of  all  earthly  things, 
•*To  gaze  on  princes,  and  to  talk  of  kings :" 
Then  happy  man  who  shows  the  tombs !  said  I, 
He  dwells  amidst  the  royal  family : 
He  ev'ry  day  fVom  king  to  king  can  walk. 
Of  aU  our  Harries,  all  our  Edwards  talk ; 
And  get  by  speaking  truth  of  monarchs  de««i. 
What  few  can  of  the  living— ease  and  Wead 
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With  age,  with  cans,  with  naladiM  opprew'd 
He  seeks  the  refuge  of  monasUc  rest ; 
Grief  aids  disease,  remember'd  folly  stings, 
And  his  last  sighs  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 

Dr,  J(Jinion*9  VanUy  of  Human  WiaheM, 
Condemn'd  a  needy  snppUant  to  wait. 
While  ladies  interpose  and  slaves  debate. 

Dr.  Johjuon^B  VanUff  tf  Hvman  Wttftes. 
To  shake  with  laughter  ere  the  jest  they  hear, 
To  poor  at  will  the  counterfeited  tear ; 
And,  as  her  patron  hints  the  cold  or  heat, 
7o  shake  in  dog-days,  in  December  sweat 

Dr,  JdhnmnCu  L  ondmL 
A  laxy,  proud,  unprofitable  crew. 
The  Termin  genderM  from  the  rank  corruption 
Of  a  luxurious  state. 

CumbeHand*§  Timott  of  Athent, 

There  is  a  public  mischief  in  your  mirth ; 
It  plagues  your  country.    Folly  such  as  yours 
GracM  with  a  sword,  and  wordiier  of  a  fkn. 
Has  made,  which  enemies  could  ne*er  have  done. 
Our  arch  of  empire,  stedfast  but  for  you, 
A  mutilated  structure  soon  to  &1L 

Cauper's  Task. 

Ungrateful  scoundrels  I  eat  my  rolls  and  butter, 
And  daring  thus  meir  insolence  to  mutter ! 
Swallow  my  turtle  and  my  beef  by  pounds, 
And  tear  my  ven'son  like  a  pack  of  hounds. 
Yet  have  the  impudence,  the  brazen  face 
To  say  I  am  not  fitted  for  the  place. 

Dr.  WdeoCs  Peter  Pindar. 

Prepared  for  ev*ry  insult,  aerrile  train. 
To  take  a  kicking,  and  to  fawn  again. 

Dr.  Wokae*  Peter  Pindar. 
So  warily  a  oonrtier  speaks. 
They  seem  to  talk  with  halters  round  their  necks. 
Dr.  WdcaCM  Peter  Pindar. 
A  toad-eater  *8  an  imp  I  dont  admire ; 
Nor  royal  small-talk  doth  my  soul  desire ; 
I*ve  seen  my  soyercigu — that's  enough  for  me. 

Dr.  Wdeate  Peter  Pindar. 
A  simple  race,  they  waste  their  toil. 
For  the  vain  tribute  of  a  smile. 

SeaU'e  Lay  cf  the  Laet  Mhuird. 
Ye»— such  was  the  man  and  so  wretched  his  fate; 
And  thus,  sooner  or  later,  shall  all  have  to  grieve. 
Who  waste  their  morn*s  dew  in  the  beams  of  the 

great, 
iriH  expect  *t  will  return  to  refi^sh  them  at  eve  I 
Moore  on  the  Death  of  Sheridan, 

A  mere  court  butterfly, 
lliat  ttotter*  in  the  pofeant  of  a  monarch. 

BffreeCe  Sardanapabu. 


Who  toils  fbr  nations  may  be  poor  indeedt 
But  free ;  who  sweats  for  monarchs  is  no  more 
Than  the  gilt  chamberlain,  who,  clothM  and  fee*d. 
Stands  sleek  and  slavish,  bowing  at  his  door. 

Byron^e  Dante* 

He  was  a  oold,  good,  honourable  man. 

Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  every  thing ; 

A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state  divan, 

A  figure  fit  to  walk  beibre  a  king ; 

Tall,  stately,  fonnM  to  lead  the  courtly  van 

On  birthdays,  glorious  with  a  star  and  string ; 

The  very  model  of  a  chamberlain. 

Byron. 

And  none  did  love  him — ^though  to  hall  and  bower, 
He  gathered  followers  fitim  far  and  near ; 
He  knew  them  flatterers  of  the  festal  hour, 
Tlie  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 

BynnCe  ChOde  HarM 
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And  otherwhyles  with  amorous  delights 
And  pleasing  toyes  he  would  her  entertaine. 
Now  singing  sweetly  to  surprise  her  sprights. 
Now  making  layes  of  love  and  lover's  peine, 
Bransles,  ballads,  virelayes,  and  verses  vaine ! 
Oft  purposes,  oft  riddles,  he  devys'd ; 
And  thousands  like  which  flowed  in  his  braine. 
With  which  he  fed  her  fancy,  and  entys'd 
To  take  to  his  new  love,  and  leave  her  old  despys'd. 
Spenset'e  Faky  Queen. 


His  foiling  wordes  her  foeble  sense  much  pleased. 
And  sofUy  sunk  into  her  molten  heart: 
Heart  that  is  inly  hurt  is  greatly  eased 
With  hope  of  thing  that  may  allegge  his  smart ; 
For  pleasing  wordes  are  like  to  magick  art, 
That  doth  the  charmed  snake  in  slumber  lay. 

iSfpenser's  Fairy  Queen^ 

Imagine  with  thy 
Self  all  are  to  be  won ;  otherwise  mine 
Adrice  were  as  unneoessary  as 
Thy  labour.    It  is  impossible  for 
The  brittle  mettle  of  women  to  withstand 
The  flattering  attempts  of  men :  only  this. 
Let  them  be  ask'd,  their  sex  requires  no  less ; 
Their  modesties  are  to  be  allow'd  so  much. 

LiUy'e  Saffho  and  Phaem. 

It  is  your  virtue,  being  men,  to  try ; 

And  it  is  ours,  by  virtue  to  deny. 

Drayten, 

A  man's  a  fool 
If  not  instructed  in  a  woman's  schooL 

and  Fkteher'e  ^mek  Cmrmte. 
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Away,  Ton  eashler'd  joaager  lirather,  be  fone : 
Do  Qot  I  know  the  fuhions  of  yon  all  T 
When  a  poor  woman  has  laid  open  all 
Her  thooghta  to  yon,  then  700  jprow  provd  and  coy; 
But  when  wise  maids  di«emUe  and  keep  oloee, 
Hien  jon,  poor  makea,  oome  aeepinf  am  your 

belike, 
And  with  all  oiled  looks  prostrate  yooraehres 
Beibre  our  beauty's  son;  where  once  l|at  warm. 
Like  hatefiil  nakes  you  strike  ns  with  your  stings, 
And  then  fimake  OB. 

Barry. 

I  do  not  love 
Moch  eeremony;  suits  in  love  should  not. 
Like  Boits  in  law,  bo  roek*d  from  term  to  term. 

Shirley. 
There  is,  sir,  a  critical  minute  in 
Ev*7y  man's  wooing,  when  his  mistress  may 
Be  won,  which  if  he  cardessly  neglect 
To  prosecute,  he  may  wait  long  enough 
Before  he  gain  the  liko  opportunity. 

luttmyon  9  A.viupuny. 
She  is  a  wenum,  Aexefere  may  be  wooM: 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won. 

Shak9,  TihiM  Andrvmcma. 
Thou  haft  by  moonlight  at  her  window  sung, 
Witli  feigning  Toice,  Terses  of  feigning  love ; 
And  stol'n  the  impression  of  her  fantasy 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gauds,  conceits, 
Knacks,  trifles,  nosegays,  sweet-meats ;  messengers 
Of  Strang  prevailment  in  unhardenM  youth. 

SKak9,  Btidnmmer  NighVa  Dream. 
"By  your  gracious  patience, 
I  win  a  rotrnd  trnvamishM  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love ;  what  drugs,  what 

charms. 
What  eonjuratioD,  and  what  mighty  magic, 
(For  such  proceeding  I  am  charg'd  widial,) 
I  won  his  daughter  with. 

8kak».Othtao. 
My  story  being  done, 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs : 
She  swore,-- in  faith,  *t  was  strange,  *t  was  passjng 

strange; 
T  was  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiftd : 
She  wish'd  she  had  not  heard  it ;  yet  she  wish'd 
That  heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man;  she 

thank'd  me; 
And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  slery, 
And  that  would  woo  her. 

Shah$.  Othdlo, 

If  this  indneement  move  her  net  to  love, 
Send  her  a  hMsr  of  thy  nrtle  deeik. 

8U».BkhtirdIII. 


What !  I,  Ihtt  kfiPd  her  husband,  and  his  ilithtt^ 
To  take  her  in  hef  hearths  extremcst  hate ; 
With  curses  in  her  month,  tears  in  her  eyes. 
The  bleeding  witness  of  her  hatred  by ; 
With  God,  ber  conscienoe,  and  these  bars  against 

me. 
And  I  BO  friend  to  bock  my  suit  withal, 
But  the  plain  devil,  and  dissembling  looks, 
And  yet  to  win  her, — all  the  world  to  nothing ! 
Ha! 

Shake.  RicTiard  lit 

Peace !  thou  know'st  not  gold's  effect : 
Tell  me  her  father's  name,  and  *t  is  enough ; 
For  I  will  board  her,  though  she  chides  as  loud 
As  thunder,  wh^i  the  doods  in  autumn  crack. 

AraMIS.  Tvfflifl^  tnt  OMfSfeS 

Say  that  she  rail  t  why  then  I'll  tell  her  |dain. 

She  sings  as  sweetly  as  a  nightingale : 

Say,  that  she  frown :  I  '11  say,  she  looks  as  cleat 

As  morning  roses  newly  wiudi'd  with  dew : 

Say,  she  be  mute,  and  will  not  speak  a  word ; 

Then  I  *U  commend  her  volubility, 

And  say— she  uttsreth  piercing  eloquence. 

Shake.  Taming  the  Sirem* 
Every  night  he  comes 
With  music  of  all  sorts,  and  songs  composed 
To  ber  unworthiness :  it  nothing  steads  us, 
To  chide  him  fVom  our  eaves,  for  he  persists 
Asif  hislifelay  on^t 

Shake,  AWe  WA 

Say  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 
You  sacrifice  your  t6ars,  your  sighs,  your  heart ; 
Write,  till  your  ink  be  dry ;  and  with  your  tears 
Moist  it  again ;  and  frame  some  feeling  hue. 
That  may  discover  such  integrity. 

Shake.  Two  OentUmeH  of  Veramu 
But  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not ; 
And  yet,  good  ftith,  I  wish'd  myself  a  man; 
Or,  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege 
Of  speaking  first 

Shake.  TraHye  and  Creeeida, 
I  '11  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 
And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments, 
And  witch  sweet  ladies  with  my  words  ai\^  look& 
Shake.  Henry  VI.    Part  III 

Gentle  lady. 
When  I  did  first  impart  my  love  to  yon, 
1  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman : 
And  then  I  told  you  true. 

Shake.  Merchant  tf  Veniee 
Flatter  and  praise,  commend,  extol  their  graces, 
Tho'  ne'er  so  black,  say  they  have  angeb'  faces, 
That  man  that  hath  a  tongue  I  say  is  no  msa. 
If  with  his  tonguB  he  camnot  win  a  woBun 

ShtdtM,  Tm  OeaOemaief  Vemm 
Q* 


I« 


coutfmup. 


[f  ahe  do  frmni,  *t  U  not  ia  haH^  of  yooi 
Bat  rather  to  be^t  more  lofe  in  joa: 
If  ahe  do  chide,  *tis  not  to  have  yoa  gone; 
For  why,  the  ftob  mro  mad  if  left  alone. 
Take  no  repalee,  whatever  dbe  doUi  oay ; 
For— gvf  you  goae— ehe  doth  not  mean  ■tfiflay« 
Shakg,  Ttao  OtHdemtn  ^  Ft 


Into  these  ears  of  mine, 
niefle  erednknis  ean,  he  poor'd  the  eweetert  words 
That  art  or  lore  could  frame. 

Bmum&ntB  Maiff$  Tragedy. 

He  that  will  win  his  dame,  most  do 
As  love  does  when  he  bends  his  bow; 
With  one  hand  thrust  the  lady  fiom, 
And  with  the  other  poll  her  home. 

BvOei'e  HudShoB. 
She  that  with  poetry  is  won, 
Is  hnt  a  desk  to  write  upon ; 
And  what  men  say  of  her,  they  mean 
No  more  than  on  the  thing  they  lean. 

Buaer'B  Hudibrtt9. 
The  knight,  perusing  this  epistle, 
BelievM  h*  had  brought  her  to  his  whistle : 
And  read  it  like  a  jocund  lover. 
With  great  applause  t*  himself  twice  over. 

BttlZer's  HudUmu, 

0  if  good  heaven  would  be  so  much  my  firiend ! 
To  let  my  fate  upon  my  choice  depend. 

All  my  remains  of  Ufb  with  you  I*d  spend. 
And  think  my  stars  had  given  a  happy  end. 

Oldham. 
When  I.first 
Mentioned  the  business  to  her  all  alone, 
Poor  soul  she  bl«h'd  as  if  abeady  she 
Had  done  sclme  harm  by  hearing  of  me  speak ; 
Whilst  from  her  pretty  eyes  two  fountains  ran 
So  true,  so  native,  down  her  fidrest  cheeks; 
As  if  she  thought  herself  oblig*d  to  cry, 
*Cause  all  the  world  was  not  so  good  as  she. 

Join  FovRlam's  Rewards  af  YtrfM/t. 

Like  conquering  tyrants  you  our  breasts  invade, 
Where  you  are  pleasM  to  ravage  for  a  while : 
But  soon  you  find  new  conquests  out  and  leave 
JThe  ravag'd  province  ruinate  and  bare. 

Otway'B  Orfkan, 
Trust  me  ^  with  women  worth  the  being  won,  ' 
llie  softest  lover  ever  best  succeeds. 

HUts  AMra. 

1  am  not  formed,  by  flattery  and  praise, 

By  sifi^  and  tears,  and  all  the  whining  trade 
<)£  love,  to  feed  a  lair  one's  vanity ; 
To  eharm  at  once  and  spoil  her. 

Ni*f  Dtnend  and  Sigimmmda. 


Gome  then,  ye  vh-gins,  and  ye  youths,  whose  hearts 
Have  felt  the  raptures  of  refining  love ; 
And  thou,  Amanda,  come,  pride  of  my  song ! 
Form*d  by  the  graces,  loveliness  itself! 
Come  with  those  downcast  eyes,  sedate  and  sweet, 
Those  looks  demure,  that  deeply  pierce  the  soul. 
Where,  with  the  light  of  tboughtftd  reason  miz'd, 
Shines  lively  ftncy,  and  the  feeling  heart : 
Oh  come !  amd  while  the  rosy-fboted  May 
Steals  blushing  on,  together  let  us  tread 
The  morning  dews,  and  gather  in  their  prime 
Fresh  blooming  flowers  to  grace  thy  braided  hair 
And  thy  lovM  boaom  that  improves  their  sweets. 

Tkomson^s  Seawns, 
His  folded  flock  secure,  the  shepherd  home 
Hies  merry.hearted ;  and  by  turns  relieves 
The  ruddy  milk-maid  of  her  brimming  pail ; 
The  beauty  whom  perhaps  his  witless  heart, 
Unknowing  what  the  joy-miz*d  anguish  means. 
Sincerely  loves,  by  that  best  language  shown 
Of  cordial  glances,  and  obliging  deeds. 

JTiommm^s  Seamma. 
Now  from  the  world. 
Sacred  to  sweet  retirement,  lovers  steal. 
And  pour  their  souls  in  transport 

Thomson^B  Seasona. 
She,  proud  to  rule,  yet  strangely  fram'd  to  tease. 
Neglects  his  ofi*ers  while  her  airs  she  plays. 
Shoots  scornful  glances  flrom  the  bended  frown, 
In  brisk  disorder  trips  it  up  and  down ; 
Then  hums  a  careless  tune  to  lay  the  storm. 
And  sits  and  blushes,  smiles,  and  yields  in  form. 
ParneWe  Hemod 
IVom  lips  like  those  what  pieoept  fiilM  to  move  1 
Too  soon  they  taught  me,  'twas  no  sin  to  love. 

Pope's  Elmsa. 
Some  squire,  periiaps  you  take  deligfat  to  rack. 
Whose  game  is  whist,  whose  treat  a  toast  in  sack. 
Who  visits  with  a  gun,  presents  you  birds, 
Then  gives  a  smacking  buss  and  cries — ^no  words. 
Or  with  his  hounds  comes  hallooing  from  the  stable, 
Makes  love  with  nods  and  knees  beneath  the  table ; 
Whose  laughs  are  hearty,  though  his  jests  are 

coarse, 
And  loves  you  best  of  all  things^— but  his  horse. 

Popi. 
O  days  remember'd  well !  rememberM  all ! 
The  bitter  sweet,  the  honey  and  the  gall ; 
Those  garden  rambles  in  the  silent  night. 
Those  trees  so  shady,  and  that  moon  so  bright , 
That  thickset  alley  by  the  arbour  okw'd, 
That  woodbine  seat  where  we  at  last  repos'd ; 
And  then  the  hqpee  that  came  and  then  were  gone. 
Quick  as  the  elmids  beneath  the  moon  past  on. 

CnbU 


COWAUmCK 


The  lover  now  benettth  the  wertam  star, 
Sghs  throoi^b  the  medium  of  his  sweet  segar, 
And  fills  the  ears  of  some  eonsenting  she, 
With  ^aSk  and  vows,  with  smoke  and  eoostancj 

jkfoors 
Fondlj  the  wheeling  ftre-flies  flaw  annmd  heiv 
Those  little  glitterers  of  the  London  night; 
But  none  of  these  poesessM  a  sting  to  wound  her— 
She  was  a  pitch  bejond  a  caxoomb*s  flight 

Sytvn» 
Not  mneh  he  hens^  I  ween,  of  woman^s  breast, 
Who  Chinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs ; 
What  careth  she  for  hearts  when  once  possessed  ? 
I>o  proper  homage  to  thj  idol's  eyes ; 
Bat  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise 
T%ee  and  thy  suit,  though  told  in  moving  tropes ; 
Disguise  even  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise ; 
Brisk  confidence  still  best  with  woman  copes ; 
FSqne  her  and  soothe  in  turn,  soon  passion  crowns 
thy  hopes.  Byron'»  Childe  Harold. 

The  gentle  pressure,  and  the  thrilling  touch. 
The  least  glance  better  understood  than  words, 
Which  still  said  all,  and  ne*er  could  say  too  much. 

^yrofi. 
Like  a  lovely  tree 
She  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 
Rejected  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 
How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn. 

Bynn, 
Woe  to  the  man  who  ventures  a  rebuke ! 
Twill  but  precipitate  a  situation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators  when  t^ey  count  on  woman. 

Synn, 
Learn  to  win  a  lady's  fkith 

Nobly  as  the  thing  is  high ; 
Bravely,  as  fi>r  life  and  death 

With  a  loyal  gravity. 
Lead  her  Scorn  the  festive  boards, 

Point  her  to  the  starry  skies. 
Guard  her  by  your  truthful  words, 

Pure  fiom  courtship's  flatteries. 

Jtfist  Barretts  Poms, 


COWARDICE. 

Like  dastard  curres,  that  having  at  a  bay 
The  savage  beast  embost  in  wearie  chace, 
Dareiuot  adventure  on  the  stubborn  prey, 
Ne  byte  before,  but  rome  from  place  to  place. 
To  get  a  snatch  when  turned  is  his  face. 

Spenser's  Fairy  Queen. 
Like  peaeaat  ^loth  lys  do  they  keep  the  vvaUsy 
A6d  da0»  not  take  up  aims  like  gentlemen. 

Shdk9.  Henry  VL    Pari  L 


I  speak  not  this  as  doubting  any  here  • 
For  did  I  but  snspeet  a  doubtful  man. 
Ho  should  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes ; 
Lest,  in  our  need,  he  might  infect  another, 
And  make  him  of  like  spiri  to  himsel£ 
If  any  snoh  be  here,  as  God  forbid  \ 
Let  him  depart,  be&rc  we  need  his  help. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Pari  JIL 
Proclaim  it,  Westmoreland,  through  my  hoet« 
That  he  which  hath  no  stomach  to  this  fight, 
Let  him  depart,  his  passport  shall  be  made. 
And  crowns  fi>r  convey  put  into  his  purse : 
We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company. 
That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 
Reproach  and  everlasting  shame 
Sit  mocking  in  our  plumes. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 
Go,  prick  tliy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear. 
Thou  lily-liver'd  boy.    What  soldiers,  patch  ? 
Death  of  thy  soul  those  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counsellors  to  ^ar.  What  soldiers,  whey-face  ? 

Shake.  MachOk 
Art  thou  afbar'd 
To  be  the  same  in  thine  own  act  and  valour. 
As  thou  art  in  desire  7  wouldst  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  esteem'st  the  ornament  of  life. 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  esteem ; 
Letting — J  dare  not^wut  upon — J  wouid  ? 

Shake.  Maehetk 
You  souls  of  geese, 
That  bear  the  shapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 
From  slaves  that  apes  would  beat  ?  Pluto  and  hell ! 
All  hurt  behind ;  backs  red,  and  fitces  pale 
With  flight  and  agued  fear  I  mind,  and  charge 

home. 
Or  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  I  leave  the  foe, 
And  make  my  wars  on  you. 

Shake.  Corkianua. 

0  that  a  mighty  man,  of  such  descent. 
Of  such  possessions,  and  so  high  esteem. 
Should  be  infused  with  so  fi>ul  a  spirit ! 

Shake.  Tamhg  the  Shrew 
Am  I  a  coward  7 
Who  calls  me  villain  7  breaks  my  pate  across  7 
Plucks  off  my  beard  and  blows  it  in  my  face  7 
Tweaks  me  by  the  nose  7  gives  me  the  lie  i'  tHe 

throat. 
As  deep  as  to  the  lungs 7  who  does  me  this7 
Ha !  why,  I  should  take  it ;  for  it  cannot  be. 
But  I  am  pigeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 
To  make  oppression  bitter ;  or,  ere  this 

1  should  have  fittted  all  the  region  kitee 
With  this  slave's  offid. 

AM».J&MIM 


COWARDS-*  OCRXCOMB. 


Hiat  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle  pttienoe, 
Is  pale  oohl  eowardioe  in  noble  breaeta. 

ShaU  Ruktud  IL 
The  like  may  of  the  heart  be  said ; 
Courage  and  tenor  there  are  bred. 
All  thoee  whose  hearts  are  looee  and  low» 
Start,  if  they  hear  but  the  tattoo: 
And  mighty  physical  their  fear  is ; 
For,  soon  as  noise  of  combat  near  ia, 
Their  heart  descending  to  their  breeches. 
Most  give  their  stomachs  cruel  twitches, 
But  heroes  who  overcome  or  die, 
Haye  their  hearts  hung  extremely  high. 

PriQir'9  Alma. 
Those  that  fly  may  fight  again. 
Which  he  can  never  do  that's  slain. 
Hence  timely  running 's  no  mean  part 
Of  oondoct,  in  the  martial  art. 
By  which  some  glorious  feats  achieve, 
As  citisens  by  breaking  thrive, 
And  cannons  conquer  armies  while 
They  seem  to  draw  off  and  recoil ; 
Is  held  the  gallant*st  course  and  bravest, 
To  great  elicits,  as  well  as  safest. 
That  spares  th*  expense  of  time  and  painSi 
And  dangerous  beating  out  of  brains ; 
And  in  the  end,  prevails  as  certain 
As  those  that  never  trust  to  fortune ; 
But  make  their  fear  do  execution 
Beyond  the  stoutest  resolution. 
As  earthquakes  kill  without  a  blow. 
And  only  trembling,  overthrow. 

BuOei^B  HwUbras. 
Go — let  thy  less  than  woman's  hand 
Assume  the  distaff — not  the  brand. 

Byron*$  Bride  efAbydo», 


COWARDS. 

Whom  neither  glory  or  danger  can  excite, 
*Tis  vain  tj  attempt  with  speech ;  fer  the  mind's 

fear 
Keeps  all'brave  sounds  from  ent'ring  at  that  ear. 
JoRSOfi's  CatiUne. 
Think  not,  coward,  wit  can  hide  the  shame 
Of  hearts;  which,  while  they  dare  not  strike  fer 

fear. 
Would  make  it  virtue  in  them  to  ferbear. 

Lord  Brooke's  Alahanu 
Fear  ij  my  vassal,  when  I  fruwn  he  flies ; 
A  hundred  times  in  life  a  coward  dies. 

Mareton'e  Ineatiate  Countets, 
But  kwk  fer  nan  when  a  coward  wins; 
Piv  fear  and  eroeity  were  ever  twine. 

AUffti^B  PoicHen, 


Let  valiant  fbols 
Brag  of  their  sodb;  no  matter  what  they  say^ 
A  oowiurd  dares,  in  lU,  do  more  than  they. 

8hirUf§BMm^ 
All  mankind 

Is  one  of  these  two  oowuds; 
Either  to  vrish  to  die 

When  he  should  live,  or  live  when  he  should  die. 
Sir  Robert  Omtrd^B  BUM  Lady, 
Cowards  fear  to  die ;  but  courage  stout. 
Rather  than  live  in  mviS,  will  be  put  out 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh  on  the  Snuff  of  a  Candle. 
Cowards  die  many  times  before  thcur  deaths ; 
Hie  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 

Shake.  JuUum  Cmear 
By  laws  of  learned  duellists, 
ITiey  that  are  bruis'd  with  wood  or  fists. 
And  think  one  beating  may  fer  once 
Suffice,  are  cowards  and  poltroons : 
But  if  they  dare  engage  t*  a  second. 
They're  stout  and  gallant  fellows  reckon'd. 

BvSler'9  Hudabra9, 
The  coward  wretch  whose  hand  and  heart 

Can  bear  to  torture  aught  below, 
Is  ever  first  to  quail  and  start 
From  slightest  pain  or  equal  fee. 


EUxa  Cook, 


Tbte  coward  never  on  himself  relies. 
But  to  an  equal  fer  assistance  flies. 


CrMe. 


COXCOMB. 

But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done. 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  extreme  toil, 
Breathless  and  fiiint,  leaning  upon  my  sword. 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  trimly  dress'd  s 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom;  and  his  chin,  new  reap'd, 
Show'd  like  a  stubble4and  at  harvest  home. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Pari  L 
He  was  perfiim'd  like  a  milliner : 
And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nose :  and  still  he  smil'd  and  talk'd ; 
And  as  the  soldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by, 
He  call'd  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly. 
To  bring  a  slovenly  unhandsome  corpse 
Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Pari  L 

This  is  he, 
That  kiss'd  his  hand  away  in  courtesy ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  form.  Monsieur  the  nice» 
That  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dioe 
In  honourable  terms. 

Shake.  Loo^a  Labour 


CBAFT. 


Off  ooQrt,  yun  kiKnr,  U  liaimted 

With  a  nfitted  tmvvltor  of  Bpun; 

A  man  in  «21  the  worid*s  mem  fastuon  planted* 

That  Jiath  a  mint  of  phrases  in  hia  brain ; 

One,  whom  the  mneic  of  hia  own  vain  toogve 

Doth  raTii^  like  caiehanting  harmony ; 

A  own  of  oooiplimenta. 

Skak9,  Love's  Labour. 

I  knov  him  a  neterioue  liar, 
Tbink  him  a  gte^t  way  ibol,  aotely  a  coward; 
Tet  these  fiz*d  evils  sit  so  fit  in  him. 
That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  steely  bones 
Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind:  withal,  full  oft  we 

see 
Gold  wisdom  waiting  on  superfluous  felly. 

Let  me  not  Hve,  quoth  he, 

AAer  my  flame  lacks  oil,  to  be  the  snuff 

Of  younger  spirits,  whose  apprehensive  senses 

An  but  new  things  disdain :  whose  judgments  are 

Mere  fiithers  of  their  garments;  whose  oonstan- 

des 
Eraire  before  their  fashions. 

Shine  out,  &ir  sun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glass. 
That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass. 

Shakt.  Richard  IIL 

A  barren-spirited  fellow,  one  that  feeds 
Oi  objects,  arts,  and  imitations ; 
Which,  out  of  use,  and  stallM  by  other  men, 
Begin  his  feshion :  do  not  talk  of  him. 
Bat  as  a  property. 

Shak$.  Jtdiui  Cmot. 

AH  tmatteren  are  more  brisk  and  pert, 
Than  those  that  understand  an  art ; 
As  little  sparkles  shine  more  bright 
Than  glowing  coals  that  give  them  light. 

ButUr. 

A  Bix-feot  suckling,  mincing  in  its  gait: 
Affected,  peevish,  prim,  and  delicate ; 
Fearful  it  seem*d,  tho'  of  athletic  make. 
Lest  brutal  breezes  should  too  roughly  shake 
Its  tender  form,  and  savage  motion  spread, 
O'er  its  pale  cheeks,  the  horrid  manly  red. 

ChurchiiWt  Roedad. 

So.by  false  learning  is  good  sense  defacM : 
Some  are  bewilderM  in  the  maze  of  schools, 
And  some  made  coxcombs,  nature  meant  but  fools. 

Pope. 
Natm-e  made  ev'ry  fop  to  plague  his  broflier. 
Just  as  one  beauty  mortifies  another. 

Pope. 
My  lord  advances  with  majestic  mien. 
Suit  with  the  mighty  pleasure  to  be  seen. 

Pope's  Moral  fssayap 


Sir  Plume,  (of  amber  snuff-box  justly  vain. 
And  the  nioa  eoaadact  of  a  elouded  caae,) 
With  earnest  eyes,  and  round  unthinking  face. 
He  first  the  snuff-box  openM,  then  tho  case. 

Pope's  Rape  of  ike  Look 
Absence  of  mind  Brabantia  turns  to  fame, 
Learns  to  mistake,  nor  knows  his  brother's  name; 
Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  disorder  set. 
And  takes  a  memorandum  to  ferget 

Fomig's  Lone  if  Fame. 
He  would  not  veith  a  peremptory  tone, 
Assert  the  nose  upon  his  face  his  own ; 
With  hesitation  admirably  slow. 
He  humUy  hopes, — presumes  it  may  be  aa 

Coteper'o  Comoermlim 
Knows  what  he  knows  as  if  he  knew  it  not. 
What  he  remembers,  seems  to  have  forgot. 

Cowper'o  Caaoeroatkm 
A  graver  coxcomb  we  may  sometimes  see, 
Quite  as  absurd,  though  not  so  light  as  he : 
A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask. 
An  oracle  vnthin  an  empty  cask, 
llie  solenm  fop;  significant  and  budge ; 
A  fool  with  judges,  amongst  fools  a  judge ; 
He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 
Owes  all  its  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead. 
His  wit  invites  you  by  his  looks  to  come. 
But  when  you  Imock  it  never  is  at  home. 

Csii^per. 

/ 
Puppies !  who,  though  on  idiotism's  dark  brink. 

Because  they've  heads  dare  fancy  they  can  think. 
Dr.  WolcaU*8  Peter  Pindar. 
In  lovers'  parts  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 
Having  no  heart  to  show,  he  shows  his  teeth. 

Byrotu 
I  saw  the  curl  of  his  vraving  lash. 

And  the  glance  of  his  knowing  eye, 
And  I  knew  the  thought  he  was  cutting  a  dash, 
As  hb  steed  went  thtmdering  by, 

€/.  ^V.  HoitMB. 
So  gentle,  yet  so  brisk,  so  wondrous  sweet. 
So  fit  to  prattle  at  a  lady's  ieet 

ChunhiU. 

Fops  take  a.  world  of  pains 
To  prove  that  bodies  may  exist  aan§  brains; 
The  former  so  fentastically  dress'd. 
The  letter's  absence  may  be  safely  guess'd. 

Park  Ben^antn 

CRAFT 

For  oraft  onoe  knowiw 
Does  teach  fbob  wit;  learas  the  deoe'vera  non* 
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CREDULITY- CRrnCS  AND  CRITICISM. 


For  hs 
lliat  80W1  in  cnll,  doei  nap  in  jmImhj. 


This  is  the  fhiit  of  craft : 
Edke  him  that  shoots  up  high«  looks  for  the  shaft 
And  finds  it  in  his  forehead. 

MiddUiom. 


CREDULITY. 
Your  noblest  natures  are  most  crodulons. 

C/MJNMNIi 

O  credulity, 
Security's  blind  nurse,  the  dream  of  feols, 
The  drunkard's  ape,  that  feeling  for  his  way, 
Ev*n  when  he  thinks,  in  his  deluded  sense, 
To  snateh  at  safety,  falls  without  defence. 

Jtfas(m*f  MuleoMet* 

Blessed  credulity,  thou  grrcat  great  god  of  error. 
Thou  art  the  strong  foundation  of  huge  wrongs, 
To  thee  give  I  my  tows  and  sacrifice ; 
By  thee,  great  deity,  he  doth  believe 
Falsehoods,  that  fiilsehood's  self  could  not  invent ; 
And  from  that  misbelief  doth  draw  a  course 
T*  o*erwhelra  e*cn  virtue,  truth  and  sanctity. 
Let  him  go  on,  blest  stars,  *t  is  meet  he  fall. 
Whose  blindfold  judgment  oath  no  guide  at  all. 
Macheri'i  Dumb  KnighL 

Generous  souls 
Are  still  most  subject  to  credulity. 

Sir  W.  DaterunU'i  Albooine. 


CRITICS  AND  CRITICISM. 

Those  fierce  inquisitors  of  wit, 
The  critics,  spare  no  flesh  that  ever  writ, 
But  just  as  toothdraw*rs  find  among  the  rout, 
Their  own  teeth  work  in  pulling  others  out. 
So  they,  decrying  all  of  all  that  write, 
Think  to  erect  a  trade  of  judging  by 't 

BuOer. 

i/fitics  to  plays  £br  the  same  end  resort, 
lliat  surgeons  wait  on  trials  in  a  court ; ' 
For  innocence  condemn*d  they  *ve  no  respect, 
PiOTide^^lKey>»4Lj)ody  to  dissect 


Congme, 


Till  critics  blame  and  judges  praise, 
llie  poet  cannot  claim  his  bays ; 
On  me  when  dunces  are  satiric, 
I  cake  it  for  a  panegyric 
Mated  by  ibals,  and  Ibols  to  ha  a, 
Fa  that  my  motto,  and  my  fiite. 


Aoj^ 


Shan  we  not  censnre  all  the  mollsy  trnia 

Whether  with  als  iiriguoos  or  champaign? 

Whether  they  tread  the  vale  of  «*rose,  or  elimK 

And  whet  their  appetites  on  difis  of  rhyme  f 

The  eollege  skven,  or  embroidered  spaik ; 

The  purple  prelate  or  the  parish  cl«rk ; 

The  quiet  quidnunc,  or  demanding  prig ; 

The  plaintiff  tory,  or  defendant  whig; 

Rich,  poor,  male,  fbmale,  yonng,  old,  gay,  or  sad  ; 

Whether  extremely  witty,  or  quite  mad ; 

Profoundly  dull,  or  shallowly  polite ; 

Men  that  read  well  or  men  that  only  write; 

Whether  peers,  porters,  tailors,  tune  the  reeds, 

And  measuring  words  to  measuring  shapes  sno- 


For  bankrupts  write  when  ruin*d  shops  are  shut; 
As  maggots  crawl  fixnn  out  a  perisb*d  nut: 
His  hammer  this,  and  that  his  trowel  quits^ 
And  wanting  sense  fiir  tradesmen,  serve  iar  wits. 

Yoamg. 

What  ambitions  feels  are  more  to  blame 
Than  those  who  thunder  in  the  critic's  name  7 
Good  authors  damnM  have  their  revenge  in  this, 
T<^  see  what  wretches  gain  the  praise  they  miss. 

Young. 

Critics  on  verse,  as  squibs  on  triumphs  wait, 
Proclaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  state ; 
Hot,  envious,  noisy,  proac\  the  seribbling  fVy 
Bum,  hiss,  and  bounce,  Wiiste  paper,  ink,  and  die. 

Yoiii^. 

Cold-blooded  critics,  by  enervate  sires. 

Scarce  hammer'd  out,  when  nature's  feebler  fires 

Glimmered  their  last;  whose  sluggish  Uood,  half 

froze, 
Creeps  laboring  thro*  their  veins ;  whose  heart  ne*er 

glows 
With  &ncy-kindlcd  heats :  —  a  servile  race, 
Who  in  mere  want  of  fault  all  merit  place ; 
Who  blind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  schools, 
Bigots  to  Greece,  and  slaves  to  rusty  rules. 

ChurekUL 

Who  shall  dispute  what  the  reviewers  say  ? 
Their  word 's  sufficient ;  and  to  ask  a  reason. 
In  such  a  state  as  theirs,  is  downright  treason. 

ChureMO, 

One  finds  out, — he's  of  stature  somewhat  low— 
Your  hero  always  should  be  tall,  you  know. 
True  natural  greatness  all  consists  in  height 
Produce  your  voucher,  critic — Serjeant  Kite. 

ChirckUL 

The  oozcomb  felt  a  lash  in  ev'ry  word, 
And  feols,  hong  out,  their  brother  feols  detflir*d* 

CkmcUfL 


CEOWTI. 
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A  cntie  ww  of  cM  a  glorious  name, 
Wbose  nnotisn  handed  merit  up  to  ftme ; 
Beanfiee  av  weH  ae  fkolla  be  brought  to  vieir: 
His  jod^ment  great,  and  great  hia  candour  too. 
No  aemle  mles  drew  sieUy  taate  aside ; 
Srcnre  he  walked,  ftr  natmv  was  hia  guide. 
Bot  now,  O  atrange  reverae !  our  eritica  bawl 
In  praise  of  candour  with  a  heart  of  galL 
GonaeioDS  of  gmH,  and  feariul  of  the  light; 
Tbey  fairk  eBahronded  in  the  ipeil  of  night : 
Safe  from  deatmction,  aeiae  th*  unwary  prey, 
Aad  atab,  like  faraToea,  all  who  oooie  that  way. 

ChmtkOL 
Oitica  I  aaw,  that  other  namea  deikoe. 
And  fix  their  own,  with  labour,  in  their  place. 

P4ps*«  Tm^of  Bam, 
Eye  natofe^  walks,  shoot  iblly  as  it  flies. 
And  catch  the  mannera  Mnng  aa  they  rise ; 
Laugh  where  we  must,  be  candid  where  we  can ; 
Bat  Tindicate  the  ways  of  God  to  man. 

P9p^$  E$9inf  en  Man, 

Damn  with  ftint  praise,  assent  with  civil  leer. 
And  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer ; 
Willing  lo  wound,  and  yet  afVaid  to  strike, 
Just  hint  a  fault,  and  hesitate  dislike. 

P9p^9  EpUUe  to  Dr,  AthUkuL 

Gnimientalon  each  dark  passage  shun. 
And  hold  their  ftrtliing  candle  to  the  sun. 

Ybwig's  XsM  of  Fame. 

A  man  nrast  serve  has  time  to  ev'ry  trade. 
Save  eeusure ;  critics  all  are  ready  made, 
Take  hackneyM  jokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rote. 
With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquote ; 
A  mind  well  skillM  to  find  or  forge  a  fault, 
A  turn  for  panning,  call  it  Attic  salt; 
To  Jefl&ey  go,  be  silent  and  discreet, 
His  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet : 
Fear  not  to  lie,  'twill  seem  a  lucky  hit ; 
Shrink  not  from  blasphemy,  't  will  pass  for  wit ; 
Care  not  for  feeling,  pass  your  project  jest, 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  caress'd. 

Byron's  EngUeh  Bardt  and  Scotch  Reviewen, 

A  would-be  satirist,  a  hired  buffi>on, 
A  monthly  scribbler  of  some  low  lampoon, 
Condemn*d  to  drudge  the  meanest  of  the  mean, 
And  furbish  fidaehoods  for  a  magazine. 
Devotes  to  acandal  his  congenial  mind; 
Himself  a  living  Hbel  on  mankind. 

Byrs»*s  EngUtk  Bardt  and  Scotch  Reaewen. 

Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  cbaS^ 
Believe  a  woman,  or  an  epitaph. 
Or  ai^  other  thing  that 'a  fUse,  befbra 
Yon  trast  in  erities  who  themsalveB  are  sore> 
JB^frsn's  Engktk  Barde  and  Seoteh  Rommoen, 


Laugh  when  I  laugh,  J  seek  no  other  fame, 
The  cry  Is  up  and  seribblem  are  my  game. 

Bfrom*$  EngUah  Barde  and  Scotch  Reouwon 

Hiou  shalt  not  write,  in  short,  but  what  I  choose : 
This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kiss 
Exactly  as  you  pleaae,  or  not,  the  rod. 

Byron, 

For  foar  some  prudish  readers  should  grow  skittish, 
I  *ve  bribed  my  grandmother's  review — ^the  British. 

Byron* 
Um  **  bravo"  was  decisive,  for  tiiat  sound 
Hushed  **  academic"  sighed  in  silent  awe ; 
The  fiddlers  trembled  as  he  looked  around, 
For  foar  of  aome  fiUse  note's  detected  flow. 

jByrm's  B^fOt 
Lords  of  the  quill,  whose  critical  assaults 
Certhrow  whole  quartos  with  their  quires  of  faults; 
Who  soon  detect  and  mark  where'er  we  fail. 
And  prove  our  marble  with  too  nice  a  nail  2 
Democritus  himself  was  not  so  bad ; 
Ho  only  thought,  but  you  would  make  us  mad. 

Byroi^ 
A  modem  critic  is  a  thing  who  runs 
All  ways,  all  risks,  to  eritiate  his  duns ; 
Let  but  an  author  ask  him  home  to  dine. 
And  lend  him  money  while  he  gave  him  wine ; 
However  dull  the  trash  the  man  might  write. 
Its  praise  the  grateful  guest  would  still  endite. 

Byronm 
John  Keats,  who  was  kill'd  off  by  one  critique. 

Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great. 
If  not  intelligible,  without  Greek 

Contrived  to  talk  about  the  gods  of  late. 
Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak. 

Poor  fellow  I    Hia  was  an  untoward  ftte, 
'TIS  strange  the  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle. 
Should  let  itself  be  snuff 'd  out  by  an  article. 

Byron. 
Afler  us  all  are  critics  to  a  man. 
Write  to  the  mind  and  hoart,  and  let  the  ear 
Glean  after  what  it  can* 

BmUy 


CROWN. 

Why  doth  the  crown  lie  ihere  upon  hia  pillow. 

Being  so  troublesome  a  bed-fellow  7 

O  polish'd  perturbation !  Golden  care ! 

That  keeps  the  ports  of  slumber  open  wide 

To  many  a  watchful  night !  he  aleepa  with't  now* 

Yet  not  so  sound,  and  half  ao  sweet 

As  he,  whose  brow,  with  homely  biggin  boond, 

Snores  out  the  watch  of  night 

Shako.  Homy  IV.   Pari  U 
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CRUELTY. 


Do  bat  think, 
How  MTere  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown ; 
Within  whose  circuit  is  eljBiiiin, 
And  all  that  poets  feign  of  bliss  and  joy. 

ShakM.  Henry  JV.    Pari  III 

Empires  to-day  are  upside  down, 
'JHie  castle  kneels  before  the  town. 
The  monarch  &ars  a  printer's  fiown, 

A  brickbat's  range; 
GiFe  me,  in  preference  to  a  crown^ 

Five  riiiillings  chaoge 

HaOeek. 


CRUELTY. 

Oft  those  whose  cruelty  makes  many  mourn, 

00  by  the  fires  which  they  first  kindle  bum. 

AWoffiflsrline. 
No  coundl  from  our  cruel  wills  can  win  us, 
But  ills  once  done,  we  bear  our  guilt  within  us. 
Jofm  Forffi  Lcne'i  Saerifiee, 

1  must  be  cruel  only  to  be  kind : 

Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind. 

ShakB.Hami€L 
Iiet  roe  be  cruel,  not  unnatural ; 
I  will  spoak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none ; 
My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites. 

Shak9.HamUL 
She-wolf  of  France,  but  worse  than  wolves  of 

France, 
Whose  tongue  more  poisons  than  the  adder's  tooth  \ 
Uow  ill-besecming  is  it  in  thy  scz 
To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull. 
Upon  their  woes,  whom  fortune  captivates. 

8hak$.  Henry  VI.    Part  IJI. 

O  tiger's  heart,  wrapt  in  a  woman's  hide ! 
Ilow  oould'st  thou  drain  the  li&  blood  of  the  child  7 
ShakB.  Henry  VI.   Part  III. 

That  face  of  his  the  hungry  cannibals 

Would  not  have  touch'd,  would  not  have  stain'd 

with  blood; 
But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  ineaorable^-^ 
O  ten  times  more  than  tigers  of  Hyrcania. 

Shah.  Henry  VI.   Part  IIL 

Thou  art  come  to  answer 
A  stony  adversary,  an  inhuman  wretch 
Inoapable  of  pity  void  and  empty 
From  ev'ry  drachm  of  mercy. 

Shake.  MereheaU  ef  Venice. 
NeitLtfr  bended  knees,  pure  hands  held  up^ 
bad  sighs,  deep  groans,  nor  silver  shedding  tean, 
i.^*ild  penetrate  her  unoompassioaate  sire. 

SitAe  Two  OentUmen  nf  Verona. 


WastfabaiMe 
To  be  exposM  against  the  warrmg  winds? 
To  stand  against  the  deep  dread  bottled  thunder? 
In  the  most  terrible  and  nimble  stroke 
Of  quick  cross  lightning  7  mine  enemy's  dog. 
Though  he  had  bit  me,  should  hav«  stood  that  night 

Against  my  fire. 

Shake.  King  Lear. 

Spare  not  the  babe, 
Whoee  dimpled  tmiles  firam  fools  exhaust  their 

mercy; 
Think  it  a  bsetaidt  wham  the  oraelo 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounced  thy  throat  shall  cut. 
And  mince  it  sans  remorse 

Shake.  Timon. 

My  lord  of  Winchester,  you  are  a  litde, 
By  your  good  fiivour,  too  sharp ;  men  so  noble^ 
HoweTer  &ulty,  yet  should  find  respect 
For  what  they  have  been :  His  a  cruelty 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

Do  not  insult  calamity; 
It  is  a  barbarous  grossness  to  lay  on 
The  weight  of  scorn,  where  heaivy  misery 
Too  much  already  weighs  men's  fbitnnes  down. 
Danid'e  PhUdae. 

O  barbarous  men  I  your  cmsl  breasts  assuage. 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  generous  steed  your  rage  7 
Does  not  his  service  earn  your  daily  bread  7 
Your  wives,  your  children,  by  his  labours  ftd ! 
I^  as  the  Samian  taught,  the  soul  revives, 
And  shifting  seats  in  other  bodies  lives; 
Severe  shall  be  the  brutal  coachman's  change, 
Doom'd  in  a  hackney  horse  the  tovm  to  range ; 
Car-men  transfiirmed,  the  groaning  load  shall 

draw. 
Whom  other  tyrants  with  the  lash  ihall  awe. 

Gay'e  Trima 

O  breasts  of  pity  void !  t'  oppress  the  weak, 
To  point  your  vengeance  at  the  friendless  head. 
And  with  one  mutual  cry  insult  the  fallen ! 
Emblem  too  just  of  man's  degenerate  race. 

SmnerviU^e  Chaee, 
Villain,  abhorred  villain  I 
Hath  he  not  puah'd  me  to  extremity  7 
Are  these  wild  limbs,  these  scarr'd  and  scathed 

limbs, 
lliis  wasted  fiiune,  a  mark  for  human  malice  7 
Hiere  have  been  those  who  from  the  high  bark's 

side 
Have  whelm'd  their  enemy  in  the  flashing  deep ; 
But  who  have  watch'd  to  see  his  struggfing  hands. 
To  hear  the  sob  of  death  7 

MatKrin*e  Bertram, 


cmaoaFTY  « c^j&SEa 


lAl^ 


I  mold  nol  enter  on  my  list  of  fne&ds 

(Hunigh  grae'd  with  poluh'd  mannen  and  &aib 


Yet  wanting  aeosibUity)  the 
Who  needlenly  seta  &ot  upon  a  wonn* 
An  inadvertent  step  may  eraah  the  snail 
Hut  crawb  at  evening  in  the  publio  path^ 
Bat  he  that  faaa  hmnanity,  fi>rewam*df 
Will  tread  aside  and  let  the  reptile  live. 

Coi0per'«  TmL 
Thoa  fidrest  flower, 
Why  didst  thoa  fling  thyself  across  my  path  7 
My  tiger  spring  must  cnuh  thee  in  its  way, 
But  cannot  pause  to  pity  thee. 

Maturings  Bertram, 

Onel  of  heart,  and  strong  of  arm. 
Loud  in  his  sport,  and  keen  for  spoil, 

He  little  reck*d  of  good  or  harm, 
Fierce  both  in  mirth  and  toil ; 

Tot  like  a  dog  could  &wn,  if  need  there  were ; 

Speak  mildly,  when  he  would,  or  look  in  fear. 

Dana's  Buccanmr. 


CURIOSITY. 

The  over  carious  are  not  over  wise. 

Jkfasstnger. 

He  who  would  pry 

Behind  the  scenes  oft  sees  a  counterfeit 

Dryden, 

Conceal  yersel*  as  wccPs  ye  con 

Fra*  critical  dissection ; 
But  keek  thro*  e\eiy  other  man 

With  lengthened,  sly  inspection. 


BurtiB* 


Moore, 


Eve, 
With  all  the  fiiiits  of  Eden  blest, 
Save  only  one,  rather  than  leave 
That  one  unknown  lost  all  the  rest 

I  loathe  that  low  vice.  Curiosity. 


—Cariosity !  who  hath  not  felt 

Its  spirit,  and  before  its  altar  knelt  7 

Sprague*a  Curumty. 
How  many  a  noble  art,  now  widely  known. 
Owes  its  young  impulse  to  this  power  alone ! 

Sprague, 
What  boots  it  to  yotn  dost,  your  son  were  bom 
An  empire's  idol  or  a  rabble's  soom  7 
Think  ye  the  ftanchisM  spirit  shall  return. 
To  share  his  triumph,  his  disgrace  to  moum  7 
Ah,  curiosity !  by  thee  inspired 
This  truth  to  know  how  oft  has  man  enqmr'd ! 

Spngue, 


Faith  we  may  boast,  undarken'd  by  a  doubt, 
We  thirst  to  find  each  awfUl  secret  out 

Spragve, 

The  enquiring  spirit  will  not  be  controll'd. 
We  would  make  certain  all,  and  all  behold. 

Sprague. 
The  curious  questioning  eye, 
That  plucks  the  h^art  of  every  mystciy. 

GrenviUe  MeUem. 


CURSES. 

But  curses  are  like  arrows  shot  upright, 
That  oftentimes  on  our  own  heads  do  light ; 
And  many  times  ourselves  in  rage  prove  worst ; 
The  &x  ne'er  better  thrives,  but  when  accurst 

Vatiani  WeUhtnat^ 
I  do  not  wish  them  Egypt's  plagues,  but  e'en 
As  bad  as  they:  I'll  add  unto  them  seven. 
I  wish  not  grasshoppers,  fix)gs,  and  lice  come  dovt  q, 
But  clouds  of  moths  in  ev^rj  shop  i'  th'  town. 
Then,  honest  devil  to  their  ink  convey 
Some  aqua  fortio,  that  may  eat  away 
Their  books, 

Randolph. 
I  could 
Accuse  my  unkind  destiny ;  declaim 
Against  the  pow'r  of  love ;  rail  at  the  charms 
Of  language  and  proportion,  that  betray  us 
To  hasty  sorrow  and  too  late  repentance ; 
Bat  breath  is  this  way  lost 

Shiriey's  Love'o  ChuUjf, 
All  the  infectifxis  that  the  sun  sucks  up 
From  bogs,  fens,  fiats,  on  Prosper  fell,  and  make 

him 
By  inch-meal  a  disease !  His  spirits  hear  me. 
And  yet  I  needs  must  curse  him. 

Shako.  Tempet^ 
As  wicked  dew  as  e'er  my  mother  brash'd 
With  raven  feathers  fi'om  unwholesome  fen. 
Drop  on  you  both  I  a  south-west  blow  on  ye. 
And  blister  you  all  o'er ! 

Shako,  TempaoL 
If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plagues  in  store. 
Exceeding  those  that  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 
O  let  them  keep  it  till  thy  sins  be  ripe. 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  the  trouble  of  the  poor  world's  peace  i 

Shako.  Btenard  IMI^ 
If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
Whose  ugly  and  unnatusal  aspect 
May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view; 
And  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappineas. 

Shako.  Richard  Hi. 
10 
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CURSBa 


Take  with  thee  thy  most  heavy  enne ; 
Which  in  the  day  of  battle  tire  thee  more, 
Than  all  the  complete  armour  that  thoa  wear'st ! 
8hak»,  Richard  III 
The  worm  of  conscience  still  be-gnaw  thy  sonl ! 
ITiy  fViends  snspect  for  traitors  while  thoa  liv*st. 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  dearest  friends ! 
No  sleep  close  ap  that  deadly  eye  of  thine^ 
Unless  it  be  while  some  tormenting  dream 
Affiights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils! 
Thoa  elvish-mark'd,  abortive,  rooting  hog ! 

Shak$,  Richard  II 
Let  this  peniieioiiB  hoar 
Stand  aye  aceorsed  in  the  calendar  I 

ShoU  MneUih. 
May  never  glorioos  son  reflex  his  beams 
Upoc  the  coantry  where  yoo  make  abode ! 
Blot  darkness  and  the  gloomy  shade  of  death 
Ebvinm  yon  till  mischief  and  despair 
Drive  yoa  to  break  yoor  nocks,  or  hang  yoorselves. 
Shak9.  Hemy  VL    Part  L 
Now  the  red  pestilence  strike  all  trades  in  Rome, 
And  occiq>ations  perish ! 

Shak:  Cmakuma. 

AD  the  contagion  of  the  soath  light  on  yoo, 

Yoa  shames  of  Rome !  you  herd  of Boils  and 

plagues 
Plaster  you  o*er ;  that  you  may  be  abhorred 
F'jrther  than  seen,  and  one  infect  another 
Against  the  wind  a  mile ! 

8haJt9,  Caritltmu. 

If  be  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 

Rot  half  a  grain  a  day !  — he  lies  to  the  heart 

Shaks.  Othdio, 
Tou  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  flames 
Into  her  scornful  eyes !  —  Infect  her  beauty, 
You  fen-suck*d  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  sun, 
To  fall  and  blast  her  pride ! 

Shaks,  King  Liar, 
Feed  not  thy  sovereign's  fbe,  thoa  gentle  earth, 
Nor  with  thy  sweets  comlbrt  his  rav*noas  sense : 
Bat  let  thy  spiders  that  sack  ap  thy  venom. 
And  heavy-gaited  coads,  lie  in  their  way. 

8hak».  Richard  IL 
Piety  and  fear, 
Religion  to  tlie  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth. 
Domestic  awe,  night-rcst  and  neighbourhood, 
bstraetion,  manners,  mysteries  and  trades. 
Degrees,  observances,  customs  and  laws. 
Decline  to  your  confounding  eontranes, 
And  yet  confusion  live  !-*Plagufls  incident  to  men 
Yuur  potent  and  infections  fevers  heap 
On  Athens  ripe  fer  stroke ! 


A  plague  npoB  then !  wherefere  shoidd  I  uurss 


Would  curses  kill,  as>doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  searehing  terms^ 
As  carst,  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Dcliver'd  strongly  throagh  my  fixed  teeth. 
With  full  as  many  signs  of  deadly  hate. 
As  loan-fec*d  Envy  in  her  loathsome  oave* 
My  tongue  should  stamUe  in  mine  earnest  words* 
Mine  eyes  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint, 
Mine  hair  be  fixed  on  end  like  one  distract-^ 
Ay,  ev*ry  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban. 
And  even  now  my  burdcnM  heart  would  break, 
Should  I  not  curse  them.     Poison  be  tlieir  drink  I 
Gall,  worse  than  gall,  the  daintiest  meat  they  taste ! 
Their  sweetest  shade  a  grove  of  cypress  trees ! 
Their  choicest  prospects  murdVing  basilisks ! 
Their  sofiest  touch,  as  smart  as  lizards'  stings ! 
Their  music  frightful  as  the  serpents'  hiss ! 
And  boding  screech^wls  make  the  concert  full ! 
Shakt.  Henry  VL    Pari  11. 
Oh !  I  win  curse  thee  till  thy  frighted  soul 
Runs  mad  with  horror. 

Lee's  Ctfsor  Borgia. 
May  sorrow,  shame,  and  sickness  overtake  her. 
And  aU  her  beauties,  like  my  hopes,  be  blasted. 
Rotoe^s  Rcyal  Convert 

Plagues  and  palsy, 
Disease  and  pestilence  consume  the  robber. 
Infest  his  blood,  and  wither  ev'ry  pow'r. 

Brown's  Athdokm. 

I  curse  thee  not ! 
For  who  can  better  curse  the  plagoe  or  devil. 
Than  to  be  what  they  arc :  that  curse  be  tiiinc 

Dryden*$  Don  Sebaatiam. 
Ruin  seise  thee,  ruthless  king ! 
Confusion  on  thy  banners  wait| 
Though  fann'd  by  conquest's  crimson  wing 
They  mock  the  air  with  idle  state. 
Hebn,  nor  hauberk's  twisted  mail, 
Nor  e'en  thy  virtues,  tyrant,  shall  avail 
To  save  thy  seerct  soul  from  nightiy  fears, 
From  Cambria's  curse,  from  Cambria's  tears. 

Gnsy's  Bard, 
May  curses  blast  thy  arm !  may  Etna's  fires 
Convulse  the  land ;  to  its  foundation  shake 
The  groaning  isle.    May  civil  discord  bear 
Her  flaming  brand  thro'  all  the  realms  of  Greece: 
And  the  whole  race  expire  in  pangs  like  mine. 

Murphy's  Grecian  Daughter. 

But  no,  I  will  not  curse  them :  thro'  the  world 
A  curse  will  follow  them,  like  the  black  plague. 
Tracking  their  feotsteps  over, —  day  and  night. 
Morning  and  eve,  sununer  and  winter — ever. 

Procior*B  Mirandola, 


CUSTOM. 


Ill 


Oo,  vvtaooi  daaie,  to  thy  most  happy  lord, 
And  Bnrtnm**  imag«  taint  your  kin  with  poison. 
M0tufW9  JBcrfrffR* 
BUat,  blast  her  charms,  some  bloom^eatrayin^  air ! 
And  turn  hia  love  to  loathing ;  but  let  her*s 
Know  ao  deeroaae,  that  dtsappointment, 
Lover'a  wont  h^  may  meet  her  warmest  wishes, 
And  make  her  corse  tho  hoar  in  which  she  wedded. 
ElizabeA  HaywootTB  Dtike  of  BrumwieL 
May  the  swords 
And  wings  of  fiery  chcmbim  pmvoe  him. 
By  day  and  night — snakes  spring  up  in  his  path — 
Earth's  fruit  be  ashes  in  his  mouth — the  ieaves 
Oi  which  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  be  strew'd 
With  scorpions  I  may  his  dreams  be  of  his  victim. 
His  waking  a  continual  dread  of  death ! 

Byron  9  Cistti. 
May  the  grass  wither  from  thy  Ibet !  tho  woods 
Tknj  thee  shelter !  earth  a  home !  the  dust 
A  grave !  the  son  his  light !  and  heaven  her  God. 

BynnC$  Cain, 
By  thy  cold  breast  and  serpent  smile, 
By  thy  miftthom'd  gulfs  of  guile, 
^  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye, 
By  that  abut  soul's  hypocrisy, 
By  the  perfection  of  thine  art 
Which  pa£B*d  for  human  thine  own  hearti 
^  the  delight  in  others*  pain. 
And  by  thy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 
I  call  upon  thoe  and  compel 
Thyself  to  be  thy  proper  helL 

ByrmC$  Matured. 
Cursed  be  the  social  wants 

That  sin  against  the  strength  of  yooth, 
Ooffied  be  the  social  lies 

That  warp  us  flom  the  living  tmth! 
Cursed  be  the  sickly  fbrms 

Tlbat  err  from  honest  nature's  rule ! 
And  cursed  be  the  gold  that  gilds 

Tho  straighten'd  forehead  of  a  Ibol ! 

TelMyiSII. 

A  eune  is  like  a  cloud — it  passce. 

BaOey. 
Be  turns  and  curses  in  his  wrath 

Both  man  and  child;  then  hastes  away 
Shoreward,  or  takes  some  gloomy  path; 

Bkit  there  he  cannot  stay; 
Terror  and  darkness  drive  him  back  to  men ; 
His  hate  of  man  to  solitude  again. 

0090*$  Bueeaneer, 

CUSTOM. 

Castom  in  course  of  honour,  ever  errs : 

And  tliey  are  best,  whom  fortune  least  prefors. 


Custom  in  ills  that  do  affect  the  1 
Make  reason  useless  when  it  should  direot 
The  ills  reforming :  men  habituate 
In  any  evil,  *t  is  their  greatest  curse : 
Advice  doth  seldom  mend,  but  makes  them  worse 
NaWt  MieroeonmB 
rr  is  base, 
And  argues  a  low  spirit,  to  be  taught 
By  custom,  and  to  let  the  vulgar  grow 
To  our  example. 

Mead's  Combat  ef  Line  and  Friendeh^ 

Hiat  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat 

Of  habits  evil,  is  angd  yet  in  this ; 

That  to  tho  use  of  actions  fair  and  good, 

He  likewise  gives  a  frock,  or  livery. 

That  aptly  is  put  on :  refrain  to-night; 

And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 

To  the  next  abstinence ;  the  next,  more  easy; 

For  use  can  almost  change  the  stamp  of  nature, 

And  master  ov'n  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out, 

With  wondrous  potency. 

Shake.  HamUi. 
But  to  my^mind  ;^<— though  I  am  native  here, 
And  to  the  manner  born,  —  it  is  a  custom 
Mora  honour'd  in  the  breach,  than  the  observance. 

Shake.  HamieL 

na  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down. 

Shake.  OtheOet 

Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddess ;  to  thy  law 
My  services  are  bound ;  wherefore  should  I 
Stand  to  the  plague  of  custom. 

Shake,  Lear 

Custom's  the  world's  great  idol  we  adore, 
And  knowing  this,  we  seek  to  know  no  more. 
What  education  did  at  first  conceive. 
Our  ripen'd  eye  confirms  us  to  believe. 
The  careful  nurse,  and  priest,  are  all  we  need. 
To  learn  opinions,  and  our  country's  creed. 
The  parents'  proeepts  early  are  instill'd. 
And  spoQ  the  man,  while  they  instruct  the  child. 

Jekn  Panfrei 

Custom  docs  oflen  reason  overrule. 
And  only  serves  for  reason  to  the  fboL 

Rocheetei 

Custom  forms  us  all ; 
Our  thoogbts,  our  morals,  our  most  fix'd  belief 
Are  conseiinemnes  of  our  place  of  biith. 

HilPeZm^ 

Custom,  His  true,  a  venerable  tyrant, 

O'er  servile  man  extends  her  blind  domuuttk 

Theateon^e  Tancre^  ana  Sigienun^ 
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Such  dnpea  are  imn  to  eoBtom,  and  bo  prone 
To  rev*rence  what  ia  ancient,  and  can  plead 
A  course  of  long  obaervanoe  for  its  oae, 
'iliat  even  servitude,  tlie  worst  of  ills, 
Because  deliverM  down  from  sire  to  son, 
Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing. 

Cowp€i*9  Toalfc. 
Man  yields  to  custom  as  he  bows  to  fate, 
lu  all  things  ruled — mind,  body  and  estate ; 
In  pain,  in  sickness,  we  for  cure  apply 
To  them  we  know  not,  and  we  know  -not  why. 

Crahht, 
Habit  with  him  was  all  the  test  of  truth, 
M  xt  must  be  right :  I'  ve  done  it  from  my  youth.** 

CrMt, 

'    DANCING. 

Dear  creature !  you*d  swear. 
When  her  delicate  feet  in  the  dance  twinkle  round. 
That  her  steps  are  of  light,  that  her  home  is  the  air, 
And  she  only,  *^par  complaisance**  touches  the 
ground.  Moore*$  Fudge  FamUy. 

How  sweetly  Marian  sweeps  along ! 
Her  step  is  music,  and  her  voice  is  aong. 
8ilver-sandaU*d  foot!  how  bleat 
To  bear  the  breathing  heaven  above, 
Which  on  thee,  Atlaa-like,  doth  rest, 
And  round  thoe  move. 

BaUey, 
Such  a  dancer ! 
Where  men  have  souls  or  bodiea  she  must  answer. 

Byron. 
And  then  he  danced —  all  foreigners  excel 
The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 
Of  pantomime ; — he  danced,  I  say,  right  well, 
With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense  — 
A  thing  in  footing  indispensable : 
He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence, 
Not  like  a  ballet-master  in  the  van 
Of  his  drill*d  nymphs,  bat  like  a  gentleman. 

^yroR. 
Chaste  were  his  steps,  each  kept  within  due  bounds 
And  elegance  was  sprinkled  o*er  his  figore; 
Like  swifl  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimm*d  the  gromid. 
And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  vigour. 
And  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  sound. 
Which  might  defy  a  crotchet  critic's  rigour. 
Such  dassie  pas — sans  flaws — set  off  our  hero, 
He  glanced  like  a  personified  Bolero. 

B yrwi*s  ChUde  HanlUL 
A  tliousand  hearts  beat  happily;  and  when 
Mnsio  arose  with  its  volnptuous  swell. 
Soft  eyes  look*d  k>vd  to  eyes  which  spake  again, 
And  all  wmt  merry  as  a  marriage-bell. 

Byron'9  ChiUk  Hanld. 


What !  the  girl  I  adore  by  another  embraced ! 
What !  the  balm  of  her  lips  shall  another  man  taste ! 
What !  touched  in  the  twirl  by  another  man's  knee ! 
What  \  pant  and  recline  on  another  than  me ! 
Sir !  she  *s  yours !  From  the  grape  you  have  prees'd 

,    the  soft  blue ! 
From  tlie  rose  you  have  shaken  the  tremulous  dew ! 
What  you've   touch'd,  you  may  take!    Pretty 
waltzer,  adieu !"  Byron. 

I  gaz'd  upon  the  dance,  where  ladies  hight 

Were  moving  in  the  light 
Of  mirrors  and  of  lamps.    With  music  and  with 
flowers, 
Danced  on  the  joyous  hours ; 
And  fairest  bosoms 
Heav'd  happily  beneath  the  vnnter  roses'  blossoms : 
And  it  is  well  y^ 
Youth  hath  its  time, 
Merry  hearts  will  merrily  chime.    • 

C.  P.  Crmiek 
I  saw  her  at  a  country  ball ; 

There  when  the  sound  of  flute  and  fiddle 
Gave  signal  sweet  in  that  old  hall. 

Of  hands  across  and  down  the  middle. 
Hers  was  the  subtlest  spell  by  far 

Of  all  that  sets  young  hearts  romancuig ; 
She  was  our  queen,  our  rose,  our  star ; 
And  when  she  danced— oh,  heaven,  her  dancing ! 

Prvod. 
I  love  to  go  and  mingle  with  the  young 
In  the  gay  festal  room  —  when  every  heart 
Is  beating  fkster  than  the  merry  tune. 
And  their  blue  eyes  are  restless,  and  their  lips 
Parted  with  eager  joy,  and  their  rouud  cheeks 
Flush'd  with  the  beautiful  motion  of  the  dance. 

WiZZis. 


DANDY. 

Ev*ry  morning  does 
This  fellow  put  himself  upon  the  rack. 
With  patting  on 's  apparel,  and  manfully 
Endures  his  taylor,  when  he  screws  and  wrests 
His  body  into  the  &8hion  of 
His  doidilet. 

Shirley^o  Bird  in  a  Cage, 
llie  boot  pinched  hard — the  sufiering  dandy 

sighed! 
Jane  fondly  thought  the  sigh  her  beauty's  due ; 
**  Bootless  your  passion^  Sir  !**  she  proudly  cried, 
**Ah!"  sighed  the  fop,  "^woold  I  wei«  booUess 

too!"  Mr9.09good. 

Oh !  save  me,  ye  powers,  from  these  pinks  of  Che 

nation, 
lliese  tea-table  heroes !  these  lords  of  creattoB. 

Subnagwndi 


DANGER- DEATH. 


lis 


DANGER. 

TTie  absent  danger  greater  still  appears ; 
Leas  fears  he,  who  is  near  the  thing  he  fears. 

DaniePB  Cleopatra, 
Speak,  speak,  let  terror  strike  slaves  mute, 
Mach  danger  makes  great  hearts  most  resolute. 
Mar9UnCt  Sophenitiba, 
What  is  danger 
More  than  the  weakness  of  oar  apprehennont  ? 
A  poor  cold  part  o*  th*  blood ;  who  takes  it  hold  of? 
CovardB  and  wicked  livers:  vaHant  minds 
Were  made  the  roasters  of  it 

Beamnont  and  FUieh€t*9  Chane^t,^ 
Oar  dangers  and  delights  are  near  allies ; 
From  the  same  stem  the  rose  and  prickle  rise. 

Alyen'*  PoicHen. 

Danger  knows  fbll  well, 
That  Ctaesar  is  more  dangerous  than  he : 
We  are  two  lions  Iitter*d  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible. 

Shaks.  JuUu$  Caaar, 
Now  I  will  unclasp  a  secret  book, 
And  to  year  qnick-conceiTing  discontents 
1 11  read  yon  matter  deep  and  dangerous ; 
Ai  full  of  peril,  and  adventVous  spirit, 
Ai  to  o*erwalk  a  current,  roaring  loud, 
(Xi  the  anstead&st  footing  of  a  spear ! 

iShakt,  Henry  IV.    Part  I. 
He  that  stands  upon  a  slippery  place. 
Hakes  nice  of  no  rile  hold  to  stay  him  up. 

Shak9.  King  Jokn, 
Thus  have  I  ahunn'd  the  fire,  for  fear  of  burning ; 
And  drench'd  me  in  the  sea,  where  I  am  drownM. 
Shaka.  TtBO  GerUUmen  of  Verona. 
We  have  sootch*d  the  snake,  not  killM  it. 
She  *11  dose,  and  be  herself;  whilst  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 

^  Shakt.  Macbeth. 

Tbtm  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell ! 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better ;  take  thy  fortune : 
Thou  find'st,  to  be  too  busy,  is  some  danger. 

Shake.  HamUt. 

Then  moonte !  then  mounte,  brave  gallants,  all, 

And  don  your  helmes  amaine : 
Deathe*8  counen,  Fame  and  Honor,  call 

Us  to  the  field  againe. 

MothervoOL 

JShWf  gallant  8azoo  I  hold  thy  own ; 
No  maiden's  arm  is  round  thee  thrown ! 
Tliat  desperate  grasp  thy  fiame  might  feel 
Through  ban  of  brass  and  triple  steeL 

SeatL 


Manre, 


There  *8  not  a  cloud  in  that  blue  plain, 
But  tells  of  storm  to  come  or  past ;  — 

Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 
Of  a  young  war-horse  in  the  blast;—- 

There,  roIlM  in  masses  dark  and  swelling, 

As  proud  to  be  the  thunder*8  dwelling. 

Thou  little  know*st 
What  he  can  brave,  who,  bom  and  nurst 
In  danger's  paths,  has  dared  her  worst ! 
Upon  whose  ear  the  signaLword 

Of  strife  and  death  is  hourly  breaking ; 
Who  sleeps  with  head  upon  the  sword 
His  fever'd  hand  must  grasp  in  waking. 

Afoors. 

Was  jume  who  could  be  foremost 

To  lead  such  dire  attack ; 
But  those  behind  cried  **  Forward !" 

And  those  before  cried  **  Back !" 
And  backward  now  and  forward 

Wavers  the  deep  array ; 
And  on  the  tossing  sea  of  steel 
To  and  fro  the  standards  reel. 
And  the  victorious  trumpct>peal 

Dies  fitfully  away. 

Maeauley, 

Ho  led  on ;  but  thoughts 
Seem*d  gathering  round  which  troubled  him.  Tlie 

veins 
Grew  visible  upon  his  swarthy  brow, 
And  his  proud  lip  was  press'd  as  if  with  pain. 
He  trod  less  firmly ;  and  his  restless  eye 
Glanc'd  forward  frequently,  as  if  some  ill 
He  dared  not  meet  were  there. 

WiOie. 

To-night  yon  pilot  shall  not  sleep, 

Who  trims  his  narrow'd  sail ; 
To-night  yon  frigate  scarce  shaU  keep 

Her  broad  breast  to  the  gale. 

O.  W.  Hobnea* 


DEATH. 

And  after  all  came  life,  and  lastly  death ; 
Death  with  most  grim  and  griesley  visage  scene, 
Yet  he  is  nought  but  parting  of  the  breath, 
Ne  ought  to  see,  but  like  a  shake  to  weene. 
Unbodied^  unsoul'd,  unheard,  unseene. 

Spenetr^e  Fairy  Quutu 

Come  then,  come  soon ;  come,  sweetest  death  to  ma 
And  take  away  this  long  lent  loatlied  light . 
Sharpe  be  thy  wounds,  but  sweete  the  medicines  be 
That  long  eaptived  soules  from  weary  thraldome 

free.  SftenMiar*M  Paivt  Otuttm 
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Tills  world  death's  region  is,  the  other  Hfe*s ; 
And  here,  it  should  be  one  of  our  first  strifes, 
So  to  front  death,  as  each  mig^ht  jndg^e  us  past  it : 
For  good  men  but  tee  death,  the  wicked  UuU  it 

Jon$an 

Death  is  the  port  where  all  may  reibge  find, 
Tlio  end  of  labour,  entry  unto  rest ; 
Death  hath  the  bounds  of  misery  confinM, 
Whose  sanctuary  shrouds  affliction  best. 

Earl  of  SUrUne. 
What  life  refused,  to  gain  by  death  he  thought : 
For  life  and  death  are  but  indiff' rent  things, 
And  of  themselves  not  to  be  riiunn*d  nor  sought, 
But  for  the  good  or  ill  that  either  brings. 

Earl  cf  Sterline. 

For  though  the  soul  of  man 
Be  got  when  he  is  made ;  *t  is  bom  but  then 
When  mon  doth  die :  our  body's  as  the  womb. 
And,  as  a  midwife  death  directs  it  home. 

Dr,  Donne* 
Our  lives,  cut  off 
In  our  young  prime  of  years,  are  like  green  herbs. 
With  which  we  strew  tlie  hearses  of  our  friends : 
For  as  their  virtue  gatherM,  when  they  *re  green. 
Before  they  wither,  or  corrupt,  is  best ; 
%»  we  in  virtue  arc  the  best  for  death. 
While  yet  we  have  not  livM  to  such  an  age, 
That  t!ic  increasing  canker  of  our  sins 
Hath  spread  too  far  upon  us. 

Tourfiair*«  AtheitC$  Tragedy, 
He  could  no  longer  death's  expectance  bear. 
For  death  is  less  than  death's  continual  fear. 

Aleyn'B  Henry  VIL 

O  death !  why  art  thou  fbar'd  ?  why  do  we  think 
•T  is  such  a  horrid  terror  not  to  be  ? 
Why,  not  to  be,  is  not  to  be  a  wretch. 
Why,  not  to  be,  is  to  be  like  the  hcav'ns. 
Not  to  be  subject  to  the  pow*r  of  fate : 

0  there 's  no  happiness  but  not  to  be. 

GomereaWe  Lodooick  Sforxa. 

1  buried  sorrow  for  his  death. 

In  the  grave  witii  him.    I  did  never  think 
lie  was  immortal,  though,  I  vow,  I  grieve. 
And  see  no  reason  ndiy  the  vicious. 
Virtuous,  valiant,  and  unworthy  men 
Sliould  die  alike. 

Maeemger  and  FieUte  Faial  Dowry, 
l-ond,  foolish  man !  with  fear  of  death  surpris'd, 
Wiiicli  either  should  be  wish'd  for,  or  dcspis'd : 
Th«i,  if  our  souls  witli  bodies  death  destroy; 
'Jliat,  if  our  souls  a  second  life  enjoy : 
Wiiit  else  is  to  bo  fear'd  7  when  we  shall  gain 
Kiernal  life,  or  iiave  no  sense  of  pain. 

Denham, 


The  bad  man's  death  is  horror;  but  the  just 
Keeps  something  of  his  gk>ry  in  his  dust 

HoUtngton's  dstara 
The  wisest  men  are  glad  to  die ;  no  fear 
Of  death  can  touch  a  true  philosopher. 
Death  sets  the  soul  at  liberty  to  fly. 
Which,  whilst  imprison'd  in  the  body  here, 
She  cannot  learn :  a  true  philosopher 
Makes  death  his  common  practice,  while  he  livWi 
And  every  day,  by  contemplation,  strives 
To  separate  the  soul,  fiir  as  he  can, 
From  off  the  body. 

Mai^§  CenthmoHen  efLucem. 
*Tis  mere  fondness  in  our  nature, 
A  certain  clownish  cowardice,  that  still 
Would  stay  at  home,  and  dares  not  ventore 
Into  foreign  countries,  though  better  than 
Its  own — ha — what  countries?  for  we  receive 
Descriptions  of  the  other  world  ttom  our  divines, 
As  blind  men  take  relation  of  this  from  us. 

8uekUng*8  BrmwaraA 
Death  is  honourable,  advantageous. 
And  necessary :  honourable  in 
Old  men  to  make  room  for  yoonger ; 
Advantageous  to  those  that  get  legacies 
By  it ;  and  necessary  for  married 
People,  that  have  no  other  gaol-delivery. 

Fane's  Laee  tn  the  Darh 
Oh  death !  death !  death !  thou  art  not  half  so  cniel 
In  thy  destructions  of  (he  prosperous 
As  in  not  killing  wretches  that  would  die. 

Fottfitotn's  Reuarde  <f  Virtue, 
The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  apprehension ; 
And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  tread  upon. 
In  corporal  suflferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 

As  when  a  giant  dies. 

Shake.  Mea^for  Jtfias. 

That  life  is  better  life,  past  fearing  death. 
Than  that  which  lives  to  fear. 

Shake.  Mea.  for  Mea. 

To  be  imprison'd  in  tlie  viewless  winds. 
And  blown  witli  restless  violence  round  about 
The  pendent  world ;  or  to  be  worse  than  worst 
Of  those,  that  lawless  and  uncertain  thoughts 
Imagine  howling ! — 'tis  too  horrible  2 

Shake,  Mea,  for  Mm, 
Tlie  weariest  and  most  loathed  woridly  life. 
That  age,  ache,  penury,  imprisonment, 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradise 
To  what  wo  fear  of  dcatli. 

Shake.  Mea.  far  Ueii. 
If  I  must  die, 
I  will  encounter  darkness  as  a  bridt, 
And  hug  it  in  mine  arms. 

Shake.  Mea,fir  Mm 
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Yq8|  thoo  must  die : 
Tinata  ut  too  noble  to  coofeire  a  life 
In  b—e  appliancteiii 

Shaks,  Mea.for  Mea. 

O I  do  ftur  thee,  Claudio ;  ajid  I  quake, 
Lest  thoQ  a  feverous  liie  should^st  entertain, 
And  six  or  seven  winters  more  respect 
Hun  a  perpetual  honour. 

Sltaki,  Mea.for  Mea. 

Coirards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 

Tbe  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 

Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard. 

It  leems  to  mc  most  strange  that  men  should  fear ; 

Seeing  that  death  a  necessary  end. 

Will  eome,  when  it  will  come. 

Shaks,  JvXius  C(B8ar, 
Why  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life. 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Shaks.  Julius  C<BsaT. 

0  mighty  Ceesar !  dost  thou  tie  so  low  7 

Are  all  thy  conqnests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils. 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure  7 

ShakB.  JuUuB  C^uar. 
Bat  yesterday  the  word  of  Gesar  might 
Have  stood  against  the  world :  now  lies  he  there, 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

Shaka.  JuUut  Cottar. 
^  Fates !  we  will  know  your  pleasures :  — 
Hiat  we  shall  die,  we  know ;  'tis  but  tho  time. 
And  dravring  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

ShMk$.  JuHm  Catar. 
O,  oar  lives'  sweetness ! 
That  with  the  pain  of  death  we  'd  hourly  die 
Rather  than  die  at  once. 

Shak9,  King  Lear. 

O  you  mighty  gods ! 
Tliis  world  I  do  renounce ;  and  in  your  sight, 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  ofL 

Shaks.  King  Lmr, 
Had  I  bat  died  an  hour  before  this  chance, 

1  had  liv'd  a  Uessed  time ;  fi>r,  from  this  instant, 
There 's  nothing  serious  in  mortatity : 

All  is  but  toys ;  renown  and  grace  is  dead : 
Hie  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  Ices 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  o£ 

Shaks.  MacbedL 

Had  I  as  many  sons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wish  them  to  a  fairer  death. 

Shak$.  Maehtth, 
Duncan  is  in  his  grave ; 
Aftc^  H(b*s  fitful  fever  he  sleeps  well : 
Treason  has  done  his  worst :  nor  steel,  nor  poison. 
Malice  domestic,  foreign  levy,  nothing, 
Gui  touch  him  further. 

Shak».MMbdh. 


Tlie  sleeping,  and  the  dead. 
Are  but  as  pictures :  His  the  eye  of  childhood 
Tbat  fears  a  painted  devil. 

Shak9.  Machdk 

Receive  what  cheer  you  may ; 

The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  a  day. 

Shak».  Maebdk. 
Death  lies  on  her  Uke  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field. 

Skah.  Romeo  and  JuUa 
Ah !  dear  Juliet, 
Why  art  thou  yet  so  fair  7  shall  I  believe 
That  unsubstantial  death  is  amorous. 
And  that  tho  lean  abhorred  monster  keeps 
Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour  7 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JuUd. 
Herein  ibrtune  shows  herself  more  kind 
Than  is'her  custom :  it  is  still  her  use, 
To  let  the  wretched  man  outlive  bis  wealth, 
To  view  with  hollow  eyes  and  wrinkled  brow 
An  age  of  poverty ;  from  which  lingering  penanoo 
Of  such  misery  doth  she  cut  me  off. 

Shake,  Merchant  of  Vemeok 
I  am  a  tainted  wether  of  the  flock, 
Mutest  for  death ;  the  weakest  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earliest  to  the  ground,  and  so  let  me. 

Shake,  Merchant  of  Venice, 

The  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony ; 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they  're  seldom  spent  ir 

vain; 
For  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words 

in  pain.  Shake.  Richard  IL 

All  comfort  go  with  thee ! 
For  none  abides  witli  mc :  my  joy  is  —  death; 
Death,  at  whose  name  I  ofl  have  been  afear'd, 
Becaure  I  wish'd  tliis  world's  eternity. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Pari  II 
Ah,  what  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life. 
When  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible ! 

Shake,  Henry  VJ.    PaH  II 
Ah,  who  is  nigh  7  come  to  me,  friend  or  foe, 
And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York,  or  Warwick  7 
Why  ask  I  that?  my  mangled  body  shovrai, 
My  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  sick  heart  showi 
That  I  must  yield  my  body  to  the  earth. 
And  by  my  fall,  the  conquest  to  the  foe. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    PaH  III 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  edge. 
Whose  arms  gave  shelter  to  the  princely  eagle, 
Under  whose  shade  the  ramping  lion  slept; 
Whose  top-branch  overpeer'd  Jove's  spreading  tree. 
And  kept  low  shrubs  (Vom  winter's  powerful  wind 
Shtd[$.  Henry  VL    Part  It  I 
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The  wrinUes  in  my  browi,  now  filled  with  blood. 
Were  liken'd  oft  to  kingly  sepnlehres ; 
For  who  livM  king,  but  I  could  dig  hia  grave? 
And  who  durst  smile  when  Warwick  bent  hia  brow  7 
ShakB.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 

U>  now  my  glory  smearM  in  dust  and  blood ! 
My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had, 
Even  now  forsake  me ;  and,  of  all  my  lands 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length ! 
Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and 

dust? 
And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must 

Shak$.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 

O  amiable,  lovely  death ! 
Thoa  odoriierous  stench !  sound  rottenness ! 
Arise  forth  from  the  couch  of  lasting  night, 
Thoa  hate  and  terror  to  prosperity, 
And  I  will  kiss  thy  detestable  bones ; 
And  ring  these  fingers  with  thy  household  wonns ; 
And  stop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulsome  dust, 
And  be  a  carrion  monster  like  thyself: 
Come,  grin  on  me ;  and  I  will  think  thou  smil'st, 
And  buss  thee  as  my  wife  !    Mercy's  love, 

0  come  to  me ! 

Shaks,  King  John. 

It  is  %oo  late ;  the  life  of  all  his  blood 

Is  touched  corruptibly ;  and  his  pure  brain 

(Which  some  suppose  the  soul's  frail  dwelling. 

house) 
IX>(h,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretel  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Shaks,  King  John. 

There  is  so  hot  a  summer  in  my  bosom. 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  dust ; 

1  am  a  scribbled  form,  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment ;  and  against  this  fire 
Do  I  shrink  up* 

8hak».  King  John. 

No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good, 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour's  life. 

Shako.  HamUt> 

Lay  her  i'  the  earth; 
4nd  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh 
May  violets  spring !  I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest, 
A  minist'ring  angel  shall  my  sister  be. 
When  thou  liest  howling. 

Shaks.  HamleL 

jX?  riut  for  ever  with  thy  veiled  lids 

8eek  lor  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust : 

Tiiou  know^st,  't  is  common ;  all  that  live,  must 

die, 
raising  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Shako.  Hamlet 


To  die — to  sleep— 
No  more ;  and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The  heart4iche,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocki 
Tliat  flesh  is  heir  to; — 'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish'd. 

Shako.  HamUL 

To  die — to  sleep  — 
To  sleep !  perchance  to  dream; — ay,  there's  the 

rub; 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  oomo, 
When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  epil, 
Must  give  us  pause:  Hiere's  the  respect, 
TiuX  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life. 

Shako.  Hamlet. 
For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 
The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 
The  pangs  of  despis'd  love,  the  law's  deUy, 
The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 
That  patient  merit  of  the  unwordiy  takes. 
When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin  ?  who  would  ftrdels  bear. 
To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  Ufo ; 
But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death — 
The  undiscover'd  country,  fiom  whose  boom 
No  traveller  returns,  punles  the  will ; 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have. 
Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of  7 

Shako,  I^mkL 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  (which  he  himself 
Foretold  should  be  his  last,)  full  of  repentance. 
Continual  meditations,  tears  and  sorrows. 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again. 
His  blessed  part  to  heaven,  and  slept  in  peace. 

Shako.  Henry  VJII. 
For  Author  lifb  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope ; 
Nor  will  I  sue;  although  the  king  have  mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  faults. 

Shako.  Henry  VIIL    ^ 
What,  old  acquaintance  \  could  not  all  this  flesh 
Keep  in  a  little  file  ?  Poor  Jack,  fiirewell  \ 
I  could  have  better  spared  a  better  man. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.   PaH  I. 
My  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  fiiDing  with  so  weak  a  mind, 
That  it  will  quiokly  drop;  my  day  is  dim. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.   Part  IL 

I  better  brook  the  loss  of  britUo  life. 

Than  those  proud  titles  thou  hast  won  of  mc ; 

They  wound  my  thoughte  worse  than  thy  sword 

my  flesh : 
But  thought's  the  slave  of  life,  and  life  time's  fiiol ; 
And  time^  that  takes  survey  of  all  the  world. 
Must  have  a  stop. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.   Part  I 
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Bmve  Perej :  fare  thee  well ! 
lU-weaved  ambition,  how  much  art  then  thrunk : 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  spirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  small  a  bomid ; 
Bat  now,  two  paces  of  the  vilest  earth 
Is  room  enough. 

8hak$.  Hmtry  VL   Part  I. 

I,  in  my  own  woe  charm'd 
Coold  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan; 
Nor  feel  him,  where  he  stmck :  Being  an  ngly 

monster, 
*Tis  strange  he  hides  him  in  fi-esh  cups,  soft  beds, 
Sireet  words ;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That  draw  his  knives  i*  the  war. 

ShakM,  Cymb. 

Tncistimable  stones,  nnvalued  jewels, 
AH  BcatterM  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
Some  lay  in  dead  men's  skulls;  and,  in  those  holes 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 
(As  'twere  in  scorn  of  eyes)  reflecting  gems, 
Thai  woo'd  the  slimy  bottom  of  the  deep. 
And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scatter'd  by. 
Shakt.  Richard  IJL 
Here  larks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells. 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges ;  here  are  no  storms, 
No  noise,  bat  silence  and  eternal  sleep. 

Shaks,  Titn§  Androniau. 
Here  is  my  joamey*s  end,  here  is  my  birth. 
And  very  sea-mark  of  my  utmost  saiL 

Shak$.  Othdlo, 
O  my  life ! — my  wife  I 
Death,  that  hath  sack*d  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beanty : 
Tboo  art  not  oooqner'd :  beauty's  ensign  yet 
Is  crimson  in  thy  lips,  and  in  thy  cheeks. 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. 

Skakt,  Ranuo  and  JuUeL 
^  Let  no  man  fear  to  die,  wo  love  to  sleep  all. 
And  death  is  bat  the  sounder  sleep. 

Beottfnoitf's  Humormu  LiaUtnaiiL 
Why  should  man's  high  aspiring  mind 
Bum  in  him  with  so  proud  a  breath ; 
When  all  his  haughty  views  can  find 
In  tliis  world,  yield  to  death ; 
The  fiiir,  the  brave,  the  vain,  the  wise, 
TTm  rich,  the  poor,  and  great  and  small. 
Are  each  bat  worms'  anatomies^ 
To  strew  his  quiet  halL 

Marvd. 

My  soul 
The  warm  embraces  of  her  flesh  is  now, 
Even  now  forsaking ;  the  frail  body  must 
Like  a  lost  feather  fall  from  oS*  the  wing 
Of  vanity. 

W.  CbamberlaitL 


Death  levels  all  things  in  his  march. 
Nought  can  resist  his  mighty  strength ; 
The  palace  proud,  —  triumphal  arch, 
Shall  mete  their  shadow's  length ; 
The  rich,  the  poor,  one  common  bed 
Shall  find  in  the  unhonour'd  grave, 
Where  weeds  shall  crown  alike  the  head 
Of  tyrant  and  of  slave. 

3tOTVn4 

On  death  and  judgment,  heaven  and  hell, 
Who  oft  doth  think,  must  needs  die  weU. 

Sir  WaUer  Ralagh. 

When  our  souls  shall  leave  this  dwelling. 
The  glory  of  one  fair  and  virtuous  action 
Is  above  all  the  scutoheons  on  our  tomb, 
Or  silken  banners  over  as. 

SkkUy 

That  must  end  us,  that  must  be  our  cure, 
To  be  no  more ;  sad  cure ;  fbr  who  would  lose, 
Though  fidl  of  pain,  this  intellectual  being. 
These  thoughts  that  wander  through  eternity ; 
To  perish  rather,  swallow'd  up  and  lost 
In  the  wide  womb  of  uncreated  night, 
Devoid  of  sense  and  motion. 

MUtarCs  Paradise  Lo$t 

The  other  shape. 
If  shape  it  may  be  call'd  that  shape  had  none 
Distinguishable  in  member,  joint,  or  limb, 
Or  substance  might  be  call'd  that  shadow  seem'd* 
For  each  seem'd  eitlier ;  black  it  stood  as  night. 
Fierce  as  ten  furies,  terrible  as  hell. 
And  shook  a  dreadful  dart;  what  seem'd  his 

head 
The  likeness  of  a  kingly  crown  had  on. 

AfsZton's  Paraditt  Limt, 

Death         • 
Grinn'd  horribly  a  ghastly  smile,  to  hear 
His  famine  should  be  fill'd,  and  bless'd  his  maw 
Destin'd  to  that  good  hour. 

MiUon^g  ParaSae  LotL^ 

Why  am  I  mock'd  with  death,  lengthened  out 
To  deathless  pain  7  how  gladly  would  I  meet 
Mortality  my  sentence,  and  be  earth 
Insensible,  how  glad  would  lay  me  down. 
As  in  my  mother's  lap ;  there  I  should  rest 
And  sleep  secure. 

Af  t2ton's  Paradise  Lorn 

Dire  was  the  tossing,  deep  the  groans ;  despair 
Tended  the  sick  busiest  from  couch  to  couch 
And  over  them  triumphant  death  his  dart 
Shook,  but  delay'd  to  strike,  though  oft  invok'o 
With  vows,  as  their  chief  good  and  final  hope. 
MiUoa'e  Paradise  Lm 
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Grim  death  in  difierent  shapes 
Depopulates  the  natiooe ;  thousands  fall 
His  victims ;  youths,  and  nrgins,  in  their  flower, 
Reluctant  die,  and  sighing  leave  their  loves 
Unfinish'd,  by  infectious  heaven  destroy'd. 

Phmjm'9  Cider. 

Yet  tell  me,  fl-ighted  senses  I  what  is  death  7 
Blood  only  stopp*d,  and  interrupted  breath ; 
The  utmost  limit  of  a  narrow  span. 
And  end  of  motion,  which  with  life  began. 
As  smoke  that  rises  from  the  kindling  fires, 
Is  seen  this  moment,  and  the  next  expires ; 
As  empty  douds  by  rising  winds  aM  tost, 
Heir  fleeting  fenns  soared  sooner  fbaod  than  lost ; 
So  vanishes  our  state,  so  pass  our  days ; 
So  life  but  opens  now,  and  now  decays  t 
The  cradle  and  the  tomb,  alas !  so  nigh, 
To  live  is  scarce  distingmehM  firom  to  die. 

Prtor's  Solmnttn. 

Why  is  the  hearse  with  'scutcheons  blazonM  round, 
And  wim  the  nodding  plume  of  ostrich  crown'd  7 
No :  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain ; 
It  only  serves  to  prove  the  living  vain. 

Oay'g  TVftfJo. 

She's  gone !  for  ever  gone !    The  king  of  terrors 
Lays  his  rude  hands  upon  her  lovely  limbs. 
And  blasts  her  beauties  with  his  icy  breath. 

Dennts't  Appius  and  Virgima, 

Death  came  on  amain. 
And  exercis'd  below  his  iron  reign ; 
TTim  upward  to  the  seat  of  life  he  goes : 
Sense  fled  before  him ;  what  he  touched  he  froze. 
DrydttCn  Palemon  and  ArcUe, 

Tiien  'tis  our  beet,  sinee  thus  ordain'd  to  die, 
To  make  a^rtue  of  necessity. 
Take  what  he  gives,  since  to  rebel  is  vain. 
The  bad  grows  better,  which  we  well  sustain. 
And  could  we  choose  the  time,  and  choose  aright, 
*Tis  best  to  die,  our  honour  at  the  height 

DrydetCe  Paieman  and  ArcUe. 

Poor  abject  creatures !  how  they  fear  to  die 
Who  never  knew  one  happy  hour  in  life. 
Yet  shake  to  lay  it  down !    Is  load  so  pleasant  7 
Or  tkhB  heav*n  hid  the  happiness  of  death. 
That  man  may  dare  to  live. 

DrydenU  Don  Sikuiian, 

i  feel  death  rising  higher  still,  and  higher 
Within  my  bosom ;  every  breath  I  fbtch 
Shutr  up  my  li&  within  a  shorter  compass : 
And,  like  the  vanishing  sound  of  beQs,  grows  less 
And  les4  each  pulse,  till  i%  be  lost  in  air. 

Dntdtm^M  Riutd  T^adum. 


Oh !  I  less  could  fear  to  lose  this  being ! 
Which,  like  a  snow-ball  in  my  covmrd  hand« 
The  more  'tis  grasp'd,  the  fester  melts  away 

VrydenU  AUfor  Loot, ' 

Death  is  not  dreadful  to  a  mind  resolv'd, 

It  seems  as  natural  as  to  be  bom. 

Groans  and  convulsions,  and  discolour'd  feces. 

Friends  weeping  round  us,  blacks,  and  obsequies, 

Make  death  a  dreadful  thing.    The  pomp  of  death 

Is  fer  more  terrible  than  death  itsclfl 

Lm'9  Lueku  JuniuM  BrutuB, 

The  dead  are  only  happy,  and  the  dying : 
The  dead  are  stiff;  and  lasting  slumbers  hold 'em. 
He  who  is  near  his  death,  but  turns  about, 
Shufiles  awhile  to  make  his  i^Uow  easy. 
Then  slips  into  his  shioud  and  rests  fer  ever. 

Lee^s  Cmmr  Borgia. 

O  death  \  thou  gentle  end  of  human  sorrowst 
Still  must  my  weary  eye-lids  vainly  wake. 
In  tedious  expectation  of  thy  peace : 
Why  stand  thy  thousand,  thousand  doors  still  open 
To  take  the  wretched  in,  if  stem  religion 
Guards  every  passage,  and  forbids  my  entrance  7 
Rowers  TamerlanM. 

There  life  gave  way,  and  the  last  rosy  breath 
Went  in  that  sigh ;  death,  like  a  brutal  viotor 
Already  enter'd,  with  rude  haste  de&oes 
The  bvely  fiame  he's  master'd. 

Aeios't  Jame  Shoro 
'TIS  but  to  die, 
'Tis  but  to  venture  on  that  common  haxard 
Whieh  many  a  time  in  battle  I  have  run; 
'Tis  but  to  do,  what,  at  that  very  moment, 
In  many  nations  of  the  peopled  earth, 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  shall  do  with  me. 

Rmoi^o  Jam  la^mro 
Death  is  the  privilege  of  human  nature ; 
And  life  without  it  were  not  worth  our  taking. 
Thither  the  poor,  the  pris'ner,  and  the  mourner, 
fly  for  relief  and  lay  their  burdens  down. 

Bowo'i  Fair  PeniiaU, 


'T  is  not  the  Stoic's  lessons  got  by  rote, 
Tlie  pomp  of  words  and  pedant  dissertations. 
That  can  sustain  thee  in  that  hour  of  terror : 
Books  have  taught  cowards  to  talk  nobly  of  it. 
But  when  the  trial  comes  they  stand  aghast 
Hast  thou  considered  what  may  happen  after  it  7 
How  thy  account  may  stand,  and  what  to  answer  T 

Rowo. 

The  reconciling  grave 
Swallows  distinction  first,  that  made  us  fees, 
That  all  alike  lie  down  in  peace  together 
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Hie  death  of  those  distingonfa'd  by  their  rtation. 
But  bj  their  ▼irtoe  more,  awakes  the  mind 
To  solemn  dread,  and  strikes  a  saddening  awe. 
Not  that  we  grieve  for  them,  but  fbr  om'sehes, 
Left  to  the  toU  of  life.    And  yet  the  best 
An*  hy  the  playful  children  of  this  world, 
At  onee  forgot,  as  they  had  never  been. 

7!&on«pa*«  Tanered  and  SigimnundaB 

To  die,  I  own 
Is  a  dread  passage  —  terrible  to  natmre, 
Chiefly  to  those  who  have,  like  me,  been  happy. 
Tkanumi*9  Edward  and  EUatwra, 

Th»  o*er  the  dying  lamp  th*  unsteady  flame 
Hsngs  quivering  on  the  point,  leaps  off  by  fits 
And  fiilb  again,  as  loath  to  quit  its  hoId» 

Addutm'9  CaUk 

Let  guilt,  or  fear. 
Disturb  man*s  rest,  Cato  knows  neither  of  them ; 
Indifferent  in  his  choice,  to  sleep  <Hr  die. 

AddiamCt  Cato. 

WIU  toys  amuse,  when  med'dnes  cannot  cure  T 
When  spirits  ebb,  when  fifths  enchanting  scenes 
Tbeir  lustre  lose,  and  lessen  in  our  sight, 
As  lands  and  cities,  with  their  glittering  spires, 
To  the  poor  shatter*d  bark  by  sudden  storm 
Hizown  off  to  sea,  and  soon  to  perish  there  7 
Will  toys  amose  7  No :  thrones  will  then  be  toysi 
And  eaith  and  akiss  seem  dust  upon  the  scale. 

Fotciif  *•  Night  Thoughts, 

Eaoh  IKend  snatchM  fiom  us,  is  a  plume 
FhickM  fiom  the  wing  of  human  vanity, 
Whidi  makes  us  stoop  from  our  aerial  heights, 
And,  d«mpt  with  omen  of  our  own  disease, 
Oa  drooping  pinions  of  ambition  lower'd, 
Jurt  skim  earth's  snrfikce,  ere  we  break  it  va^ 
(ftx  putrid  earth  to  scratch  a  little  dust, 
And  safe  tho  world  a  nuisance.  ^ 

Yoang'9  Night  Thougito. 

Death  is  the  erown  of  life : 
Wsia  death  deny'd,  poor  men  would  live  in  vain ; 
Were  death  deny*d,  to  live  would  not  be  life : 
Were  death  deny*d,  ev*n  ibob  would  wish  to  die. 
Young's  Night  ThoughiM. 

Early,  bright,  transient,  chaste  as  morning  dew, 
8he  sparkled,  was  exhal'd,  and  went  to  heaven. 
FMiy't  Night  Thoughto. 

Like  other  tyrants,  death  delights  to  smite, 
What,  smitten,  most  proclaims  tho  pride  of  pow'r. 
And  arbitrary  nod.    His  joy  supreme. 
To  bid  the  wretch  snrrive  the  fortunate ; 
The  foeUa  wrap  the  athletic  in  his  shroud; 
And  weeping  fothers  build  their  children's  tomb. 
Yom^o  Night  ITuught^, 


Why  start  at  death  7  where  is  he7  death  arriv'd* 
Is  past ;  not  come  or  gone,  he  *s  never  here* 
Ere  hope,  sensation  fails ;  black»boding  man 
Receives,  not  suffers  death^s  tremendous  blow. 
The  knell,  the  shraud,  the  mattock,  and  the  grave ; 
The  deep  damp  vault,  the  darkness  and  the  worm , 
These  are  the  bug.bears  of  a  winter's  eve, 
Tlie  terrors  of  the  livingf  not  tlie  dead. 
Imagination's  fool,  and  error's  wretch, 
Man  makes  a  death,  which  nature  never  made ; 
Then  on  the  point  of  his  own  fancy  falls ; 
And  feels  a  thousand  deaths,  in  fbaring  one. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 

Death  leads  the  dance,  or  stamps  the  deadly  die. 
Nor  ever  Ails  the  midnight  bowl  to  crown. 
Gaily  carousing  to  his  gay  compeers, 
Inly  he^laughs,  to  see  them  laugh  at  him. 
As  absent  far :  and  when  the  revel  bums. 
When  fear  is  banish'd,  and  triumphant  thought, 
Calling  for  all  the  joys  beneath  the  moon. 
Against  him  turns  the  key,  and  bids  him  sup 
With  their  progenitors,  he  drops  his  mask ; 
Frowns  out  at  full ;  they  start,  despair,  expire 

Young's  Night  Thaughto 

That  man  lives  greatly, 
Whate'er  his  &te,  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies ; 
High  flosh'd  with  hope,  where  heroes  shall  despair. 
Yeui^t  Night  ThougUs, 

Where  the  prime  actors  of  the  last  year's  scene ; 
Their  post  so  proud,  their  buskin,  and  their  plume  7 
How  many  sleep,  who  kept  the  world  awake 
With  lustre  and  with  noise ! 

Yeung^s  Night  Thoughts, 

When  down  thy  vale,  unlock'd  my  midnigh 

thought, 
That  loves  to  wander  in  tiiy  sunless  realms, 
O  death !  I  stretch  my  view ;  what  visions  rise ! 
What  triumphs !  toils  imperial !  arts  divine ! 
In  wither'd  laurels  glide  before  my  sight ! 
What  lengths  of  far.fomed  ages,  billow'd  high 
With  human  agitation,  roll  along 
In  unsubstantial  images  of  air  7 
The  melancholy  ghosts  of  dead  renown, 
Whisp'ring  fkint  echoes  of  the  world's  applause  ^ 
With  peilitcntial  aspect,  as  they  pass, 
All  point  at  earth,  and  hiss  at  human  pride. 
The  wisdom  of  the  wise  and  prancings  of  the  great. 
Young's  Night  TTumghU 

Now  every  splendid  object  of  ambition. 
Which  lately,  with  their  various  glosses,  pa«*d 
Upon  my  brain,  and  fod'd  my  idle  heait, 
Are  taken  from  me  by  %  little  mist, 

And  an  the  world  is  vaaisb'd. 

YfiM^s  HMsttSi 
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IIow  ■htx&ing  moBt  thy  fiunmaiM  be,  O  death, 
To  him  that  is  at  ease  in  his  posseesioiis  ! 
Who,  countiiig  on  long  years  of  pleasure  here, 
Is  quite  onfbrnish'd  for  that  world  to  come ! 
In  that  dread  moment,  how  the  frantic  son] 
Raves  romid  the  walls  of  her  clay  tenement, 
Rmis  to  each  avenue,  and  shrieks  for  help. 
But  shrieks  in  vain. 

Blair'B  Grave. 

Sure,  H  is  a  serious  thing  tr  die.  my  soul ! 
What  a  strange  moment  must  it  be,  when  near 
Thy  joumey*s  end  thou  hast  the  gulph  in  view ! 
That  awfbl  gulph  no  mortal  e'er  repass'd, 
To  tcU  what  *s  doing  on  tho  other  side ! 
Nature  runs  back  and  shudders  at  the  sight. 
And  every  life-string  bleeds  at  thought  of  parting. 

Bhnr'B  Grtsce. 

Death's  shafts  fly  thick  !     Here  falls  the  village 

swain, 
And  there  his  pamper'd  lord !  The  cup  goes  round. 
And  who  so  artful  as  to  put  it  by ! 

Blair's  Orave, 

O  great  man-eater 
Whose  every  day  is  carnival,  not  sated  yet! 
Dnheard-of  epicure !  without  a  fellow ! 
The  veriest  gluttons  do  not  always  cram ; 
Some  intervals  of  abstinence  are  sought 
To  edge  the  appetite ;  thou  seekest  none. 

Blaif*B  Grave. 
Death 's  but  a  path  that  must  be  trod. 
If  man  would  ever  pass  to  God. 

PameU. 
The  world  recedes ;  it  disappears  ! 
Heav'n  opens  on  my  eyes  I  my  ears 
With  sounds  seraphic  ring : 
Lend,  lend  your  wings !  I  mount  I  I  fly  I 
O  grave  !  where  is  thy  victory  ? 
O  death !  where  is  thy  sting  7 

Pope. 
See  on  these  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath. 
These  cheeks  now  fading  at  the  blast  of  death ; 
Ciold  is  the  breast  which  warmM  the  world  before. 
And  tliose  love-darting  eyes  must  r<dl  no  more. 

Pepe. 
Thy  fate  unpity'd,  and  thy  rites  unpaid ! 
No  friend's  complaint,  no  kind  domestic  tear, 
PJeas'd  thy  pale  ghost,  or  grac'd  thy  mournful 

bier. 
By  foreign  hands  thy  dpng  eyes  were  clos'd, 
By  foreign  nands  thy  decent  limbs  compos'd, 
lly  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adom'd, 
tiv  strangers  honour'd,  and  by  strangen  moom'd. 

Pope. 


How  pale  appear 
Those  cky^^cold  cheeks  where  gfaoe  and  ngonr 

glowM! 
O  dismal  spectacle !    How  humble  now 
{Lies  that  ambition  which  was  late  so  pnmd ! 

8tttolUU'8  Regicide. 
The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 
And  an  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave. 
Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour. 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

Gray's  Ckitrek^Yard. 
Can  storied  urn,  or  animated  bust. 
Back  to  its  mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath  7 
Can  honour's  voice  provoke  the  silent  dust, 
Or  flattery  soothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death? 

Gray's  Church-Yard, 
That  hour,  O  long  belov'd,  and  long  deplor'd ! 
When  blooming  youth,  nor  gentlest  wisdom's  arts, 
Nor  hymen's  honours  gather'd  for  thy  brow. 
Nor  all  thy  lover's,  all  thy  father's  tears, 
Avail'd  to  snatch  thee  from  the  cruel  grave ; 
Thy  agonizing  looks,  thy  last  ftrewell 
Struck  to  the  inmost  feeling  of  my  soul, 
As  with  the  hand  of  death. 

Akenside^B  Pleagureo  of  Imagination. 

Heav'n !  what  enormous  strength  does  death  pos- 
sess! 
How  muscular  the  giant's  arm  must  be^ 
To  grasp  that  strong.boned  horse,  and,  spite  of  a1] 
His  furious  efforts,  fix  him  to  the  earth ! 
Yet,  hold,  he  rises !  no — the  struggle's  vain. 
His  strength  avails  him  not    "Beneath  the  gripe 
Of  the  remorseless  monster,  stretch'd  at  length 
He  lies  with  neck  extended,  head  hard  prees'd. 
Upon  the  very  turf  where  late  he  fed. 

Blacketo  Dying  Hwe 

M  Enlarge  my  life  with  multitude  of  days  !*' — 
In  health,  in  sickness,  thus  the  suppliant  prays : 
Hides  from  himself  his  state,  and  shuns  to  know, 
That  life  protracted,  is  protracted  woe. 

Dr.  Johnson' t  Vamly  of  Human  WiAe$. 

In  life's  last  scene  what  prodigies  surprise, 
Fears  of  tlie  brave,  and  follies  of  the  wiee  7 
From  Marlb'rough's  eyes  the  streams  of  dotage 

flow. 
And  Swift  expires  a  driv'ler  and  a  show. 

Dr.  J^mson's  Vanity  of  Hvman  WitikeM, 

Since,  howe'er  protracted,  death  will  come, 

Why  fondly  study  with  ingenious  pains 

To  put  it  off!^To  breathe  a  little  longer 

Is  to  defbr  our  fate,  but  not  to  shun  it : 

Small  gain !  which  wisdom  with  indifTVent  eje 

Behokis. 

Hmmtk  More's  David  and  GaUak. 
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I  fear  to  die.    And  were  it  In  1117  power, 
Bj  mSbting  of  the  keenest  neking*  pains, 
To  keep  upcm  me  still  these  weeds  of  nature, 
I  could  soch  things  endure,  that  thou  wouldst 

marvel. 
And  cross  thysdf  to  see  such  coward  bravery. 
For  oh !  it  goes  against  the  mind  of  man 
To  be  tnrn*d  out  from  Its  warm  wonted  home. 
Ere  yet  one  rent  admits  the  winter's  chilL 

Joanna  BaUlie*8  Rayner. 
0  thoa  most  terrible,  most  dreaded  power, 
In  whatsoever  power  thou  meet'st  the  eye  I 
Whether  thou  bidd*st  thy  sudden  arrow  fly 
In  the  dread  silence  of  the  midnight  hour ; 
Or  whether,  hovering  o*er  the  lingering  wretch. 
Thy  sad  cold  javelin  hangs  suspended  long, 
While  round  the  couch  the  weeping  kindred  throng 
With  hope  and  fear  alternately  on  stretch ; 
Oh,  say  for  me  what  horrors  are  prepared  ? 
Am  I  now  doom*d  to  meet  thy  fatal  arm  7 
Or  wilt  thou  first  from  liib  steal  every  charm, 
And  bear  away  each  good  my  soul  would  guard  7 
That  thus,  deprived  of  all  it  loved,  my  heart 
From  life  itself  contentedly  may  part 

ilTrs.  Tighe. 

Death !  to  the  happy  thou  art  terrible. 
But  how  the  wretched  love  to  think  of  thee, 
0  thou  true  comforter,  the  friend  of  all 
Who  luTO  no  friend  beside ! 

SmUhey^B  Joan  of  Are. 
Soon  may  this  fluttering  spark  of  vital  flame 
Forsake  its  languid  melancholy  frame  1 
Soon  may  these  eyes  their  trembling  lustre  close. 
Welcome  the  dreamless  night  of  long  repose ; 
Soon  may  this  woe-worn  spirit  seek  the  bourn 
Where,  lullM  to  slumber,  grief  forgets  to  mourn ! 

Campbell 
All  flesh  is  grass,  and  all  its  glory  fades. 
Like  the  fiiir  flow*r  disheveUM  in  the  wind ; 
Riches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream ; 
The  man  we  celebrate  must  find  a  tomb. 
And  we  that  worship  him,  ignoble  graves. 

Cowper*$  Taek 

HnahM  Were  his  Gertrude's  lips!  but  still  their 

bland 
And  beautiful  expression  seem'd  to  melt 
With  love  that  could  not  die !  and  still  his  hand 
She  presses  to  the  heart  no  more  that  felt 
Ah,  heart  I  where  onoe  each  fond  afibcUon  dwelt, 
Aiid  features  yet  that  spoke  a  soul  more  fair* 
Mute,  gazing,  agonizing  as  he  knelt, — 
Of  them  that  stood  encircling  his  despair, 
He  heard  MBM  friendly  words ;  but  knew  not  what 

theiy  were. 

CamfbdPe  Gertmde  of  Wyoming. 


Friend  to  the  wretch  whom  every  friend  forsakes^ 
I  woo  thee,  death ! 

Porteut'e  Death. 
Ofl,  too,  when  that  disheartening  fear. 
Which  all  who  love  beneath  this  sky 
Feel  when  they  gaze  on  what  is  dear  — 
The  dreadful  thought  that  it  must  die !  ^ 

Tliat  desolating  thought,  which  comes 
Into  men's  happiest  hours  and  homes. 
Whose  melancholy  boding  flings 
Death's  shadow  o'er  the  brightest  things, 
Sicklies  the  infant's  bloom,  and  spreads 
The  grave  beneath  young  lovers*  heads ! 

JIf  sore's  Lovee  of  the  Angeti, 
None  \o  watch  near  him — none  to  slake 
The  fire  that  in  his  bosom  lies. 
With  ev'n  a  sprinkle  from  that  lake. 
Which  shines  bo*coo1  before  his  eyes. 
No  voice  well-known  through  many  a  day. 
To  speak  the  last  ^- the  parting  word. 
Which,  when  all  other  sounds  decay. 
Is  still  like  distant  music  heard. 
That  tender  farewell  on  the  shore 
Of  this  rude  world,  when  all  is  o'er. 
Which  cheers  the  spirit,  ere  its  bark 
Puts  ofi*  into  the  unknown  dark. 

Jtfbors's  LaOa  RaM. 
Great  Giod !  how  could  thy  vengeance  light 
So  bitterly  on  one  so  bright  7 
How  could  the  hand,  that  gave  such  charms. 
Blast  them  again  7 

Moon, 
And  then  I  dived. 
In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  death. 
Searching  its  cause  in  its  efiect ;  and  drew 
From  wither'd  bones,  and  skulls,  and  heap'd  up  dust^ 
Conclusions  most  forbidden. 

Byron?9  ManfreeL 

Can  this  be  death  7  there 's  bloom  upon  her  cheeki 
But  now  I  see  it  is  no  living  hue, 
But  a  strange  hectic — like  the  unnatural  red 
Which  autumn  plants  upon  the  pcrish'd  lea£ 
It  is  the  same !  Oh  God !  that  I  should  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same— Astarte  I 

ByroitCe  Matured 
I  know  no  evil  death  can  show,  which  life 
Has  not  already  shown  to  those  who  live 
Embodied  longest    If  there  be  indeed 
A  shore,  where  mind  survives,  't  will  be  as  nunc 
All  uninoorporate :  or  if  there  flits 
A  shadow  of  this  cumbrous  clog  of  clay, 
Which  stalks,  methinks,  between  our  soma  h,nA 

heaven. 
And  fetters  us  to  earth  ^-  at  least  the  phantom, 
Whate'er  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fear  death. 

Byron's  Sardanapatma 
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DEATH. 


Alat !  thou  art  pale,  and  on  thy  brow  the  drops 
Gather  like  night-dew.    My  beloved,  hush  — 
Calm  thee.    Thy  speech  aeems  of  another  world. 
And  thou  art  loved  of  this;    Be  of  good  cheer  ; 
^  will  go  well. 

ByroiCt  Sardaw^sabfs, 

S-nce  I  heard 
Of  death,  although  I  know  not  what  it  is, 
Yet  it  seems  horrible.    I  have  lookM  out 
In  the  vast  desolate  night  in  search  of  him ; 
And  when  I  saw  gigantic  shadows  in 
The  umbrage  of  the  walls  of  Eden,  chequered 
By  the  far  flashing  of  the  cherubs*  swords, 
I  watchM  for  what  I  thought  his  coming ;  fi>r 
With  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
What  *t  was  whiph  shook  us  all — ^but  nothing  came. 
And  then  I  tum*d  my  weary  eyes  from  off 
Our  native  and  forbidden  paradise. 
Up  to  the  lights  above  us,  in  the  azure. 
Which  are  so  beautiful: — shall  they,  too,  die? 

ByroiCM  Caiiu 
I  live. 
But  live  to  die :  and  living,  see  nothing 
To  make  death  hateful,  save  an  innate  clinging, 
A  loathsome  and  yet  alUinvincible 
Instinct  of  life,  which  I  abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself  yet  cannot  overcome — 
And  so.  I  live.    Would  I  had  never  lived ! 

ByrmCn  Cain. 
Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  brave. 
The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  must  crave. 

ByrorCM  CHatmr. 

The  first  dark  day  of  nothingness, 
The  last  of  danger  and  distress. 

Byron^i  Giaour, 

The  very  cypress  droops  to  death— 
Dark  tree,  Mill  sad  when  others*  grief  is  fled, 
Tlie  only  constant  mourner  o*er  the  dead. 

Byrvil*«  Oioovr. 

His  breast  with  wounds  unnumber*d  riven. 
His  back  to  earth,  his  face  to  heaven. 
Fallen  Hassan  lies — his  unclos*d  eye, 
Yet  lowering  on  his  enemy,  . 
As  if  the  hour  that  seal'd  his  fate. 
Surviving  lefl  his  quenchless  hate. 

ByrmC$  Giaour, 
*Tis  mom — and  o  «r  his  altered  features  play 
The  beams — without  the  hope  of  yesterday. 
What  shall  he  be  ere  night?  perchance  a  thing 
0*ei  which  the  raven  flaps  her  wing : 
By  his  closed  eye  unheeded  and  unfelt, 
While  sets  that  sun  and  dews  of  evening  melt. 
Chili — wetland  misty  round  each  stifienM  limb. 
Refreshing  earth  —reviving  all  but  him ! 

Byron^s  Conair. 


He  died  too  in  the  battle  broil, 
A  time  that  lieeds  nor  pain  nor  ttul; 
One  cry  to  Mahomet  for  aid, 
One  prayer  to  Allah  all  he  made. 

ByronU  Giaour, 

Can  this  be  death  ?  then  what  is  life  or  death? 
•«  Speak  !**  but  he  spoke  not : "« wake  !*'  but  still  he 

slept: 
But  yesterday,  and  who  had  mightier  breath  7 
A  thousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 
In  awe :  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saith, 
*•  Go,"  and  he  goeth ;  ••  come,"  and  forth  he  stepp*d. 
The  trump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  were  dumb, 
And  now  nought  left  him  but  the  muffled  drum. 

Byron. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  she  wither*d  thus;  at  last, 
Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance  to  show 
A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  past : 
And  they  who  watch'd  her  nearest  could  not  know 
The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 
Her  sweet  face  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow. 
Glazed  o*er  her  eyes — the  beautiful,  the  black— > 
Oh !  to  possess  such  lustre — and  then  lack  I 

Byton, 
**  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young**  was  said  of  yore, 
And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this : 
The  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  slays  even 

more. 
The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  that  is^ 
Except  mere  breath ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 
Awaits  at  last  even  those  who  longest  miss 
The  old  archer*s  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 
Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 

Byrmi, 
Happy  they ! 
llirice  fortunate !  who  of  that  fragile  mouldy 
The  precions  porcelain  of  human  day, 
Break  with  the  first  Ml :  they  can  ne*er  behold 
llie  long  year  link'd  with  heavy  day  on  day, 
And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  told. 

Byrm, 

Thus  lived  — thus  died  she ; —never  more  on  he? 
Shall  sorrow  light,  or  shame.    She  was  not  made 
Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight  to  bear, 
Which  colder  hearts  endure  till  they  are  laid 
By  ago  in  earth. 

Bynm, 

Perchance  she  died  in  youth ;  it  may  be,  bow*d 
With  woes  fiir  heavier  than  the  ponderous  tomb 
Tliat  weigh'd  upon  her  gentle  dust,  a  cloud 
Might  gather  o*er  her  beauty,  and  a  gloom 
In  her  dark  eye,  prophetic  of  the  doom 
Heaven  gives  its  favourites — early  death. 

Byron'9  CkUde  HartUL 


DEATH. 
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"  Strike  1" — and  as  the  word  he  said* 
Upon  the  block  he  bowM  his  head ; 
These  the  last  accents  Hugo  spoke : 
»&riker* — and  flashing  fell  the  stroke—  . 
RoU'd  the  head,  and,  gushing,  tank 
Back  the  stainM  and  heaving  tnmk 
In  the  dost,  iriiieh  each  deep  vein 
Sbked  with  its  ensanguined  rain ; 
H.8  eyes  and  lips  a  moment  qoiver, 
Ganfulsed  and  qoick— then  fix  for  ever. 

BtfroiC*  Ptarmm, 
Of  an 
The  fools  «rho  flock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show, 
Who  cared  about  the  corpse  7    The  fimeral 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 

BynmU  Viwm  of  JudgmenL 
Hark !  to  the  harried  question  of  despair : 
**  Where  is  my  child  T*  an  echo  answers  ^  where  7*' 
Byiwi's  Bride  cfAbydtm. 
What  recks  it,  though  that  oofpse  shall  lie 
Within  a  firing  grave  7 
Tlie  bird  that  tears  that  praetrate  form 
Hath  only  vebbM  the  meaner  worm. 

Byron's  Bride  if  Ahydoe. 
Plaaee  to  thy  broken  heart  and  virgin  grave ! 
Ah !  happy!  but  of  lift  to  lose  the  worst! 
That  grief-^thongii  deep— though  &tal— was  my 

firrt! 
Thrice  happy !  ne*er  to  fbel  nor  fear  the  force. 
Of  absenoe,  shune,  pride,  hate,  revenge,  remorse ! 
Byrm'e  Bride  tf  Abydo9. 
And  Lara  eleepe  not  where  his  fathers  sleep, 
But  where  he  died  his  grave  was  dog  as  deep ! 
Nor  is  hie  mortal  slumber  less  profound. 
Though  priest  nor  Uess'd,  nor  marble  deck'd  the 

moond.  ByrtnCe  Lara* 

And  grieve  what  may  above  thy  senseless  bier, 
And  earth  nor  sky  will  yield  a  single  tear ; 
Nor  doad  shall  gather  more,  nor  leaf  shall  flill. 
Nor  gale  breathe  forth  one  sigh  for  thee,  fbr  aU; 
Bat  creeping  things  shall  revel  in  their  spoil, 
Aud  fit  thy  day  to  fertilize  the  soil 

Byron  8  Lorn, 
The  aonl,  loo  soft  its  ills  to  bear. 
Has  left  our  mortal  hemisphere. 
And  sought,  in  better  world,  the  meed 
To  blameless  life  by  heaven  decreed. 

8ette9BMb^ 

By  tonfeld  odds  oppressed  at  length, 
Despite  hie  straggles  and  his  strength. 
He  took  an  hundred  mortal  Wounds, 
As  muto  as  fez  *mongBt  mangling  hounds ; 
And  when  he  died,  his  mortal  groan 
Had  more  of  laughter  than  of  moan. 


Time  rolls  his  ceaseless  course.    The  race  of  yore 
Who  danced  our  infkney  upon  their  knee. 
And  told  our  marvelliiig  boyhood  legends  store*  . 
Of  strange  adventures  happ*d  by  land  or  sea. 
How  are  they  blotted  from  Che  things  that  be . 

Scoops  Lady  of  the  Lake. 

"When  musing  on  companions  gore. 
We  doubly  feel  ourselves  alone. 

ScotVt  MarmioH, 

O  Death !  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend. 
The  kindest  and  the  best ! 
Welcome  the  hour,  my  aged  limbs 
Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 

Bwnu. 

What  a  world  were  this. 
How  unendurable  its  weight,  if  they 
Whom  Death  hath  sunder*d  did  not  meet  again  t 

iSsufA^ 
Voioe  after  voice  hath  died  away, 

Once  in  my  dwelling  heard ; 
Sweet  household  name  by  name  hath  chang*d 

To  gricPs  forbidden  word  ! 
From  dreams  of  night  on  each  I  call, 

Each  of  the  fiur  removM ; 
And  waken  to  my  own  wild  cry, 
Where  are  ye,  my  belovM  7 

Jtfrt.  JTemaiUi 
Not  where  Death  hath  power  may  love  be  Uest 

Mr$.Hemgm 

Let  them  die. 
Let  tfaem  die  now,  thy  children !  so  thy  heart 
Shall  wear  their  beautiful  image  all  nndimm'd, 
Within  it  to  the  last. 

Mr9.Hea»m. 
ITen  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  distib, 
When  summer's  day  declines  along  the  hills; 
So  feels  the  ftdness  of  the  heart  and  eyes, 
When  an  of  Genius  that  can  perish — dies. 

ByroiCe  Monody  on  the  Death  of  Sheridtm 

Nor  would  I  change  my  buried  love 
For  any  one  of  living  mookU 

Can  that  man  be  dead 
Whose  spiritual  influence  is  upon  his  kind  7 
He  lives  in  glory ;  and  his  speaking  dust 
Has  more  of  life  than  half  ito  breathing  moulds 


Let  music  make  less  terrible 
The  silence  of  the  dead; 

I  care  not,  so  my  spirit  last 
Long  after  life  has  fled. 


We  must  not  iduck  aealfa  ftom  the  yUk&^t 

Wie^oFi 
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D£BTS-I«:iAY. 


Death  is  another  life. 

BaUey, 

Death,  thou  art  infinite ;  —  His  Life  ia  little. 

Bailey. 

Come  to  the  bridal  chamber,  IX>ath ! 
Come  to  the  mother's,  when  she  feels. 
For  the  first  time,  her  first-born's  breath ; 
Come  when  the  blessed  seals 
That  close  the  pestilence  are  broke, 
And  crowded  cities  wail  its  stroke ; 
Come  in  consumption's  ghastly  form. 
The  earthquake  shock,  the  ocean  storm ; 
Come  when  the  heart  beats  high  and  warm, 
With  banquet-song  and  dance  and  wine ; 
And  thou  art  terrible  —  the  tear. 
The  groan,  the  knell,  the  pall,  the  bier ; 
And  all  we  know,  or  dream,  or  fear 
Of  agony,  are  thine. 

HalUek'i  Blarce  Bag»ati§. 


-  Death  should  come 


Gently  to  one  of  gentle  mould,  like  theo. 
As  light  winds,  wandering  through  groves  of 
bloom. 
Detach  the  delicate  blossoms  from  the  tree, 
dose  thy  sweet  eyes  calmly,  and  without  pain, 
And  we  will  trust  in  God  to  see, thee  yet  again. 

BryanL 

So  live,  that,  when  thy  summons  comes  to  join 
ITie  innumerable  caravan,  that  moves 
To  that  mysterious  realm,  where  each  shall  take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death. 
Thou  go  not,  like  the  quarry^lave  at  night, 
Scourged    to   his   dungeon;  but  sustain'd   and 

sooth'd 
By  an  on^tering  trust,  approach  thy  grave. 
Like  one  that  draws  the  drapery  of  his  oooch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant  dreams. 

BryanC$  Thanatoprit. 

Weep  not  for  those 
Who  sink  within  the  arms  of  death 
Ere  yet  the  chiUing  wintry  breath 

Of  sorrow  o'er  them  blows , 
But  weep  fi>r  them  who  here  remain. 
The  mournful  heritors  of  pain, 
Condemn'd  to  see  each  bright  joy  fade, 
And  mark  griePs  melancholy  shade 

Flung  o'er  Hope's  fairest  rose. 

Mn.  Enibury, 
Wtep  not  for  him  who  dieth^* 

For  he  sleeps  and  is  at  rest; 
And  the  conch  whereon  he  lieth 

Is  the  green  earth's  quiet  breast 

Mn»  Norton* 


DEBTS. 

Oh,  how  you  wrong  our  fiiendship,  valiant  youth !      , 
With  friends  there  is  not  such  a  word  as  debt :  i 

Where  amity  is  tyM  with  band  of  truth,  I 

All  benefits  are  there  in  common  set  I 

Lady  Corew^o  Afansm.      ' 
Dost  think,  fHend, 
*rh»  sense  of  all  my  debts  could  shake  me  thus  7 
I  know  'twould  come,  and  in  my  fears  examin'd 
The  mischief  they  present;  'tis  not  their  weight 
Affi>ights  me :  let  the  vultures  whet  their  talons ; 
And  creditors,  with  hearts  more  stubborn  than 
Tlie  metal  they  adore,  double  their  malice ; 
Had  I  a  pile  of  debts  upon  me,  more 
Heavy  than  all  the  world,  it  could  not,  but  with 
The  pressure,  keep  this  piece  of  earth  beneath  'em : 
My  soul  would  be  at  large,  and  feel  no  burthen. 
Shnieifo  Examjilt, 
You  have  outrun  your  fertune ; 
I  blame  you  not  that  you  would  be  a  beggar ; 
Each  to  his  taste!    But  I  do  diarge  you,  Sir, 
That,^being  beggar'd,  you  should  win  fiilse  moneys 
Out  of  that  crucible  call'd  dkbt  ! 

Buhoor, 
Hie  ghost  of  many  a  veteran  bill 
Shall  hover  around  his  slumbers. 

O.  W.  Hdnuo. 
The  ghostly  dun  shall  worry  his  sleep, 
And  constables  cluster  around  him. 
And  he  shall  creep  fi'om  the  wood-hole  deep 
Where  their  spectre  eyes  have  feund  him. 

O.  W.  Hobnoo. 

DECAY. 

I  've  touched  the  highest  point  of  all  my  greatness  s 
And  fix>m  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting. 

Shako.  King  Henry  VIIL 
Before  decay's  e&cing  fingers 
Have  swept  the  lines  where  beauty  lingers. 

Byron'o  Giaour, 
But  in  the  glow  of  vernal  pride. 
If  each  warm  hope  at  once  hath  died. 
Then  sinks  the  mind,  a  blighted  flower, 
Dead  to  the  sunbeam  and  the  shower; 
A  broken  gem,  whose  inborn  light 
Is  scatter'd  ^  ne'er  to  reunite. 

Mro.  Hemana, 
I  sorrow  that  all  fair  things  must  decay. 

Haileck. 
Alas !  the  morning  dew  is  gonoi 
Gone  ere  the  full  of  day. 

O.W.Hobnaa. 


DECEIT. 
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It  is  sad 
To  fee  Uie  fight  of  beauty  wane  «way, 
Knovr  eyes  are  dimming,  bosoms  shriTelling^,  feet 
Losing  their  springs,  and  limbs  their  lily  romidness ; 
Bat  it  is  worse  to  feci  the  heart«pring  gone, 
To  lose  hope,  care  not  for  the  coming  thing. 
And  feci  all  things  go  to  decay  within  as. 

BaUey'B  FeituB. 


DECEIT. 

What  man  so  wise,  what  earthly  wit  so  ware. 

As  to  descry  the  crafty  cmming  train, 

Bjr  which  deceit  doth  mask  in  Tisor  iair, 

And  cast  her  colomrs  dyed  deep  in  grain, 

To  seem  like  truth,  whose  shape  she  well  can  feign. 

And  fitting  gestnrea  to  her  purpose  frame. 

The  guiltless  man  with  guile  to  entertain  7 

Spenser's  Fahy  Queen, 
He  secretly 
Puts  pirate's  coloi#s  out  at  both  our  stems. 
That  we  might  fight  each  other  in  mistake, 
That  he  should  share  the  ruin  of  us  both  I 

Croion*§  AmbUiouB  Statetman, 
Diiguise,  I  see,  thou  art  a  wickedness. 
Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy  does  ranch. 

ShakB.  TwO/Ui  I9ighL 
Ah,  that  deceit  should  steal  such  gentle  shapes. 
And  with  a  virtuous  yisor  hide  deep  vice ! 

Shake.  Richard  II L 
Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep ; 
And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbours  treason. 
Tlic  fax.  barks  not,  \dien  he  would  steal  the  Iamb. 
No,  no,  my  sovereign ;  Glostcr  is  a  man 
Unsounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit 

Shake,  Henry  VI. 
Get  thee  glass  eyes ; 
And  like  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not 

Shake.  Lear. 

lliey  say  this  town  is  full  of  cozenage ; 
Aa  nimble  {ugirlers.  that  deceive  the  eye, 
])ark.working  sorcerers,  that  change  the  mind, 
SonUkilling  witches,  that  deform  the  body ; 
Oiiguised  cheaters,  prating  mountebanks. 
And  many  such  like  libertines  of  sin. 

Shake.  Comedy  of  Errore. 
0  nature,  what  hadst  thou  to  do  in  hell. 
When  thou  did*st  bower  the  spirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradin  of  such  sweet  flesh  7^ 
Was  ever  book  containing  such  vile  matter. 
So  fairly  bound  7    O,  that  deceit  should  dwell 
In  such  a  gorgeous  palace. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 


O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flow'ring  face ! 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  so  fiur  a  cave  7 
Beautiful  tyrant !  fiend  angelical ! 
Dove.feather*d  raven !    Wolvish-ravening  lamb ! 
Despised  substance  of  divinest  show ! 
Just  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem'st . 

Shake.  Rtmieo  and  Juliet. 

Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse, 
For  I  mine  own  gain*d  knowledge  should  profane. 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe. 
But  fi>r  my  sport  and  profit 

Shake.  Otlielk. 

So  are  those  crisped  snaky  golden  locks, 
Wliich  make  such  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind, 
Upon  supposed  fiiimess,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  second  head. 
The  skull  that  bred  them  in  a  sepulchre. 

Oluxiy'e  Venkt  Preeerved. 

Eveiy  man  in  this  age>has  not  a  soul 
Of  crystal,  fi>r  all  men  to  read  their  actions 
Through :  men^s  hearts  and  faces  are  so  far  asunder 
That  they  hold  no  intelligence. 

BtMtnwrU  and  Flelcher'^e  Philaetern 

I,  under  fair  pretence  of  friendly  ends. 
And  we]l-plac*d  words  of  glossy  courtesy, 
Baited  with  reason  not  nnplausible. 
Wind  ine  into  the  easy.hearted  man. 
And  hug  him  into  snares. 

Mikon'e  Comue. 

He  seemM 
For  dignity  composM  and  high  expbit : 
But  all  was  false  and  hollow. 

MiUon'e  Paradiee  LoeL 
A  villain,  when  he  most  seems  kind. 
Is  most  to  be  suspected. 

Lanedoum*e  Jew  of  Venice 

Thou  hast  prevaricated  with  thy  fKend, 
By  under-hand  contrivances  undone  me ; 
And  while  my  open  nature  trusted  m  thee. 
Thou  hast  stepp*d  in  between  me  and  my  hopes. 
And  ravishM  fi-om  me  all  my  soul  held  dear. 
Thou  hast  betray'd  me. 

Rew^e  Lady  Jane  Cfre^. 

Were  men  t*  appear  themselves, 
Set  free  firom  customs  that  restrain  our  nature. 
Nor  wolves  nor  tigers  would  dispute  more  fiercely  5 
Yet  all  we  boast  above  the  brute  is —  what  7 
That  in  our  times  of  need  We  dare  dissemble ' 
Cibber'e  King  Johu 

The  man  who  dares  to  dress  misdeeds, 
And  colour  them  with  virtue's  name,  deserves 
A  double  punishment  fifom  gods  and  men. 

Ch.  Jehneon'e  JIfstfep 
IX  • 
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T  =<4  r  ot  ray  tnlent  to  coneoal  my  thooj^hte, 
Or  cany  smiles  and  sonahine  in  my  &oey 
When  discontent  sits  heavy  at  roy  heart 

Addimm^i  Cato, 
Our  innocence  is  not  oor  shield : 
Tbey  take  offence,  who  have  not  been  oflbnded ; 
They  speak  oor  ruin  too,  who  speak  as  fair; 
And  death  is  often  ambush*d  in  our  smiles: 
Wo  know  nc»t  whom  we  have  to  fear. 

yotu^*s  Rtnmgt, 

The  wor1d*8  all  title-page ;  there *s  no  contents; 
The  world's  all  face;  the  man  who  shows  his 

heart 
Is  hooted  fer  his  nudities  and  scom*d. 

Fount's  NigH  Thaagkf, 

0  what  a  tangled  web  we  weave. 
When  first  we  practise  to  deceive ! 

iSeott*s  AfonnwR. 

They  may  be  false  who  langrnish  and  complain. 
But  they  who  sigh  fer  money  never  feign. 

Lady  Mmy  W,  Monlague, 

He  that  hangs  or  beats  out  his  brains 
The  deviPs  in  him  if  he  feigns. 

HudUnrat, 

False  wave  of  the  desert,  thou  art  less  beguiling 
Than  felsc  beauty  over  the  lighted  hall  shed : 
What  but  the  smiles  that  have  practised  their 
smiling. 
Or  honey  words  measured,  and  reckoned  as  said. 

Mis$  London. 

But  now  I  look  upon  thy  face, 

A  very  pictured  show, 
Betraying  not  the  slightest  trace 

Of  what  may  work  below 

Mi$9  London. 

1  live  among  the  cold,  the  felse. 
And  T  must  seem  like  them; 

And  such  I  am,  for  I  am  false 

As  these  I  most  condemn-— 
I  teach  my  Up  its  sweetest  smile, 

My  tongue  its  sollcst  tone; 
I  borrow  others*  likeness,  till 

I  almost  lose  my  own. 

Ah!  many  hearts  have  changed  since  we  two 
parted. 

And  many  grown  apart,  as  time  hath  sped — 
Till  we  have  almont  deem'd  that  the  true-hearted 

Abided  only  with  tlic  faithful  dead. 
And  some  we  trusted  with  a  fond  believing, 

Have  tum*d  an«t  Mimg  us  to  the  bosom's  core ; 
And  life  hatli  eeem*d  but  as  a  vain  deceiving 

Vrum  which  we  turn  aside  heartsick  and  sore. 
Mn.  C.  M,  ChandUr, 


Oh !  colder  than  the  mind  that  fireeses 
Founts,  that  but  now  in  sunshine  play*d. 

Is  that  eongeafing  pang  that  seises 
The  trusting  bosom  when  betray*d. 
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Fly  they  that  need  t6  fly; 
Wordes  fearen  babes.   I  mcane  not  to  thee  entreat 
To  passe ;  but  maugre  thee  will  passe  or  dy. 

Spen$er'§  Fairy  Queen, 
Herald,  save  thou  thy  labour ; 
Come  thou  no  more  fer  ransom,  gentle  hevald; 
They  shall  have  none,  I  swear,  but  these  my  joints : 
Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  *em  to  them. 
Shall  leave  them  little. 

•   Shake,  Henry  V. 

I  pray  thee,  bear  my  fermer  answer  back ; 
Bid  them  achieve  me,  and  then  sell  my  bones, 
GSood  God !  why  should  they  mock  poor  fellows 

thus? 
The  man  that  once  did  sell  the  lion's  skin 
While  the  beast  liv*d,  was  kiU*d  with  hunting  him. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 
Scorn,  and  defiance ;  slight  regard,  contempt. 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  mis-become 
The  mighty  sender,  doth  h^  prize  you  at 

Shake.  Henry  F. 

Wliat  man  dare,  I  dare : 
Approach  thou  like  the  ragged  Russian  bear. 
The  arm*d  rhinocerus,  or  the  Hyrcan  tiger. 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble ;  or  be  alive  again. 
And  dare  me  to  the  desert,  with  thy  sword ; 
If  trembling  I  Inhibit  thee,  protest  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.    Hence,  horrible  shadow ! 
Unreal  mockery,  hence ! 

Shake.  Maebetk 

Gentle  heaven. 
Cut  short  all  intermission ;  front  to  front, 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland,  and  myself; 
Within  my  sword's  length  set  him ;  if  he  *sca(e, 
Heaven  forgive  him  too. 

Shake.  Macbeth. 

If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  stir  thy  feot, 
Or  teach  thy  hasty  spleen  to  do  mc  shame, 
I'll  strike  thoo  dead.    Put  up  thy  sword  betimA, 
Or  I  11  so  maul  yo(i  and  your  toasting-iron, 
That  yon  sb-iU  thiiik  the  devil  has  come  from  hell. 
Shake.  King  Jekn. 
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Tbon  loHwt  Ubour : 
As  e9gf  iiiay*9t  tima  the  mtraachant  air 
Witii  tliy  keen  nrard  iropross,  bm  make  me  Ueed : 
Let  ftU  thy  blade  on  ndneEable  oresta 

8hak8.  Machak 

Marry, 
Then  dost  wrong*  me,  thoo  dissembler,  thou  ;— 
Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  Qpon  thy  sword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Shakt,  Much  Ado. 

I  pry'thee  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
For  tfaoogK  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash, 
Yet  have  I  in  me  something  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear.    Hold  off  thy  hand. 

Shaks.  Hamlet. 

Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme 
Until  my  eyelids  wiU  no  longer  wag.  ' 

Shakt.  HamJeK 

Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  7 
Siall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  stares  7 

Shaks,  Julius  Cisaar, 

Neither  the  kin^,  nor  him  that  loves  him  best, 
The  pfoodest  he  that  holds  i^>  Lanoaster, 
Dares  stir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  stir  his  bells. 
I H  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  op  who  dares. 

8hak9,  Henry  VI.    Part  III. 

I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow. 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  fitce, 
Than  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee. 

Shakt.  Henry  VI.    Part  III 

My  ashes,  as  the  Phceniz,  may  bring  forth 
A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And,  in  that  hope,  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heaven, 
Soorain^r  whatever  you  can  afHict  me  with. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 

What  I  did,  I  did  in  honour, 
Led  by  th'  impartial  conduct  of  my  soul; 
And  never  shall  you  see,  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  fbrestallM  remission. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 

Let  them  proooanoe  the  steep  Tarpeian  death. 
Vagabond,  exile,  flaying :  Pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fkir  word. 

Shake.  CcridUtaue. 

Behold  !  I  have  a  weapon : 
A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldier's  thigh :  I  have  seen  the  day. 
That  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  sword, 
I  ha>«  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Thar,  twenty  times  your  $top. 

Shake,  OtkeOo. 


Let  him  do  ^s  spite : 
My  services,  which  I  have  done  the  signiofy,   . 
ShaQ  out.tangue  his  complaints. 

Shake.  OthdU 
The  elements 
Of  whom  your  swords  are  temper*d  may  as  weU 
Wound  the  loud  winds,  or  witli  be-mocked-at  stabs 
Kill  the  stiU-cIosing  waters,  as  diminish 
One  dowle  that  *s  in  my  plume. 

Shake.  TempeeU 
Let  them  come ; 
They  come  like  sacrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  firc^ycd  maid  of  smoky  war. 
All  hot  and  bleeding,  will  we  ofifer  them. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Parti 

If  thou  deny*8t  it,  twenty  times  thou  licst ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falsehood  to  tliy  heart. 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point 

Shake.  Richard  It 

Who  sets  me  else  7  by  heaven  I  '11  throw  at  all ; 
I  have  a  thousand  spirits  in  my  breast. 
To  answer  twenty  thousand  such  as  you. 

Shake.  Richard  IL 

I  do  defy  him,  and  I  spit  at  him ; 
Call  him  —  a  slanderous  coward,  and  a  villain : 
Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds ; 
And  meet  him,  were  I  ty'd  to  run  a.foot, 
Even  to  the  firozen  ridges  of  the  Alps. 

Shake,  Richard  II 

Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 
Through  the  false  passage  of  thy  throat,  thou  liest . 
Shake.  Richard  II 

Thou  trumpet,  there  *s  my  purse. 
Now  craok  thy  lungs,  and  split  thy  brazen  pipe : 
Blow,  villain,  till  thy  sphered  bias  cheek 
Outswell  the  cholic  of  puff  M  Aquilon : 
Come  stretch  thy  chest,  and  let  thy  eyes  spent 

blood; 
Thou  blow'st  for  Hector. 

Shake.  TroUue  and  Creeeida. 

Whence  and  wliat  art  thou,  execrable  shapei 
That  dar*st,  though  grim  and  terribJe,  advance 
Thy  miscreated  front  athwart  my  way 
To  yonder  gates  7  through  them  I  moan  to  pass 
That  be  assor'd,  without  leave  ask*d  of  thee : 
Retire  or  taste  thy  folly,  and  learn  by  proof, 
HelUbom,  not  to  contend  with  spirits  of  heaven. 
MiUon'e  Paradise  LetL 

Reckonest  thou  thyself  with  spirits  of  heaveo. 
Hell4loomM,  and  breathest  defiance  here  and  sconH 
Where  I  reign  king,  and  to  enrage  thee  moi% 
Thy  king  and  lord  7 
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If  I  must  contend,  said  he, 
Best  with  the  best,  the  sender  not  the  sent, 
Or  all  at  once ;  more  glory  will  be  won. 
Or  less  be  lost 

MUton''*  Paradiw  Lott, 

Then,  when  I  am  thy  captive,  talk  of  chains, 
Proud  limitary  cherub,  but  ore  then 
Far  heavier  load  thyself  expect  to  feel 
From  my  prevailing  arm,  though  heav'n's  king 
Ride  on  thy  wings,  and  thou  with  thy  compeers, 
UsM  to  the  yoke,  draw'st  his  triumphant  wheels 
In  progress  through  the  road  of  heav'n  8tar.pav*d. 
MUton^a  Paradise  LwL 

Our  puissance  is  our  own ;  our  own  right  hand 
Shall  teach  us  highest  deede,  by  proof  to  try 
Who  is  our  equal :  then  thou  shalt  behold 
Whetlier  by  supplication  we  intend 
Address,  and  to  begirt  the  Almighty  throne 
Beseeching  or  besieging. 

MUlfmU  PamdUe  Latt, 
I  scorn  (quoth  she)  thou  coxcomb  silly, 
Quarter  or  counsel  from  a  foe, 
If  thou  canst  force  me  to  it,  do. 

BuUer'B  Hudibra$. 
£nough  for  me :  with  joy  I  see 
The  different  doom  our  fates  assign ; 
Be  thine  despair  and  sceptred  care. 
To  triumph  and  to  die  are  mine. 

,  Grarf$  Bard 

Torture  thou  may^st,  but  thou  shalt  ne*er  despise 

me: 
The  blood  will  follow,  where  the  knive  is  driven ; 
The  flesh  will  quiver,  where  the  pincers  tear ; 
And  sighs  and  cries  by  nature  grow  on  pain : 
But  these  are  foreign  to  the  soul :  not  mine 
The  groans  that  issue,  or  the  tears  that  ikU; 
They  disobey  me  ;^ on  the  rack  I  scorn  thee. 

Youtig'B  Revenge, 

Thou  think'st  I  fear  thee,  cursed  reptile, 
And  hast  a  pleasure  in  the  damned  thought 
Though  my  heart's  blood  should  curdle  at  thy 

sight, 
ill  stay  and  face  thee  still. 

Joanna  BaiUie^i  De  Mantford, 

On  this  spot  I  stand, 
Tlie  champion  of  despair — ^this  arm  my  brand — 
This  breast  my  panoply — and  for  my  gage — 
(Oh  thou  hast  rcfl  from  me  all  knightly  pledge !) 
Take  these  black  hairs  torn  from  a  head  that  hates 

thee. 
Deep  bo  their  dye  before  that  pledge  is  ransom*d-~ 
Co  Ubcie  heart's  blood  or  mine. 

MaturM$  Bertram. 


Let  them  wield  the  thunder. 
Fell  b  their  dint,  who 're  mailed  in  despair* 

Matuirifn*9  BettnML 
(Nay,  never  look  upon  your  lord. 
And  lay  your  hand  upon  your  sword,} 
I  tell  thee  thouM  defied ! 
And  if  thou  ssjd'st,  I  am  not  peer 
To  any  lord  in  Scotland  here. 
Lowland  or  highland,  far  or  near. 
Lord  Angus,  thou  hast  lied. 

SeeU'e  Marmim, 

He  halts,  and  turns  with  clenched  hand. 
And  shout  of  loud  defiance  pours, 
And  shook  his  gauntlet  at  the  towers. 

ScoWb  Marmion. 
The  mountaineer  cast  glance  of  pride 
Along  Benlcdi's  living  side. 
Then  fixM  his  eye  and  sable  brow. 
Full  on  Fitz^ames — "How  say'st  thou  now?" 
These  are  Clan-Alpine*s  warriors  true ; 
And,  Saxon, —  I  am  Roderic  Dhtf!" 

SeatC§  Lady  of  the  Lake. 

The  shivering  band  stood  oft  aghast. 
At  the  impatient  glance  he  cast;-^ 
Such  glance  the  mountain  eagle  threw, 
As  from  the  clifb  of  Ben^venue 
She  spread  her  dark  sails  on  the  wind. 
And  high  in  middle  heaven  reclined. 
With  her  broad  shadow  on  the  lake. 
Silenced  the  warbler  of  the  brake. 

SeotCo  Lady  of  ike  Lake, 

On  his  dark  face  a  scorching  clime, 
And  toil  had  done  the  work  of  time, 
RoughenM  the  brow,  the  temples  bared, 
And  sable  hairs  with  silver  shared. 
Yet  left — what  age  alone  could  tame— 
The  lip  of  pride,  the  eye  of  flame. 
The  full^rawn  lip  that  upward  coried. 
The  eye  that  seem'd  to  scorn  the  world. 

SamfoRoluby 

Gro,  wretch  \  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches — live ! 

Bfron^e  Heaven  and  Eartk 

Go,  sun,  while  mercy  holds  me  up 

On  Nature's  awful  waste 
To  drink  this  last  and  bitter  cup 

Of  grief  that  man  shall  taste. 
Go,  tell  that  night  that  hides  thy  face, 
Thou  saw'st  the  last  of  Adam's  raooi 

On  Earth's  sepulchral  clod. 
The  darkening  nniverse  defy 
To  quench  his  immortality, 

Or  shake  his  trust  in  God ! 

€kmyML 
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Then  veloome  be  Oombef  land's  steed  to  the  shock ! 
Let  him  dash  his  ppHid  fiMun  like  a  wave  on  the 

iDck! 
Bat  wo  to  his  kindred,  and  wo  to  his  cause, 
When  Albin  her  claymore  indignantly  draws. 

ThoDgh  all  around  is  dark  and  cheerlew. 

And  on  high  my  star  looks  pale, 
My  beart  is  steadfast  still  and  fearless, 

Still  my  lips  disdain  to  wail 
Mr  spirit  still  stands  up  undaunted. 

Still  I  on  myself  rely ; 

No  craven  thought  my  brain  e'er  haunted. 

Fate  and  Fortune  I  defy ! 

Frazer*$  Magazine, 

Mine  own  death's  in  this  clenched  hand; 

I  know  the  noble  trust ; 

Tliese  Innbs  most  rot  on  yonder  strand,— 

Hiese  lips  must  lick  its  dust, 

Bet  shall  this  dusky  standard  quail 

In  the  red  slaughter-day ; 

Or  shall  this  heart  its  purpose  fail. 

This  arm  forget  to  slay  7 

MmhnwSl. 

No — though  of  all  earth's  hope  bereft, 
LMe,  swords,  and  ▼engeence  still  are  left 
We  *U  make  yun  valley's  reeking  eaves 

Live  in  the  awe^rack  minds  of  men, 
Till  tyrants  shudder,  when  their  slaves 

Tell  of  the  Gheber's  bloody  glen. 

Jtfbors. 

flinid !  the  ground 's  your  own,  jny  braves ! 
Will  ye  give  it  up  US  shives  ? 
Win  ye  look  for  greener  graves  7 

Hope  ye  mercy  still  7 
What's  the  mercy  despoto  feel 7 
Hear  h  in  yon  cazmon's  peal. 
See  it  on  yon  bristling  steel, 

Ask  it  ye  who  will ! 

Pierpont 

Woe  to  the  British  soldiery 

That  little  dread  us  near! 
On  them  shall  light  at  midnight 

A  strangre  and  sudden  fear: 
When  waking  to  their  tents  on  fire, 

Tliey  grasp  their  arms  in  vain. 
And  they  who  stand  to  face  us 

Are  beat  to  earth  again. 

Bryant, 

TTie  Lord  rebuke  thee,  thou  smiter  of  the  meek. 
Thou  robber  of  the  righteous,  thou  trampler  of  the 

weak! 
Go,  light  the  dark,  cold  hearth-stones — go  turn  the 

prison  lock 
Of  the  poor  hearts  thou  hast  hunted,  tlion  wolf  amid 

the  flock.  WhUHer. 


DEFORMITY. 

Deform'd,  onfinish'd,  sent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breatliing  world,  scarce  half  made  up. 
And  that  so  lamely  and  unfashionably. 
That  dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them. 
But  I,  —  that  am  not  shapM  for  sportive  tricks. 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass ; 
I  that  am  rudely  stamp'd,  and  want  love's  majest}'. 
To  strut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph. 

Shaka,  Richard  III 
Why,  love  forswore  me  in  my  mother's  womb : 
And,  for  I  should  not  deal  in  her  sofl  laws. 
She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  some  bribe 
To  shrink  mine  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  shrub, 
To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back. 
Where  sits  deformity  to  make  my  body ; 
To  shape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  size ; 
To  disproportion  me  in  every  part. 
Like  to  a  chaos,  or  an  unlick'd  bear-whelp. 
That  carries  no  impression  like  the  dam. 
And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd  7 

Shaka.  Henry  YL    Part  III 
Nature  herself  started  back  when  thou  wert  bom* 
And  cried,  the  work 's  not  mine. 
The  midwife  stood  aghast ;  and  when  she  saw 
Thy  mountain^back,  and  thy  distorted  legs. 
Thy  fiice  itself 

Half-minted  with  the  royal  stamD  of  man, 
And  half  o'eroome  with  beast,  shb  doubted  long 
Whose  right  in  thee  were  more ; 
And  knew  not  if  to  bum  thee  in  the  flames 
Were  not  the  holier  work. 

Xm's  (EdipuM, 

Am  I  to  blame,  if  nature  threw  my  body 

In  so  perverse  a  mould !  yet  when  she  cast 

Her  envious  hand  upon  my  supple  joints^ 

Unable  to  resist,  And  rumpled  thera 

On  heaps  in  their  dark  lodging ;  to  revenge 

Her  bungled  work,  she  stamped  my  mind  more 

fair, 
And  as  &om  chaos,  huddled  and  deformed. 
The  gods  struck  fire,  and  lighted  up  the  lamps 
#That  beautify  the  sky ;  so  she  inform'd 
This  ill-shap'd  body  with  a  daring  soul. 
And,  making  less  than  man,  she  made  me  more- 

Zee's  (Edipiu 
Deformity  is  daring ; 
It  is  its  essence  to  o'ertake  mankind 
By  heart  and  soul,  and  make  itself  the  equal - 
Ay,  the  superior  of  the  rest    There  is 
A  spur  in  its  halt  movements,  to  become 
All  that  the  others  cannot,  in  such  thmga 
As  still  are  free  for  both,  to  compensate 
For  stepdame  Nature's  avarice  at  first 

Byron's  Deformed  Tranrformed 


IdO 


DEITY. 


Do  you  -dareyoa 
To  taunt  me  with  my  bom  defonnity  7 

Byron*9  Defomud  Transformed 

Glorious  ambition ! 
I  love  thee  most  in  dwarfs. 

Byrm^s  Deformed  TranMfonmd, 


DEITY. 

Of  the  godfl  we  are  forbid  to  dispute, 
Because  their  deities  come  not  within 
The  compass  of  our  reasons. 

Lilly's  Endymkn, 
There  is  one 
That  wakes  above,  whose  eye  no  sleep  can  bind ; 
He  sees  through  doors,  and  darkness,  and  our 

thoughts : 
And  therefore  as  we  should  avoid  with  fear, 
To  think  amiss  ourselves  before  his  search ; 
So  should  we  be  as  curious  to  shun 
AU  cause,  that  others  think  not  ill  of  us. 

Chopnon* 
Natiu^ 
Nove«  did  bring  forth  a  man  without  a  man ; 
Nor  could  the  first  man,  being  but 
The  passive  subject,  not  the  active  mbvcr, 
Be  the  maker  of  himself;  so  of  necessity 
There  must  be  J,  superior  pow'r  to  nature. 

Toumeur'e  AtheiaVs  Tragedy, 

It  is  not  so  with  him  that  all  things  knows, 

As  *ti8  with  us,  that  square  our  guess  by  shows: 

But  most  it  is  presumption  in  us,  when 

The  help  of  heaven,  we  count  the  act  of  men. 

Shake,  AU'8  Well 

It  did  not  please  the  gods,  who  instruct  the  people : 
And  their  unquestioned  pleasures  must  be  serv'd. 
They  know  what  *s  fitter  for  us,  than  ourselves : 
And  't  were  impiety  to  think  against  them. 

JonwnCe  CatiUne. 
T'm  hard  to  find  God,  but  to  comprehend 
Him,  as  ho  is,  is  labour  without  end. 

Herrkk, 
And  chiefly  thou,  O  spirit,  that  dost  prefer. 
Before  all  temples,  the  upright  heart  and  pure. 
Instruct  mc,  for  thou  know'st. 

MUton's  Paradise  Lost, 
Kor  wonderful  indeed  are  all  hb  works, 
Cleasant  to  know,  and  worthiest  to  be  all 
Had  in  remembrance  always  with  delight; 
But  what  created  mind  can  comprehend 
'Hioir  number,  or  the  wisdom  infinite 
Xhisi  brought  them  forth,  but  hid  their  oaoset  deep. 

MiUnCs  Paradise  Last, 


These  are  thy  glorious  works,  parent  of  good. 
Almighty  thine  this  universal  frame, 
Thus  wondrous  fair ;  thyself  how  wondrous  then  I 
Unspeakable,  who  sit^st  above  these  heavens. 
To  us  invisible,  or  dimly  seen 
In  these  thy  lowest  works ;  yet  these  declare 
Thy  goodness  beyond  thought,  and  pow'r  divinei. 
MiiUm's  Paradise  LosL 

Beyond  compare  the  son  of  God  was  seen 
Most  glorious ;  in  him  all  his  father  shone 
Substantially  exprcs8*d ;  and  in  his  face 
Divine  compassion  visibly  appearM, 
Love  without  end,  and  without  measure  grace. 

MiUon^s  Paradise  LosL 
From  nature's  constant  or  eccentric  laws, 
The  thoughtful  soul  this  general  inference  drawi. 
That  an  efiect  must  pre-suppose  a  cause : 
And,  while  she  does  her  upward  flight  sustain. 
Touching  each  link  of  the  continued  chain. 
At  length  she  is  oblig'd  and  forc*d  to  see 
A  first,  a  source,  a  life,  a  deity ; 
What  has  fbr  ever  been,  and  must  for  ever  be. 

Prior's  SslamatL 
Repine  not,  nor  reply ; 
View  not  what  heaven  ordains  with  reason's  eye^ 
Too  bright  the  object  is ;  the  distance  is  too  high. 
The  man  who  would  resolve  the  work  of  fiite. 
May  limit  number  and  make  crooked  straight: 
Stop  thy  inquiry  then  and  curb  thy  sense. 
Nor  let  dust  argue  with  onmipotenoe. 

Prior's  Ssiommk 
In  this  wild  maze  their  vain  endeavours  end ; 
How  can  the  less  the  greater  comprehend. 
Or  finite  reason  reach  infinity  7 
For  what  could  fathom  God  wore  more  than  Hs, 

DrydeiCs  Rdigis  LaieL 

Hail,  source  of  being !  universal  soul 
Of  heaven  and  earth !  essential  presence,  hail ! 
To  thee  I  bend  the  knee ;  to  thee  my  thoughts 
Continual  climb ;  who,  with  a  master  hand. 
Hast  the  great  whole  into  perfection  touch'd. 

ThomsorCs  Seasons. 

With  what  an  awful  world-revolving  power 
Were  first  the  unwieldy  planets  launch'd  along 
The  illimitable  void !    I'hus  to  remain 
Amid  the  flux  of  many  thousand  years, 
That  oft  has  swept  the  toiling  race  of  men. 
And  all  their  labourM  monuments  away. 
Firm,  unremitting,  matchless  in  their  course  * 
To  the  kind-tempcr*d  change  of  night  and  d«y. 
And  of  the  seasons  ever  stealing  round. 
Minutely  faithfiil :  such  the  all-perfect  hand ! 
That  pois'd,  impels,  and  rules  the  steady  whole. 
TAomson**  Set 


DBLAV. 


ISl 


And  yet  was  every  falt*ringf  tongfue  of  man. 

Almighty  father !  silent  in  thy  praise, 

Thy  works  themselves  would  raise  a  {general  voice, 

Efcn  in  the  depth  of  solitary  woods, 

By  hmnan  ibot  mitrod,  proclaim  thy  power, 

And  to  the  quire  celestia]  T^ee  resound, 

Hic  eternal  cause,  support,  and  end  of  all ! 

Let  no  presuming  impious  railer  tax 
Creative  wisdom  as  if  aught  was  iormM 
In  vain,  or  not  for  admirable  ends. 
Shall  little  haughty  ignorance  pronounce 
His  works  unwise  of  which  the  smallest  part 
Exceeds  the  narrow  vision  of  bis  mind  ? 

7n0fMDfl*'S  oAM9fl9» 

Tet  providence,  that  ever-waking  eye, 
Looks  down  with  pity  on  the  feeble  toil 
Of  mortals  lost  to  hope,  and  lights  them  saft 
Hiroogh  all  the  dreary  labjrrinth  of  fate. 

ThemwtCt  8eamm$, 

Father  of  light  and  life,  thou  good  supreme  I 
O  teach  me  what  is  good ! — teach  me  thyself! 
Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice. 
From  every  low  pursuit*!  and  feed  my  soul 
With  knowledge,  conscious  peace,  and  virtue  pure ; 
Sacred,  substantial,  never-fading  bliss ! 

TTumuon'B  Seamas, 

In  the  vast,  and  the  minute,  we  see 
The  unambitioiis  footsteps  of  the  God 
MTfao  gives  its  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing, 
And  wheels  his  throne  upon  the  rdling  worlds. 

Cowpei^B  TaaL 

What  prodigies  can  power  divine  perform 
More  grand  than  it  produces  year  by  jrear. 
And  all  in  sight  of  inattentive  man  7 
Familiar  with  th'  effect,  we  slight  the  cause. 
And  in  the  constancy  of  nature's  course. 
The  regular  return  of  genial  months, 
And  renovation  of  a  ftded  world, 
See  naught  to  wonder  at 

Cowper'B  Tatk, 

Thou  dread  source. 
Prime,  sell^ozisting  cause  and  end  of  aQ 
That  in  the  seal^  of  being  fill  their  place ; 
Above  our  human  region  or  below, 
Set  and  sustain'd.    Thou,  thou  ahme,  O !  Lord, 
Art  everlasting ! 

Word$WQfih, 

0,  God !  ThoQ  wondrous  One  in  Three, 

As  mortals  must  Thee  deem ; 
Ihaa  only  canst  be  said  to  be. 

We  Vut  at  bestto  seem. 

AnZey'sfWM. 


The  blue,  deep,  glorious  heavens !  I  lift  mine  eya 
And  bless  tfiee,  O  ray  God !  that  I  have  met 

And  own*d  thine  image  in  the  majesty 
Of  their  calm  temple  still !  —  that  never  yet 

There  hath  thy  face  been  shrouded  firom  my  sighl 

By  noontide  blase,  or  sweeping  storm  of  nights 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

Jfrf .  Hmrne^  Pomm 

He  who  reigns  on  high 
Upholds  the  earth,  and  spreads  abroad  the  sky, 
With  none  his  name  and  power  will  he  divide. 
For  He  b  God  and  there  is  none  beside. 


DELAY. 

Shun  delays,  they  breed  remorse ; 
Take  thy  time,  while  time  is  lent  thee ; 
Creeping  snails  have  weakest  force ; 
Fly  their  fault,  lest  thou  repent  thee ; 
Good  is  best  when  soonest  wrought, 
Ling'ring  labours  come  to  naught 
Hoist  up  sail  while  gale  doth  last. 
Tide  and  wind  stay  no  man's  pleasure ; 
Seek  not  time,  when  time  is  past, 
Sober  speed  is  wisdom's  leisure, 
Aflcr-wits  are  dearly  bought. 
Let  thy  fore-wit  guide  thy  thought 

RfAat  SmdkwtXL 

Omission  to  do  what  is  necessary 
Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger ; 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  subtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  sit  idly  in  the  sun. 

Shaka.  TnOw  and  Crtmkk. 

O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late ; 
T  is  like  a  pardon  aflcr  ezecuticm : 
That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  cur*d  me  • 
But  now  I  'm  past  all  comfort  here  but  prayers. 
8hak$.  Henry  VIIL 

Away  towards  Salisbury  9— while  we  reason  hera^ 
A  royal  battle  might  be  wod  and  lost 

ShaU  RieJmrd  IIL 

Your  gift  18  princely,  but  it  comes  too  late. 
And  falls,  like  sun-beams,  on  a  blasted  blossom. 
8uckUag*§  BrmmonUL 

Go,  fool,  and  teach  a  caratact  to  creep ! 
Can  thirst,  empire,  vengeance,  beauty,  wait? 

Young'i  BruOm^, 


Be  wise  to^ay;  His  madassi  to  defer; 
Next  day  the  &tal  preoedent  will  plead 
llias  on,  till  wisdom  is  nash'd  out  of  lifoi 

VsMf^t  JV^  TftOKfAM 
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Pko«rMdnatioii  ii  the  thief  of  time; 

Hark!  hark!  the  sea-birds  ciy ! 

Year  oiler  year  it  fteals,  tiU  all  are  fled. 

And  to  the  meroiee  of  a  moment  leavea 

The  Yaft  oonoeRie  of  an  eternal  seeae. 

Never  a  white  wing,  wetted  by  the  wave, 

YmnifM  Nigkl  Thm^a$. 

Yet  dared  to  soar. 

Our  greateit  aetiens,  or  of  ^ood  or  evil, 

Even  when  the  waters  wazM  too  fleroe  to  brave ; 

Soon  it  shall  be  their  only  shore. 

Rom  their  eonoeptien:  Oh !  how  many  deeda 

And  then,  no  more ! 

Of  deathlem  virtue  and  immortal  crime 

Bynm*s  Heaven  and  Earth 

The  world  had  wanted,  had  the  actor  said. 

Earth  shan  be  oeean! 

And  no  breath, 
Save  of  the  winds,.J)e  en  the  unbounded  wav«! 

LordJolm  Ru»9^$  Dim  Cmiu. 

Wilt  then  sit  amongf  the  ruins, 

Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no  spot: 

With  all  words  of  cheer  unspoken. 

Not  even  a  rock  firom  out  the  liquid  grave 

TtXL  the  silver  cord  b  loosen'd. 

Shall  lift  ito  point  to  save. 

Till  the  golden  bowl  is  broken  r 

Or  show  the  place  where  strong  despair  hath 

Akm  C.  Lffnch. 

died. 

He  came  too  late !    Neglect  had  tried 

After  long  looking  o*er  the  ocean  wide 

Her  constancy  too  long ; 

For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not : 

Her  love  had  yielded  to  her  pride. 

All  shall  be  void, 

And  the  deep  sense  of  wrong. 

Destroyed ! 

She  BComM  the  offeitng  of  a  heart 

B^rtm'8  Heaven  and  Earth. 

Which  lingered  on  its  way, 

Till  it  would  no  delight  impart, 
Nor  spread  one  cheering  ray. 

DEPENDANTS. 

EUzdbflh  BcgarL 

Who  would  rely  upon  these  miserable 

Dependencies,  in  expectation 

To  be  advanced  to-morrow  7  what  creature 

DELICACY. — (See  Purity.) 

Ever  led  worse  than  hoping  Tantalus  7 

Nor  ever  died  any  man  more  fcmrfhlly. 

Than  he  that  hopM  fat  a  pardon  7 

DELUGE 

Wctesr^s  Duehem  ifMaify. 

Wc;  we  shall  view  the  deep*s  salt  sources  pour*d. 

Unta  one  element  shall  do  the  work 

Which  changes  vnth  the  breath  of  ev'ry  whisper, 

Of  all  m  chaos;  until  they. 

Just  as  the  sky  and  weather  wit)^  the  vrinds : 

The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay. 

Nay  vnth  the  winds,  as  they  blow  east  or  west. 

Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  lurk 

To  make  his  temper  pleasant  or  unpleasant : 

In  caves,  in  dens,  in  clefls  of  mountains,  where 

So  are  our  wholesome  or  unwholesome  days. 

The  deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair ; 

Croten's  AmbUimu  Statetman. 

Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair, 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other. 

And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  and  die 

DEPUTY. 

Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his  brother : 

Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  were. 

A  substitute  shines  brighUy  as  a  king. 

Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky. 

Ibtil  a  king  be  by ;  and  then  his  sUte 

Byron' §  Heaven  and  Earth, 

llie  heavens  and  earth  are  mingling— God !  Oh 

Into  the  main  waters. 

God! 

Shake.  Merchant  (f  Vemea. 

What  have  we  done  7  yet  spare ! 

We  have  with  special  soul 

Elected  him  our  absence  to  supply; 

The  dragon  crawls  iWmi  out  his  den. 

Lent  him  our  terror,  dress*d  him  with  oor  lote ; 

1*0  herd  in  terror  innocent  with  men ; 

And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 

And  tiic  birds  scream  tfatir  agony  through  air ! 

Of  our  own  power.                   ^ 

ByrmCe  Heaven  and  Earth. 

Shake.  Mea.Jbr  Mea. 

m 
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DESIGN. 

Tile  noble  he&rt,  that  harbours  Tirtaoas  thought, 
And  is  vith  child  of  glcMrioot  great  intent, 
Ckn  ncETer  rat,  until  it  forth  ha^e  brought 
Th*  eternal  brood  of  glory  excellent 

Sjpauet^t  Ftdry  Queen, 
He  that  intends  well,  jet  depmea  himwlf 
Of  means  to  pot  his  good  thoughts  into  deed, 
Deeeires  bis  purpose  of  tiie  dye  reward. 

Bmwmowi  and  Fldeket. 

When  iiiea*s  inlBnls  are  wieked,  tiimr  gnflt  faaonta 


they  are  JQBl  they  *re  arm*d,and  nothing 
daunts  them.  MidHdmL 

When  any  greal  deiign  tfaon  dost  inftend. 
Think  on  tiie  means,  the  manner,  and  the  end. 

Honest  designs 
Jnidy  resemble  oar  devotions. 
Which  we  most  pay  and  wait  for  the  reward. 

Svr  Rdmi  Ihmrd. 
I  do  believe,  yon  think  what  now  yon  speak. 
Bat  idiat  we  do  determine  oft  we  break : 
Porpose  is  but  the  slare  to  memory. 
Of  violent  birth  bat  poor  validity; 
Which  now,  like  fruits  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree. 
Bat  &11  mishaken  when  they  mellow  be. 

Shake.  HamUL 


DESIRE.  ' 

0  6eroe  desire,  the  spring  of  sighs  and  tears^ 
RelievM  with  want,  impoverishM  vrith  store, 
Norst  with  vain  hopes,  and  fed  with  doubtfiil  fears* 
Whose  ferce  irithstood,  increaseth  more  and  more ! 
Brandon'e  OeUtma. 

*Tis  most  ignoble,  that  a  mind  unshaken 
Bf  fear  shoold  by  a  vain  desire  be  broken ; 
Or  that  those  powers  no  labour  e*er  could  vanquish, 
Bboald  be  overcome  and  thrallM  by  sordid  pleasure. 

Chapnuin, 

How  large  are  our  desires !  and  yet  how  few 
Events  are  answerable !    So  the  dew. 
Which  eariy  on  the  top  of  mountains  stood. 
Meaning,  at  least,  to  imitate  a  flood ; 
When  onee  the  sun  appears,  appears  no  more. 
And  leaves  that  parch*d  which  was  too  moist 
be^ire.  OftmendU, 

The  desire  of  the  motli  fer  the  star— > 

Of  the  night  fer  the  morrow — 
The  devotion  to  something  afar 

From  the  sphere  of  our  sorrow. 

SJuB^ 


Thaa  blind  man's  mark ;  thou  ftoTs  setf«hosea 

snare. 
Fond  feBcyHraemn,  and  dregsof  seatterM  thoughts; 
Band  of  all  evib;  eradk  of  cansekas  care; 
Then  web  of  iB,  whoss  end  is  never  wiooght 
Desire !  Desire !  I  have  too  dearly  boqght 
With  price  of  mangled  mind  thy  worthless  ware. 
Too  loi^^,  too  bng,  asleep  thon  haal  me  brought. 
Who  shouldst  my  mind  to  higher  things  prepare^ 

Sir  P.  Sidney 

Vain  are  these  dreams,  and  vain  these  hopes ; 

And  yet  'tis  these  give  birth 
To  each  high  purpose,  generous  deed. 

That  sanctifies  our  earth. 
He  who  hath  highest  aim  In  riew. 
Must  dream  at  ferst  what  he  will  do. 

MiMeLandotL 

I  look  into  my  heart, 

And  see  how  fhU  it  is  of  mighty  schemes, 
Some  that  shall  ripen,  some  be  ever  dreams. 
And  yet,  though  dreams,  shall  act  a  real  part 

F.  W.  Faher. 
Labour  shall  be  my  lot ; 
My  kindred  shall  be  joyfhl  in  my  praise ; 
And  feme  shall  twine  for  me  in  after  days, 
A  wreath  I  covet  not 

Pf«d 

Oh,  feuntains  that  I  have  not  reaeh'd. 

That  gosh  fer  off  even  now. 
Where  shall  I  quench  my  spirits'  thin 

When  your  sweet  waten  flew ! 

Mise  Lynch, 
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To  doubt 
Is  worse  than  to  have  lost :  And  to  despair, 
Is  but  to  antedate  those  miseries 
That  must  fall  on  us. 

Maenngti'e  Duke  itfMUan. 

Despair  takes  heart,  when  there's  no  hope  to 

speed: 
Tlie  coward  then  takes  arms  and  does  the  deed. 

HerricL 
Despair, 
Thou  hast  the  noblest  issues  of  all  ill. 
Which  frailty  brings  us  to ;  fer  to  be  worse 
We  fear  not,  and  who  cannot  lose. 

Is  ever  a  frank  gamester. 

i8ir  Robert  jnroiosrfl 

So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  fiirther. 
So  doves  do  peek  the  feloon's  piercing  talons ; 
So  desperate  thieves,  afl  hopeless  of  their  lives. 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainst  the  offioer»« 

Shake.  Henty  VL    Part  Hi 
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I  *gin  to  be  a^weaiy  of  the  •an. 

And  wish  the  eetate  o*  the  world  were  now  undone. 

I  pull  in  reeolntion :  and  be^^n 

To  donbt  the  eqaivooation  of  the  fiend. 

That  liea  like  truth. 

8hak9.  Maebeik 

They  have  ty'd  me  to  a  itake ;  I  eannot  fly. 
But  bear-like,  I  muat  fipht  the  oowse. 

Shah.  MueheOL 

I  am  one,  my  liege. 
Whom  the  Tilo  blowi  and  bofieta  of  the  world 
HaTo  eo  incenfl*d,  that  I  am  recUoM  what 
I  do  to  aptte  the  world. 

Shakg.  Maebdk, 

And  I  another, 
So  weary  with  diaaeten,  tagged  with  ftrtmie, 
That  I  woold  aet  my  life  on  any  ohance 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  oa*t 

ShakB.  MaebeA. 

O  Bovereign  miitreM  of  true  melancholy. 
The  potflonooa  damp  of  night  diaponge  upon  me ; 
That  liib,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will. 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me. 

ShakB,  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 

()  smi,  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more : 

Fortune  and  Antony  part  here ;  even  here 

Do  we  shake  hands. — All  come  to  this?— The 

hearts' 
That  qianierd  me  at  heels,  to  wh<Hn  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  do  disoandy,  melt  their  sweets 
On  blossoming  Gesar;  and  this  pine  is  bark*d 
Tliat  oTertq>p*d  them  all. 

Shais.  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

Tliere  *s  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me  joy : 
Life  is  as  tedious  aa  a  twice-told  tale. 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  pf  a  drowsy  man. 

Shah.  King  Jdm. 

Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundless  reach 
Of  mercy,  if  thou  didst  this  deed  of  death. 
Art  thou  damn'd. 

Shako.  King  JokM. 

If  thou  didst  but  consent 
To  this  most  cruel  act,  do  but  despair. 
And  if  thou  want*st  a  cord,  the  smallest  thread 
Tliat  ever  spider  twisted  fit>m  her  womb 
Will  serre  to  strangle  thee ;  a  rush  will  be  a 


T?  hang  thee  on ;  or,  would'st  thou  dxown  thyself. 
Put  a  little  water  in  a  spoon. 
And  It  snail  be  as  all  the  ocean, 
Gor^h  to  stifle  such  a  villain  upw 

Shako.  King  Johm. 


Let  order  die, 
And  let  this  worid  no  longer  be  a  stage, 
To  feed  oontention  in  a  lingering  act : 
But  let  one  spirit  of  the  iirst-boni  Cain 
Reign  in  all  bosoms;  that,  each  heart  being  eel 
On  bloody  courses,  the  rude  scene  may  end. 
And  darkness  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  1 

Skako.  Henry  IV.    Pari  IL 

For  "now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock, 
Environ'd  with  a  wilderness  of  sea ; 
Who  marks  the  waxbg  tide  grow  wave  by  wave^ 
Expecting  ever  when  some  envious  surge 
Will  in  his  brinisn  bowels  swallow  him. 

Shako.  Tittto  Andmueao, 

Tlius  roving  on 
In  oonffasM  march  fbrkni,  th'  advenfroos  bands 
With  shuddering  horror  pale,  and  eyes  aghast, 
VIew'd  their  lamentaUe  lot,  and  found 
Norsst 

JiratoR*s  Paradioe  LooL 

All  sat  mute, 
Pond'ring  the  danger  vrith  deep  thoughts ;  and  each 
In  other's  countenance  read  his  own  dismay 
AstonishM. 

MUton'o  paradioe  LooL 

So  fiirewel]  hope,  and  with  hope  fiu-ewell  ibar, 
Farewell  remorse ;  all  good  to  me  is  lost; 
Evil,  be  thou  my  good. 

MUUne*  Paradioe  LooL 

Horror  and  doubt  distract 
His  troubled  thoughts,  and  from  the  bottom  stir 
The  hell  within  him ;  for  within  him  hell 
He  brings,  and  round  about  him,  nor  from  hell 
One  step  no  more  than  from  himself  can  fly 
By  change  of  place. 

MiUonU  Paradioe  LoOL 

Me  miserable !  which  way  shall  I  fly 
Infinite  wrath,  and  infinite  despair  7 
Which  way  I  fly  is  hell ;  myself  am  hell ; 
And  in  the  lowest  deep  a  lower  deep  ' 
Still  threat*ning  to  devour  me  opens  wide. 
To  which  the  hell  I  suffer  seems  a  heaven. 

MUtonU  Paradise  Loot 

With  what  delight  could  I  haye  walk*d  the  round 
If  I  could  joy  in  aught,  sweet  interchange 
Of  lull  and  valley,  rivers,  woods  and  plains. 
Now  land,  now  sea,  and  shores  with  forests  crown*d 
Rocks,  dens  and  caves ;  but  I  in  none  of  these 
Find  place  or  ref\]ge ;  and  the  more  I  see 
Pleasures  about  me,  so  much  more  I  feel 
Torment  within  moi  as  from  the  hatefbl  siege  , 
Of  contraries. 

'MUton'o  Paradioe  Loei 
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There  they  him  laid 
Gouhing^  fiar  anguish,  and  despite  and  shame. 
To  6ad  himaelf  not  matchless,  and  his  (Hide 
Humbled  by  such  rebuke. 

MiUon'B  Paradi$e  Lo8t» 

AH  hope  is  lost 
Of  my  reception  into  grace ;  iRrhat  worse. 
For  where  no  hope  is  left,  is  left  no  fear. 

MUtmCi  Paradite  Rtgumed, 

Consider  how  the  desperate  fight; 
Despair  strikes  wild, — but  often  fttal  too^- 
And  in  the  mad  encounter  wins  success. 

Havard'i  Regtdu9, 

All  judging  heav*n, 
Was  there  no  bolt,  no  punishment  above  7— 
Ko,  none  is  equal  to  despairing  love ; 
HeU  kmdly  owns  it,  and  the  daron*d  themselves 
Smile  to  behold  a  wretch  more  curs'd  than  they. 
Havard'9  Seanderbeg. 

My  losB  is  such  as  cannot  be  repairM ; 
And  to  the  wretched,  life  can  be  no  mercy. 

Dryden^9  Marriage  d  la  Mode. 

Tell  me  why,  good  heaven, 
Thou  raad^st  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  spirit. 
Aspiring  thoughts  and  elegant  desires. 
That  fill  the  happiest  man  7    Ah !  rather,  why 
Did'st  thou  not  form  me  sordid  as  my  fate, 
Base-minded,  dull  and  fit  to  carry  burdens  7 
Why  have  I  sense  to  know  the  curse  that  *s  on  me  7 
Is  this  just  dealing,  nature  7 

Otwatf$  Vemee  PreBerved. 

Talk  not  of  comfort,  'tis  for  lighter  ills ; 
I  will  indulge  my  sorrows,  and  give  way 
To  all  the  pangs  and  fuiy  of  despair. 

Additnfk  Cata, 

0  Lucius,  I  am  sick  of  this  bad  world ! 

The  day-light  and  the  sun  grow  painful  to  me. 

Adduom*9  CaUk 

Methinks  we  stand  on  ruin ;  nature  shakes 
About  us ;  and  the  universal  frame  *s 
So  loose,  that  it  but  wanti  another  push 
To  leap  firom  its  hinges. 

LeeU  (Ediptts* 

What  miracle 
Gan  work  mc  into  hope !    Heav*n  here  is  bankrupt. 
The  wondering  gods  blush  at  the  want  of  power, 
And  quite  abashM  confess  they  cannot  help  me. 
Lei^e  MUhridaiee. 

CursM  &te  I  malicious  stars !  you  now  have  drain'd 
Yonrsclvee  of  all  your  poisonous  influence ; 
£v*n  the  last  baleful  drop  is  shed  upon  me ! 

Lee'§  MUhridaUi* 


Iict  her  rave, 
And  prophesy  ten  thousand  thousand  horrors ; 
I  could  join  witli  her  now,  and  bid  'em  come ; 
They  fit  the  present  fury  of  my  soul. 
The  stings  of  love  and  rage  are  fix'd  within, 
And  drive  mc  on  to  madness.    Earthquakes,  whirl- 
winds, 
A  general  wreck  of  nature  now  would  please  me. 
-    Rowe's  Royal  Convert. 
Whether  first  nature,  or  long  want  ot  peace, 
Has  wrought  my  mind  to  this,  I  cannot  tell ; 
But  horrors  now  are  not  displeasing  to  me ; 
I  like  this  rocking  of  the  battlements. 
Rage  on,  ye  winds ;  burst  clouds,  and  waters  roar ! 
You  bear  a  just  resemblance  of  my  fortune. 
And  suit  the  gloomy  habit  of  my  soul ! 

Youngfi  Revengtm 

Why  let  them  come :  let  in  the  raging  torrent: 
I  wish  the  world  would  rise  in  arms  against  me ; 
For  I  must  die ;  and  I  would  die  in  state. 

Yottf^'s  Buftris. 
Creation  sleeps ;  'tis  as  the  general  pulse 
Of  life  stood  still,  and  nature  made  a  pause -» 
An  awful  pause !  prophetic  of  her  end. 
And  let  her  prophecy  be  soon  fiilfill'd ; 
Fate !  drop  the  curtain ;  I  can  lose  no  more. 

Young' 9  Night  Thoughts. 
From  short  (as  usual)  and  disturb'd  repose, 
I  wake ;  how  happy  they  that  wake  no  more ! 
Yet  that  were  vain,  if  dreams  infect  the  grave. 
I  wake,  emerging  from  a  sea  of  dreams 
Tumultuous;    where    my    wreck'd    despondinf 

thought. 
From  wave  to  wave  of  fancy'd  misery. 
At  random  drove,  her  helm  of  reason  lost. 
Tho*  now  restor'd,  't  is  only  change  of  pain, 
(A  bitter  change  !)  severer  for  severe. 
The  day  too  sbort  for  my  distress ;  and  night, 
Ev'n  in  the  zenith  of  her  dat k  domain. 
Is  sunshine  to  the  colour  of  my  fate. 

Young'9  Night  Thought 
With  woflil  measures  wan  despair — 
Low  sullen  sounds  his  grief  beguil'd  ; 
A  solemn,  strange,  and  mingled  air! 
'T  was  sad  by  fits,  by  starts  'twas  wild. 

CoUiuB'9  Pasfiofit 

When  desperate  ills  demand  a  speedy  cure, 
Distrust  is  cowardice,  and  prudence  folly. 

J}r»  Jtknaim'9  /rent 
But  dreadful  is  their  doom  whom  doubt  has  driveii 
To  censure  fiite,  and  pious  hope  forego : 
Like  yonder  blasted  boughs  by  lightning  riven. 
Perfection,  beauty,  life,  they  never  know. 
But  frown  on  all  that  pass,  a  monument  of  w^ 

Btattie'i  MintirH. 
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Mine  after-life !  what  it  mine  after-liib ! 

My  day  is  closed  !  the  g^loom  of  night  it  came ! 

A  hopeless  darkness  settles  o*er  mj  fkte. 

Joanna  BttiUu*9  Ba$Q, 

Welcome  rough  war !  with  all  thy  acenes  of  blood ; 
Thy  roaring  thunders,  and  tliy  dashing  steel ! 
Welcome  once  more !  what  have  I  noV^  to  do 
But  play  the  brave  man  o'er  again,  and  die ! 

Joanna  BatUie's  BamL 
Be  it  what  it  may,  or  bliss  or  torment, 
Annihilation,  dark,  and  endless  rest, 
Or  some  dread  thing,  man's  wildest  range  of  thought 
Hath  never  yet  conceived,  that  change  I  '11  dare 
Which  makes  me  any  thing  but  what  I  am. 

Joanna  BatUie^i  BatHL 
I  would  have  time  tum'd  backward  in  his  course. 
And  what  is  past  ne'er  to  have  been :  myself 
A  thing  that  no  existence  ever  had. 
<>Lnst  thou  do  this  for  mc  ? 

Joanna  BatUWi  Rayner, 
0  that  I  were  upon  some  desert  coast ! 
Where  howling  tempests  and  the  lashing  tide 
Would  stun  me  into  deep  and  senseless  quiet 

Joanna  BaUUe'o  De  Montford, 
Come,  madness !  come  unto  me,  senseless  death ! 
(  cannot  suffer  this !  here,  rocky  wall, 
•Scatter  these  brains,  or  dull  them ! 

Joanna  BaUUe*$  De  Montfi/rd, 
O  that  I  had  been  form'd 
An  idiot  from  the  birth !  a  senseless  changeling. 
Who  eats  his  glutton's  meals  with  greedy  haste. 
Nor  knows  the  hand  who  feeds  him ! 

Joanna  BaUlieU  De  Montford, 

He  hangs  upon  me  like  a  dead  man's  grasp 
Chi  the  wreck'd  swimmer's  neck. 

Joanna  BmOU'e  Btkwald. 
Full  many  a  storm  o*  this  grey  head  has  beat ; 
And  now,  on  my  high  station  do  I  stand. 
Like  the  tired  watchman  in  his  rocked  tower, 
Who  looketh  fi>r  the  hour  of  his  release. 
I'm  sick  of  worldly  broils,  and  fidn  would  rest 
With  Cbose  who  war  no  more. 

Joanna  AnSie'«  EAuald. 
O  Bight,  when  good  men  rest,  and  infants  sleep ! 
Thou  art  to  me  no  season  of  repose, 
Bui  a  fear'd  time  of  waking  more  intense, 
Of  life  moTA  keen,  of  misery  more  palpable. 

Joanna  BaMe'o  Eihwald, 
'ITiP  fbuniain  of  my  heart  dried  up  within  me, — 
With  nought  that  ioved  me,  and  with  nought  to 

lovo. 
•  ftto«d  apon  ao  desert  earth  alone. 

Maturin^o  Bertram, 


Thou  sayest  I  am  a  wreteh  — 

And  thou  sayest  true-^these  weeds  do  witness  it— 

These  wave.wom  weeds — these  bars  and  bruised 

limbs. 
What  would'st  thou  more  ?  I  shrink  not  from  the 

question. 
I  am  a  wretch,  and  proud  of  wretchedness, 
'Tis  the  sole  earthly  thing  that  cleaves  to  me. 

Maturin*9  Bertram, 

The  wretched  have  no  country ;  that  dear  name 
Comprises  home,  kind  kindred,  festering  friendsi 
Protectmg  laws,  all  that  binds  man  to  man-— 
But  none  of  these  are  mine ; — I  have  no  country— « 
And  for  my  race,  the  last  dread  trump  shall  wake 
The  sheeted  relics  of  mine  ancestry. 
Ere  trump  of  herald  to  the  armed  lists, 
In  the  bright  blazon  of  their  stainless  coats 
Calls  their  lost  child  again. 

MaturUCo  Bertram, 

And  in  that  deep  and  utter  agony. 
Though  then,  than  ever  most  unfit  to  die, 
I  fell  upon  my  knees  and  pray'd  for  death. 

Maturin*9  Bertram, 
The  storm  fer  Bertram !— and  it  hath  been  with  mo, 
Dealt  with  me  branch  and  bole,  bared  me  to  th* 

roots. 
And  where  the  next  wave  bears  my  perish'd  trunk 
In  its  dread  lapse,  I  neither  know  nor  reck  o£ 

Jlfa/ttrui's  Bertram 

Is  there  no  ferest, 
Whose  shades  are  dark  enough  to  shelter  us ; 
Or  cavern  rifled  by  tlie  perilous  lightning, 
Where  we  must  grapple  with  the  tenanting  wolf 
To  earn  our  bloody  lair  7  —  there  let  us  bide. 
Nor  hear  the  voice  of  man  nor  call  of  heaven. 

Jtfaftirtn's  Bertram, 
Behold  me,  earth !  what  is  the  life  he  hunts  fer  7 
Come  to  my  cave,  thou  human  hunter,  come ; 
For  thou  hast  left  thy  prey  no  other  lair. 
But  the  bleak  rode,  or  howling  wilderness ; 
Cheer  up  thy  pack  of  fanged  and  fleshed  hounds. 
Flash  all  the  flames  of  hell  upon  its  darknfSH, 
Then  entet'  if  thou  darest 
Lo,«there  the  bruised  serpent  coils  to  sting  thee. 
Yea,  spend  his  life  upon  the  mortal  throe. 

Matunn^o  Bertram, 
To  be  thus- 
Grey  hair'd  with  anguish,  like  these  blasted  pines, 
Wrecks  of  a  single  winter,  barkless,  branchless, 
A  blighted  trunk  upon  a  cursed  root. 
Which  but  supplies  a  feeling  to  decay— 
And  to  be  thus, — eternally  but  thus. 
Having  been  otherwise !  now  Anrow'd  o'er 
With  wrinkles  plough'd  by  moments,  not  by  years ; 
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And  hours— an  tortured  into  afes-^hoon 

WUeh  I  ontim !  ye  Utp&a^  crags  of  ioe ! 

Yo  aTmlsucfaesv  wham  a  breath  draws  down 

b  oioantuiMNis  o'erwhelming,  eome  and  crash  me  I 

C  hear  ye  moniently  abofe,  beneath, 

yuh  with  a  frequent  ooB0ict ;  bat  ye  pas8» 

And  only  latt  en  things  that  still  would  live. 

Bynn*9  Manfir§d, 

I  have  no  dread. 
And  feel  the  corse  to  have  no  natural  fear. 
Nor  flattering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes  or 

wishes, 
Or  larking  love  of  something  on  the  earth. 

ByrmC9  Mat^td, 

My  mother  earth ! 
And  thoQ  fi«sh  breaking  day,  and  you,  ye  moun- 


Why  are  ye  beautiful?   I  cannot  love  ye ! 
And  thou  the  bright  eye  of  the  universe, 
Hiat  openest  over  all,  and  unto  all 
Art  a  delight — thou  shin'st  not  on  my  heart ! 

Byroii'g  Manfred, 
71unk*st  thou  existence  doth  depend  on  time  7 
It  doth ;  but  actions  are  our  epochs :  mine 
Have  made  my  days  and  nights  imperishable, 
Endless  and  all  alike,  as  sands  on  the  shore, 
Innumerable  atoms ;  and  one  desert, 
Binren  and  cold,  on  which  the  wild  waves  break, 
Bot  nothing  rests  save  carcasses  and  verecks, 
Rocks  and  the  salt  surf  weeds  of  bitterness. 

ByrtnCt  Manfrtd, 
Look  on  me  in  my  sleep, 
Or  watch  my  watchings — come  and  sit  by  me ! 
My  solitude  is  solitude  no  more, 
But  peopled  with  the  ibries ;  —  I  have  gnashM 
My  teeth  in  darkness  till  returning  morn. 
Then  cursed  myself  till  sunset ; —  I  have  pray*d 
For  madness  as  a  blessing— His  denied  me. 

Byron'i  Manfrtd, 
llicy  who  have  nothing  more  to  fear  may  well 
Indulge  a  smile  at  that  which  once  appall'd; 
As  children  at  discover*d  bugbears. 

Byron^t  Sardanapaliui, 
Who  tibundering  comes  on  blackest  steed  7 
With  slaeken'd  bit  and  hoof  of  speed ; 
Beneath  the  clattering  inn*s  sound. 
The  cavem'd  echoes  wake  around 
In  lash  ftr  lash,  and  bound  far  bound  ( 
The  loam  that  streaks  the  courser's  side» 
Seems  gatfaer*d  fiom  the  ocean-tide ; 
Though  weary  vraves  are  sunk  to  rest, 
TUere's  none  within  his  rider's  breast, 
And  though  to-morrow's  tempest  lower, 
T  ii  calmer  than  thy  heart,  young  Giaour ! 

.0ynm's  Oiamtr* 


But  once  I  saw  that  fiuse-*yet  then 
It  was  so  mark'd  vrith  inward  pain 
I  could  not  pass  it  by  again ; 
It  breathes  the  same  dark  spirit  now, 
As  death  were  stamp'd  upon  his  brow. 

BynnCt  Giacmr, 
But  talk  no  more  of  penitence-, 
Thou  see'st  I  soon  shall  part  fiom  hence 
And  if  thy  holy  talk  were  true, 
The  deed  that's  done  canst  thou  undo  7 
Tliink  me  not  thankless — but  tliie  grief 
Looks  not  to  priesthood  for  relief. 

Byron'9  Giaour, 

Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair 

Is  mightier  than  thy  pious  prayer : 

I  would  not,  if  I  might,  be  blest, 

I  want  no  paradise  but  rest 

ByrmCB  Giaour, 

Go,  when  the  hunter's  hand  hath  vming 
IVom  fiirest-cave  her  shrieking  young, 
And  calm  tlie  lonely  lioness : 
But  soothe  not — mock  not  my  distress. 

Bynm's  CHaowr, 

Beside  the  jutting  rock  the  few  appear'd. 
Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  red-deer's  herd ; 
Their  eyes  were  feverish,  and  their  aspect  w(vn. 
But  still  the  hunter's  blood  was  on  their  horn. 

BifrmCe  Island 

Loud  sung  the  wind  above ;  and  doubly  loud. 
Shook  o'er  his  turret  cell  the  thunder  cloud ; 
And  flash'd  the  lightning  by  the  latticed  bar, 
To  him  more  genial  than  the  midnight  star : 
Close  to  the  glimmering  grate  he  dragg'd  hie 

chain. 
And  hoped  thai  peril  might  not  prove  in  vain. 
He  raised  his  iron  hand  to  heaven,  and  pray'd 
One  pitying  flash  to  nar  the  form  it  made : 
His  steel  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike— > 
The  storm  roll'd  onward,  and  disdain'd  to  strike ; 
Its  peal  waz'd  fiunter— ceased— he  felt  alone. 
As  if  some  feithless  firiend  had  spum'd  his  groan. 

Byran's  (krtair. 
One  fiital  remembrancei  one  soirow  vrhich  throws 
Its  Ueak  shade  alike  o'er  our  joys  and  our  woes: 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  ean  bring. 
For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting  • 

Moers. 
Beware  of  desperate  steps !  -*the  darkest  day. 
Live  till  to-morrow,  will  have  pass'd  away. 

Csiqwiu 
Like  one  within  a  chamel  east, 
I  hear  but  dirges  ringing  fer  the  dean— 
Walk  all  the  time  with  hand  in  hand  of  Death? 
Mfii.  E.  Oakm  Smtth 
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DESPONDENCY  -  DETERMINATION  -  DETRACTION  -  DEW. 


DESPONDENCY. 

llie  recollection  of  one  upward  hour 
Hath  more  in  it  to  tranquillize  and  cheer 
The  darkness  of  despondency,  than  years 
Of  gaycty  and  pleasure. 

PereUsaL 

My  heart  is  very  tired  -*  my  strengrth  is  low  — 
My  hands  are  full  of  blossoms  pluckM  before, 
Held  dead  within  them  till  myself  shall  die. 

JIf  iss  BtnrttL 

It  may  be  that  I  shall  forget  my  grief; 
It  may  be  time  has  good  in  store  for  me ; 
It  may  be  that  my  heart  will  find  relief 
From  sources  now  unknown.    Futurity 
May  bear  within  its  folds  some  hidden  spring 
From  which  will  issue  blessed  streams ;  and  yet 
Whate*er  of  joy  the  coming  year  may  bring. 
The  past — tiie  past — I  net^r  can  forget 

Mn.HaU. 
And  if  despondency  weigh  down 

Thy  spirits  fluttering  pinions,  then 
Despair  —  thy  name  is  written  on 

The  roll  of  common  men. 

HaUeek'i  Poems. 
No  thought  within  her  bosom  stirs, 

But  wakes  some  focling  dark  and  dread ; 
God  keep  thee  from  a  doom  like  hers, 

Of  living  when  the  hopes  are  dead. 

Phabe  Carey, 


DESTINY.— (See  Fate.) 


DESTRUCTION.— (See  Rcucs.) 


DETERMINATION. 

Muse  not  that  I  thus  suddenly  proceed ; 
For  what  I  will,  I  will,  and  there  *&  an  end. 

ShakM,  Two  GenOemen  cf  Venma, 
Although 
The. air  ul  paradise  did  fkn  the  house. 
And  angels  offic'd  all ;  I  will  begone. 

Shake.  AWe  WeO. 
Bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators. 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to-day; 
Cannoi  is  false ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser ; 
1  will  not  cume  to-day :  tell  them  so,  Decius. 

Shake,  JttUue  Cteear. 

I  Ul  speaa  to  it,  though  hell  itscll  should  gape, 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace. 

Shake,  HmdeL 


I  have  given  sack  i  and  know 
How  tender  *t  is  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me ; 
I  would,  while  it  was  smiling  in  my  fkcc, 
Have  phickM  my  nipple  fkom  its  boneless  gums, 
And  dash'd  the  brains  out,  had  I  so  sworn 
As  you  have  done  to  this. 

Shake.  MadtA 
I  said  to  Sorrow*s  awful  storm, 

That  beat  against  my  breast. 
Rage  on  —  thou  ma3r'Bt  destroy  this  fonn. 

And  lay  it  low  at  rest ; 
But  still  the  spirit  that  now  brooks 

Thy  tempest  raging  high. 
Undaunted  on  its  fury  looks,' 

With  steadfast  eye. 

MmSlMmi. 


DETRACTION, 

*T  is  not  the  wholesome  sharp  morality. 

Or  modest  anger  of  a  satiric  spirit. 

That  hurts  or  wounds  the  body  of  a  state ; 

But  the  sinister  application^ 

Of  the  malicious,  ignorant,  and  base 

Interpreter ;  who  will  distort,  and  strain 

The  general  scope  and  purpose  of  an  author. 

To  his  particular  and  private  spleen. 

Joneon*e  Poetaeter. 
Who  stabs  my  name,  would  stab  my  person  too, 
Did  not  the  hangman^s  aze  lie  in  the  way. 

^  Crown'e  Henry  VIL 

Happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detractions, 
And  can  put  them  to  mending. 

Shake.  Much  ode. 

Detraction 's  a  bold  monster,  and  fears  not 
To  wound  the  fame  of  princes,  if  it  find 
But  any  blemish  in  their  lives  to  work  on. 

Jfissstii^ifir. 
To  you  I  shall  no  trophy  raise 
From  other  men's  detraction  or  dispraise : 
That  jewel  never  had  inherent  worth. 
Which  ask*d  such  foils  as  these  to  set  it  forth. 

BieheffSiag 


DEW. 


And  that  same  dew,  which  sometimes  on  the  buds 
Was  wont  to  swell,  like  round  and  orient  pearls, 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  flowerets*  eyes. 
Like  tears,  that  did  their  own  disgrace  bewaiL 

Shake.  Mideummer  Nigkfe  Dream. 
I  must  go  seek  some  dew-drops  here. 
And  hang  a  pear!  in  every  cowslip's  ear. 

Shake.  Mideummer  Night e  QrcMH. 


DEV(yil0N-.DI6NITY-DINNiaumSAPPaiNTM£NT-.DISC0NTENT.       l» 


JhB  ■tarUghi  dewi 
AB  ttkntly  Uieir  tean  of  love  instil, 
Wte^mg  UieiBMheB  away,  till  they  infuse, 
Deq»  into  natnre's  breast,  the  spirit  of  her  hues. 

ByrotL 
Within  these  leaves  the  holy  dew 
llbat  laBs  ihim  heaven,  hath  won  anew 
A  ^cvy — in  declining. 

Mi»9  Barrett, 

Oh  dew,  thon  droppest  soft  below 

And  platest  all  the  ground ; 
Tet  waen  the  noontide  comes,  I  know 

Thou  never  cans*t  be  found. 

If  aria  Iicw&l^ 


DEVOTION. 

(hw  grain  of  incense  with  devotion  o£fer'd, 
*S  beyond  all  perfumes  or  Sab»an  spices. 
By  one  that  proudly  thinks  he  merits  it 

Jtfossmger**  Bathful  Lover. 

The  immortal  gods 
Accept  the  meanest  altars  that  are  raised 
By  pore  devotion ;  and  sometimes  prefer 
An  onnee  of  firankincense,  honey,  or  milk. 
Before  whole  hecatomba  of  Sab»an  gems, 
Oier'd  in  oetentation. 

JKiusii^gsr. 

The  hand  is  rais*d,  the  pledge  is  given, 
Oaib  monaich  to  obey,  one  creed  to  own. 
That  monarch,  (^d  ;  that  creed.  His  word  alone. 

Sprague, 

Like  oardi,  awake,  and  warm,  and  bright 
With  joy  the  spirit  moves  and  bums ; 

So  up  to  thee !  O  Fount  of  Light! 
Our  light  returns. 

Jchn  Sterling, 


DIGNITY. 

I  know  myself  now,  and  I  feel  within  me 

A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities ; 

A  still  and  quiet  conscience.  The  king  has  curM 

me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  grace;  and  from  these  shoulders. 
These  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity  ta'en 
A  load  would  sink  a  navy,  too  much  honour. 
O  *t  is  a  burden,  Cromwell,  *t  is  a  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven ! 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

Where  ambition  of  place  goes  beftre  fitnast 
Of  birth,  contempt  and  disgrace  follow. 

Chapmam, 


Great  honours  are  great  burdens :  but,  on  ^om 
They*re  cast  with  envy,  he  doth  bear  two  loads; 
His  eares  must  still  be  double  to  his  joys, 
Lii  any  dignity ;  where,  if  he  err. 
He  finds  no  pardon ;  and,  for  doing  well, 
A  most  small  praise,  and  that  wrung  out  by  force. 
JenmnCe  CatiSina 
TVue  dignity  is  never  gained  by  place. 
And  never  lost  when  honours  are  withdrawn. 

Maetiaget 


DINNER.  — (See  FEAsxiifo.) 


DISAPPOINTMENT.  — (See  Grief.) 


DISCONTENT. 

O  thoughts  of  men  aecurs'd! 
Fast  and  to  come,  seem  best;  things  present,  worst 
Shake.  Hemy  IV.   Part  IL 

Happiness  courts  thee  in  her  best  array ; 
But,  like  a  misbcbavM  and  sullen  wench. 
Thou  poutest  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love : 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  such  die  miserable. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 
He  reads  much ; 
He  is  a  good  observer,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men :  he  loves  iA> 

plays. 
As  thou  dost,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  music : 
Seldom  he  smiles ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort. 
As  if  he  mookM  himself^  and  scorn*  d  his  spirit 
Tliat  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  any  thing. 

Shake.  JtiHue  Caear. 

She  is  peevish,  sullen,  firoward, 
Froud,  disobedient,  stubborn,  lacking  duty; 
Neither  regarding  that  she  is  my  child, 
Nor  foaring  me  as  if  I  were  her  fkthor. 

Shake.  Tim  Gentlemen  of  Vi 


Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  to  be  civil ; 

The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 

The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great  . 

In  mouths  of  wisest  censure ;  what  *s  the  matter 

That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 

And  spend  your  rich  opinion  for  the  name 

Of  a  night-brawler  7  give  me  answer  to  it 

Shake.  OljuUe^ 

With  his  word* 
All  seemM  well  pleaa'd ;  sU  seemM  but  were  not 
alL  Mikam'9  Pam^iet  Uet 
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DiaCORD-DISCRirnON. 


Did  I  request  thee,  maker,  from  mj  elaj 

To  mould  me  man,  did  I  bolicit  thee 

FVom  darkness  to  promote  me,  or  liere  place 

In  this  deliaoos  garden  T  as  mj  will 

Concurr*d  not  to  my  being,  it  were  bat  right 

And  equal  to  reduce  me  to  my  dust. 

Desirous  to  resign  and  render  back 

All  I  receiT*d  unable  to  perform 

Thy  terms  so  hard,  by  which  I  was  to  hold 

The  good  I  sought  not 

jriZtofi*«  PandiM  LmL 
Sour  discontent  that  quarrels  with  our  &te. 
May  give  fresh  smart,  but  not  the  old  abate ; 
The  uneasy  passion's  disingenuous  wit, 
The  ill  reveak,  but  hides  the  benefit 

Sit  Rickari  Skdmon* 
Against  our  peace  we  arm  our  will: 
Amidst  our  plenty  something  still 
Vor  horses,  houses,  pictures,  planting. 
To  thee,  to  me,  to  him  is  wanting ; 
That  cruel  something  unpossest 
Corrodes  and  leaTcns  all  the  rest. 
That  something  if  we  oould  obtain. 
Would  soon  create  a  future  pain. 

Pricr. 

Why  discontent  for  ever  harboured  there  7 
Incurable  consumption  of  our  peace ! 
Resolve  me  why  the  cottager,  and  king, 
flo  whom  sea-sever*d  realms  obey,  and  he 
Who  steals  his  whole  dominion  from  the  waste. 
Repelling  winter's  blast  with  mud  and  straw. 
Disquieted  alike,  draw  sigh  for  sigh. 
In  fate  so  distant,  in  complaint  so  near. 

YmMg. 

It's  hardly  in  a  body's  power 

To  keep,  at  times,  frae  being  sour, 

To  see  bow  things  are  shar'd ; 

How  best  o'  chiels  are  whyles  in  want. 

While  coofs  on  countless  thousands  rant. 

And  aen  na  how  to  wair  *t 

Bumc 
Man  hath  a  weary  pilgrimage. 

As  through  the  world  he  wends; 
On  every  stage,  from  youth  to  age, 

Still  di'^MWitent  atfa^ds. 

Sondhey. 
I  cannot  bear  to  be  with  men 
Who  only  see  my  weaknesses ; 
Who  know  not  what  I  might  have  been, 
Rut  scan  my  spirit  as  it  is. 

ft  is  not  well  to  brood 
Thus  darkly  o'er  the  cares  that  swell. 

Life's  current  to  a  flood. 
Am  hrooka,  and  «onents,  riven,  ad 

» the  gulf  in  which  they  &11, 


Such  thoughts,  by  gathering  op  the  rilb 
Of  lesser  grieft,  spread  raal  iUs ; 
And  with  their  gloomy  diades  conceal 
The  land'markfl  Hope  wodd  ebe  reveaL 

Mn^Dimnf 


DISCORD. 

Discord,  a  sleepless  hag,  who  never  dies^ 
With  snipe-like  nose,  and  ferret-glowing  eyes. 
Lean,  sallow  cheeks,  long  chin,  with  beard  supplied. 
Poor  crackling  joints,  and  wither'd  parchment  hide, 
As  if  old  drums,  worn  out  vrith  martial  din. 
Had  clubb'd  their  yellow  heads  to  form  her  skin. 
Dr,  WdiiifC9  Pder  Pindar, 


DISCRETION. 

Press  me  not,  iMseech  you,  so; 

There  is  no  tongue  that  moves,  none,  none  i'  th' 

world. 
So  soon  as  yours,  could  win  me. 

8kak$ 

His  air,  his  voioe,  his  looks,  and  honest  soul, 
Speak  fill  so  movingly  in  his  behalf 
I  dare  not  trust  myself  to  hear  him  talk. 

Addimiu 
How  excellent  is  woman,  when  she  gives 
To  the  fine  pulses  of  her  spirit  way; 
Her  virtues  blossom  daily,  and  poor  oat 
A  ftagranoe  upon  all  who  in  her  path 
Have  a  blest  fellowship. 

WtOts. 

O,  save  to  one/nrnfiar  friend. 

Thy  heart  its  veil  should  wear, 
llie  faithless  vow  be  all  unheard,— 

The  flattery  wasted  there ; 
Heeding  the  homage  of  the  vain 

As  lightly  as  some  star. 
Whose  steady  radiance  changes  not, 

Though  thousands  kneel  afar. 

Wiittim 


DISEASE. —  (See  Health.) 


DISHONESTY.—  (See  Thieves.) 


DISPLEASURE.— (See  Anger.) 


DISPOSITION.— (See  Characteb.) 


DOU]T--I>REAMa 


Ml 


DOUBT.  , 

Hb  name  was  Doobt,  that  had  a  douUe  &oe, 
Hi*  one  forward  looking,  th*  other  backward  bent, 
llijerein  resembling  Jama  oundefAt 
Which  had  in  charge  the  ingute  of  the  jear : 
And  evermore  his  eyes  about  him  went. 
As  if  some  proved  peril  he  did  fear. 
Or  did  misdoabt  some  ill,  whose  cause  did  not 
appear.  Speruer^t  Fairy  Queen, 

T  is  good  to  doubt  the  worst, 
We  maj  in  our  belief  be  too  secure. 

WAtter*9  and  Rowley't  Thracian  Wonder. 
Known  mischiefs  have  their  cure,  but  doubts  have 

none; 
And  better  is  despair  than  fruitless  hope 
Bliz'd  with  a  killing  fear. 

MayU  Cleopatra, 

Our  doubts  are  traitors. 
And  make  us  lose  the  good  we  oft  might  win. 
By  fearing  to  attempt 

Shdkt,  Mea,fofr  Mea. 


Toa  do  seem  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me :  pray  yon 
(Since  doob^g  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more 
llian  to  be  rare  they  do ;  fer  certainties 
Or  are  put  remedies,  or  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  bom)  discover  to  me 
What  both  you  spur  and  stop. 

Shaka,  Cymbdine, 

The  wound  of  peace  is  surety, 
Surety  secure ;  but  modest  doubt  is  callM 
Tlie  beacon  of  the  wise ;  the  tent  that  searches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst. 

Shake,  Trmlue  and  Creeeida, 

I  run  the  gauntlet  of  a  file  of  doubts. 
Each  one  of  which  down  hurls  me  to  the  ground. 

BaUey'e  /Vjtei. 

Who  never  doubted  never  half  believed. 
Where  doubt  there  truth  is— *tis  her  shadow. 

BaUey, 

Life*8  sunniest  hours  are  not  wi&oat 
The  shadow  of  some  lingering  doubt — 
Amid  its  brightest  joys  will  steal 
Spectres  of  evil  yet  to  feel— 

Its  warmest  love  is  blent  with  fears. 
Its  ooofidenoe  a  trembling  one  — 

Its  smile — the  harbinger  of  tears — 
Its  hope— the  change  of  April*s  sun  I 
A  weary  lot  ^  in  mercy  given. 
To  fit  the  chaatflaed  soul  fer  heaven. 


What  thev^h  the  world  has  whisper'd  thee,  ^Be* 

ware!' 
ThoQ  dost  not  dream  of  change.    Nay,  do  not 

speak. 

For  any  answer  would  imply  a  doubt 
In  love*8  deep  confidence,  which  not  fer  worlds 
Should  have  existence. 

Robert  Mmia, 

The  clear,  cold  question  ofaiUs  to  froiBsn  doubt; 
Tired  of  behefe,  we  dread  to  live  witiioot; 

0  then,  if  reason  waver  at  thy  side. 

Let  humbler  Memory  be  thy  gentle  guides 
Go  to  thy  birth-place,  and,  if  feith  was  there. 
Repeat  thy  £tther*s  creed,  thy  mother's  prayer . 

O.  W,  HeUnm 
Yet  do  not  think  I  doubt  thee^ 
I  know  thy  truth  remains ; 

1  would  not  live  without  thee> 
For  all  the  world  contains. 

G,  P,  Mwria. 

Beware  of  doubt — feith  is  the  subtle  chain 
Which  binds  us  to  the  infinite :  the  voice 

Of  a  deep  life  within,  that  will  remain 
Until  we  crowd  it  thence. 

Mre.  E,  Oakee  Smiih, 


DREAMS. 

Dreams  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain, 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  fimtasy ; 
Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air , 
And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JtdieL 

If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  eye  of  deep^ 
My  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  hand ; 
My  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  in  his  throne ; 
And  all  this  day,  an  unaccustomed  spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerful  thoughts 
Shake.  Rmneo  and  Juliet 

Ah  me  I  how  sweet  is  love  itself  possessed. 
When  but  Ipve's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy ! 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JtdieL 
Thy  spirit  within  thee  hath  been  so  at  war, 
And  thus  hath  so  bestirr'd  thee  in  thy  sleep. 
That  beads  of  sweat  have  stood  upon  thy  brow, 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late-disturbed  stream ; 
And  in  thy  fece  strange  motions  have  appeal  *< 
Such  as  we  see  when  men  restrain  their  breath 
On  some  great  sudden  haste. 

Shake.  Henry  JV.   Part  J 

Dreams  are  toys: 
Ytd^ttie  thk  onoe,  yea,  saperstitiouily* 
IwitttesqaurMbythis. 

Shako.  Wkdet^9  Trte 
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DRBAMa 


ttieni  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  mniI, 
That  in  their  deepe  will  utter  their  aflfairt. 

8hak9.0ihdlo. 

There  is  some  ill  a-brewing  towards  mj  rost» 
For  I  did  dream  of  money -ba^s  to-night 

Shaki,  Merchant  nf  Fmtce. 

Ilien  oame  wandering  by 
A  shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood ;  and  he  shriek*d  out  aloud^^ 
Clarence  is  oome,—  falsa,  fleetmg,  peijur'd  Qa^ 

renoe,— 
That  stabb'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewkesbory. 

ShakM.  Richard  III 

By  the  apostle  Paul,  shadows  to-night 
Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  substance  often  thousand  soldiers. 
Armed  in  proo^  and  led  by  shallow  Richmond. 

Shak$.  Richard  III. 

Divinity  hath  oftentimes  descended 
Upon  our  slumbers,  and  the  blessed  troupes 
Have,  in  the  calm  and  quiet  of  the  soule, 
Conversed  with  as. 

ShitUy. 

Dreams  are  but  interludes  which  ikncy  makes ; 
When  monarch  reason  sleeps,  this  mimic  wakes : 
Compounds  a  medley  of  disjointed  things, 
A  mob  of  cobblers,  and  a  court  of  kings : 
Light  fumes  are  merry,  grosser  fumes  are  sad ; 
Both  are  the  reasonable  soul  run  mad : 
And  many  monstrous  forms  in  sleep  we  see, 
That  neither  were,  nor  are,  nor  e'er  can  be,    • 
Sometimes  forgotten  things  long  cast  behind 
Rush  forward  in  the  brain,  and  come  to  mind. 
The  nurse's  legends  are  for  truths  received. 
And  the  man  dreams  but  what  the  boy  believed. 

Drffden. 

tint  dreams  full  ofl  are  found  of  real  events 
The  forms  and  shadows. 

Joanna  BmOi^a  BOmmUL 

While  o*cr  my  limbs  sleep's  soft  dominion  spread, 
Wliat  tiiough  my  soul  fantastic  measures  trod 
O'er  fairy  fields ;  or  moum'd  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathless  woods ;  or  down  the  craggy  steep 
Hm-rd  headlong,  swam  with  pain  the  mantled 

pool; 
Or  acal'd  the  cliff,  or  danc'd  on  hollow  winds. 
With  antic  shapes,  wild  natives  of  the  brain  7 
Her  ceaseless  flight,  though  devious,  speaks  her 

nature 
Of  subtler  essence  than  the  trodden  clod  ;^ 
For  human  weal,  heaven  husbands  all  events 
Ihill  sleep  mstructs,  nor  sport  vain  drooros  in  vain. 

Ywng. 


He  sleeps,  if  it  be  sleep ;  this  starting  trance. 
Whose  feverish  tossings  and  deep  mutter'd  groans 
I>o  prove  the  soul  shares  not  the  body's  rest — 
How  the  lip  works,  how  the  bare  teeth  do  grind. 
And  beaded  drops  course  down  his  writhen  brow ! 
Jtfiatortn's  Bertram. 
Lightly  he  dreamt  as  youth  will  dream. 
Of  sport  by  thicket,  or  by  stream, 
Of  hawk,  of  hound,  of  ring,  of  glove, 
Or  lighter  yet — of  lady's  love. 

8catC$  Marnwrn. 

Out  waking  dreams  are  fatal :  how  I  dreamt. 
Of  things  impossible !  (could  sleep  do  more  7) 
Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change ! 
Of  stable  pleasures  on  the  tossing  wave ! 
Eternal  sunshine  in  the  storms  of  life ! 
How  richly  were  my  noon-tide  trances  hung 
With  gorgeous  tapestries  of  pictur'd  joys ! 
Joy  behind  joy,  in  endless  perspective ! 
Till  at  death's  toll,  whose  restless  iron  tongue 
Calls  daily  for  his  millions  at  a  meal. 
Starting  I  woke,  and  found  myself  undone. 

Young. 

Dreams  in  their  dovelopment  have  breath. 

And  tears,  and  tortnres,  and  the  touch  of  joy ; 

They  leave  a  weight  upon  our  waking  thoughts. 

They  take  a  weight  from  off  our  waking  toik. 

They  do  divide  our  being ;  they  become 

A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time. 

And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity ; 

They  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past,  ^  they  speak 

Like  sibyls  of  the  future  ;  they  have  power  — 

The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 

They  make  us  what  we  were  not  —  what  they 

will. 
And  shake  us  with  tlie  vision  that 's  gone  by, 
The  dread  of  vanish'd  shadows — Are  they  so  7 
Is  not  the  past  all  shadow  7  what  are  they  7 
Creations  of  the  mind  7  the  mind  can  make 
Substance,  and  pec^le  planets  of  its  own 
With  beings  brighter  than  have  been,  and  give 
A  breath  to  forms  which  can  outlive  all  flesh. 

Hyron's  Dream, 

0  Spirit  Land !  thou  land  of  dreams ! 
A  world  thou  art  of  mysterious  gleams. 
Of  startling  voices  and  sounds  of  strife, 
A  world  of  the  dead  in  the  hues  of  life. 

Mrs.  Homano'o  Poeau. 

1  walk  with  sweet  friends  in  the  sunset  glow ; 
I  listen  to  music  of  long  ago ; 

But  one  thought,  like  an  omen,  breathes  fiunt 

through  the  kiy,— 
**  It  is  but  a  dream ;  it  will  melt  away." 

Mro.  Hernando  Poana 
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Joit  one  look  before  I  deep, 
Jivt  one  parting  glance  to  keep 
On  my  heart,  and  on  my  brain 
Ererj  line  and  feature  piaic, 
In  sweet  hopes  that  they  may  be 
Present  in  these  dreams  to  me. 
Which  the  gentle  night  hour  brings 
Ever  on  her  starry  wingi. 

Mu9  Landan, 
Dreams  are  mdiments 
Of  the  great  state  to  come.    We  dream  what  is 
About  to  happen. 

BaiUy. 

Lmoccnt  dreams  bo  thine  !  thy  heart  sends  up 
Its  thoughts  of  parity,  like  pearly  bells, 
Rising  in  crystal  fountains.    Would  I  were 
A  sound,  that  I  might  stdil  upon  thy  dreams, 
And,  like  the  breathing  of  my  flute,  distil 
Sweetly  upon  thy  senses. 

WiOk. 

BHght  dreams  attend  thee,  gentle  one, 

The  brightest  and  the  best ; 
For  sorrows  scarce  can  &11  upon 

A  maid  so  purely  blest. 
And  when  death's  shadows  round  thee  swell, 

And  dim  thy  starry  eyes, 
O,  mayst  thou  be,  my  Rosabelle, 

A  spirit  of  the  skies. 

Robtrt  Mifrrit. 


DRESS.— (See  Apparbl.) 


DROWNING. 

O  Lord  !  mcthought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown  .* 
What  dreadful  noise  of  water  in  nly  ears ! 
What  sights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes! 
Mcthought,  I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks, 
A  thousand  men  and  fishes  gnaw*d  upon  me. 

Shak».  Riehtnd  III. 
Alone  in  the  dark,  alone  on  the  wave. 

To  buffet  the  storm  alone  — 
To  struggle  aghast  at  thy  watery  grave. 
To  struggle  and  feci  there  is  none  to  save, 

God  shield  thee,  helpless  one  ! 
Hie  stout  limbs  yield,  for  their  strength  is  past, 
The  trembling  hands  on  the  deep  are  east, 
The  white  brow  gleams  a  moment  more, 
Tlien  slowly  sinks  — the  struggle  is  o*er ! 

JIf rf.  E.  0akt9  amilk. 


DRUMS. 
Strike  up  the  drum :  and  let  the  toofoe  of  war 
Mead  lor  efor  interest 


Your  drums,  being  beaten,  will  cry  out. 
And  so  shall  you,  being  beaten :  do  but  stir 
An  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum. 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brae*d 
That  shall  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thinoR 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  shall. 
As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's  ear, 
And  mock  the  deep-month'd  thunder. 

Shakt.  King  Jchm 

DRUNKENNESS. 

And  now,  in  madness. 
Being  fhD  of  supper,  and  distempering  draught!^ 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  dost  thou  come 
To  start  my  quiet 

Sfudu.  Oihdla, 
If  I  can  fiisten  one  cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already, 
He  '11  be  as  fiill  of  quarrel  and  offence 
As  my  young  mistress'  dog. 

Shak9.0th^^ 
Oh  that  men  should  put  an  enemy  in 
Their  mouths,  to  steal  away  their  brains !  that  we 
Should  with  joy,  plcasance,  revel  and  applause, 
Transform  ourselves  into  beasts. 

8hak8.  OOdla. 
It  hath  pleas'd  the  devil,  drunkenness,  to 
Give  place  to  the  devil,  wrath;  one 
Unperfectness  shows  me  another,  to 
Make  me  frankly  despise  myself. 
I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again ;  he 
Snail  tell  me,  I  am  a  drunkard :  had  I 
As  many  mouths  as  Hydra,  such  an  answer 
Would  stop  them  alL    To  be  now  a  sensible 
Man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  presently 
A  beast !  every  inordinate  cup 
Is  unblcss'd,  and  tli'  ingredient  is  a  devil. 
Oh  thou  invisible  spirit  of  wine, 
If  thou  hast  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let 
Us  call  thee  devil ! 

Shaki,  0<iW22bw 
They  were  red-hot  with  drinking ; 
So  full  of  valour,  that  they  smote  the  air 
For  breathing  in  their  faces ;  beat  the  ground 
For  kissing  of  their  feet 

8hak9»  7*€iiipefl« 
I  have  drugg'd  their  possets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them. 
Whether  they  live,  or  die. 

ShakB.  MaebHk 
Give  me  the  cups; 
And  kit  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak. 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without, 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  tlie  heaven  to  the 

earth. 
Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet 

Shtkt.  Hanla 
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DRUNKENNESS. 


Mo  joennd  health,  that  Denmark  drinks  to-daj, 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell ; 
And  the  kmg*8  rouse  the  heaven  shall  bruit  again, 
Rc-spcaking  eaithly  thunder. 

9  SJuOa.  HamUL 

Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine:  ^ 
[n  this  I  bnry  all  unkindness,  Ouisius. 

Shak9.  JtHkm  Caaar. 
Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine : 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  spirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have. 

Shaks,  Richard  III. 

Drunkenness !  that  *s  a  most  gentleman-like 
SiDi  it  scorns  to  be  beholden ;  for  what  it 
Receives  in  a  man's  house,  it  commonly 
Leaves  again  at  his  door. 

Cupid's  Whirligig. 
Fly  drunkenness,  whose  vile  incontinence 
Takes  both  away  the  reason  and  the  sense : 
Till  with  Circean  cups  thy  mind  posscst 
Leaves  to  be  man,  and  wholly  turns  a  beast 
Tnink  while  thou  swallow'st  the  capacious  bowl, 
TIiou  let'st  in  seas  to  sack  and  drown  thy  souL 
That  hell  u  open,  to  remembrance  call. 
And  think  how  subject  drunkards  are  to  fall. 
Consider  how  it  soon  destroys  the  grace 
Of  human  shape,  spoiling  the  beauteous  Ace : 
PuiHng  the  cheeks,  blearing  the  curious  eye, 
Studding  the  fiuse  with  vicious  heraldry. 
What  pearls  and  rubles  docs  the  wine  disclose, 
Making  the  pnru  poor  to  enrich  the  note ! 
How  does  it  nurse  disease,  infect  the  heart, 
Drawing  some  sickness  into  every  part ! 

RandolpL 
It  weaks  the  brain,  it  spoils  the  memory, 
Hasting  on  age,  and  \inlful  poverty : 
It  drowns  thy  better  parts,  making  thy  name 
To  foes  a  laughter,  to  thy  friends  a  shame. 
'T  is  virtue's  poison  and  the  bane  of  trust, 
The  match  of  wrath,  the  fuel  unto  lust 
Quite  leave  this  vice,  and  turn  not  to  *t  again. 
Upon  presumption  of  a  stronger  brain ; 
For  he  that  holds  more  wine  than  others  can, 
I  rather  ooont  a  hogshead  than  a  man. 

Randolph. 
Nor  need  we  tell  what  anxious  cax«s  attend 
The  turbulent  mirth  of  wine;  nor  all  the  kinds 
Of  maladies,  that  lend  to  death's  grim  cave. 
Wrought  by  intemperance :  joint-racking  gout ; 
Intestine  stone ;  and  pining  atrophy, 
«'7hill  even  when  the  sun  with  July  heats      * 
Fries  the  scorchM  sou ,  and  dropsy  all  a6oat, 
Yet  craving  liquids. 

PAOtptV  Cider. 


Now, 

As  with  new  wine  intoxicated  both. 
They  swim  in  mirth,  and  fancy  that  tliey  feel 
Divinity  within  them  breeding  wings 
Wherewith  to  scorn  the  earth. 

MUton'^o  Paradm  Lott, 
Man,  with  raging  drink  inflamM, 
Is  far  more  savage  and  untam'd; 
Supplies  his  loss  of  wit  and  sense 
With  barb*rousness  and  insolence; 
Believes  himself  the  less  he*s  able, 
The  more  heroic,  and  formidable; 
Lays  by  his  reason  in  bis  bowls, 
As  Turks  are  said  to  do  their  souls. 
Until  it  has  so  often  been 
Shut  out  of  its  lodgings,  and  let  in. 
At  length  it  never  can  attain 
To  find  the  right  way  babk  again; 
Drinks  all  his  time  avray,  and  prunes 
The  end  of 's  life  as  vignerons 
Cut  short  the  branches  of  a  vine. 
To  make  it  boar  more  plenty  o*  wine; 
And  that  which  nature  did  intend 
T*  enlarge  his  life,  perverts  its  end. 

ButUf'o  Hudibra^ 
Thus  as  they  swim  in  mutual  swill,  the  talk. 
Vociferous  at  onoe  from  twenty  tongues, 
Reels  fast  from  theme  to  theme;  from  horses, 

hounds. 
To  church  or  mistress,  politics  or  ghost. 
In  endless  mazes,  intricate,  perplex'd. 

Thamaon*o  Soaoomo, 
Confused  above. 
Glasses  and  bottles,  pipes  and  gazetteers. 
As  if  the  table  even  itself  was  drunk. 
Lie  a  vret  broken  scene ;  and  wide,  below. 
Is  heap*d  the  social  slaughter :  where  astride. 
The  lubber  power  in  filthy  triumph  sits, 
Slumb'rous,  inclining  still  from  side  to  side, 
And  steeps  them  drench'd  in  potent  sleep  till  mom. 
Perhaps  some  doctor,  of  tremendous  paunch, 
Awfbl  and  deep,  a  black  abyss  of  drink. 
Outlives  them  all,  and  fit>m  his  bury*d  flock 
Retiring  full  of  rumination  sad. 
Laments  the  weakness  of  these  latter  times. 

Thomoon*o  Seamnu. 
What  dext'roua  thousands  just  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch  direct  their  nightly  course  I 
Perhaps  no  sickly  qualms  bedim  their  days, 
No  morning  admonitions  shock  the  head. 
But  ah !  what  woes  remain !  life  rolls  apace, 
And  that  incurable  disease — old  age. 
In  youthfiil  bodies  more  severely  felt, 
More  sternly  active,  shakes  their  blasted  prime. 
Amuirong'o  Art  rfPreaerving  HoaUh 


DUELUNG-DUTY. 
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When  the  fiantic  raptures  in  jonr  breast 
Sabside,  yoa  languish  into  mortal  man ; 
Yoa  sleep,  and  wakini;  find  yourself  undone. 
>ar,  prodi^l  of  life,  in  one  rash  night 
Yen.  lavish'd  more  than  might  support  three  days. 
A  hcfliyy  morning  comes ;  your  cares  return 
With  tenfold  rage.     An  anxious  stomach  well 
May  be  endured ;  so  may  the  throbbing  heart : 
Bat  such  a  dim  delirium,  such  a  dream, 
loTolves  yoo ;  such  a  dastardly  despair 
Unmans  your  soul,  as  maddening  Pcntheus  felt, 
When,  baited  round  (^thferon*s  sides. 
He  saw  two  suns,  and  double  Thebes,  ascend, — 
Add  that  your  means,  your  health,  your  parts 

decay; 
Yaor  friends  avoid  yoQ ;  brutishly  transformed 
rhey  hardly  know  you,  or,  if  one  remains 
To  wish  you  well,  he  wishes  you  in  heaven. 

Armstnmg^s  Art  ofPruerving  HeaUh* 

Ten  thousand  casks, 
For  ever  dribbling  out  their  base  contents, 
ToochM  by  the  Midas  finger  of  the  state, 
Bked  gold  fiir  ministers  to  sport  away. 
Drink  and  be  mad  then.    *Tis  your  country 

bids. 
Gloriously  drunk,  obey  th*  important  call, 
Her  cause  demands  the  assistance  of  your  throats 
Ye  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  no  more. 

Cotoper's  Task, 

Tbea  a  hand  shall  pass  before  thee, 

P<Mnting  to  his  drunken  sleep, 
To  thy  widow*d  marriage-piUows, 

To  the  tears  that  thoo  shalt  weep ! 


TVnnysoit. 


DUELLING. 


Your  words  have  took  such  pains,  as  if  they  laboui'd 
To  bring  manslaughter  into  form,  set  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour ;  which,  indeed. 
Is  vakmr  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
MThen  sects  and  Actions  were  but  newly  bom : 
He 's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wisely  suffer 
His  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his 

wrongs 
His  ootsides;  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  care- 

le«dy; 
And  ne'er  pre&r  his  injuries  to  his  heart, 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 

Shakt.  Tvmon  qfAiheiu. 

Some  Sery  fi^,  with  new  commission  vain. 
Who  sleeps  on  brambles  till  he  kills  his  man ; 
Some  frolic  drunkard,  reeling  from  a  feast, 
Ph>vokes  a  broil,  and  stabs  him  for  a  jest 

Dr.  Jckn9on''B  London 
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Am  I  to  set  my  life  upon  a  throw 
Because  a  bear  is  rude  and  surly  7  —  No  I 
A  moral,  sensible,  and  well-bred  man 
Will  not  afilront  me,  and  no  other  can. 

Cowper*9  Conversation 
'Tis  hard  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defend 
Mankind  from  quarrels  but  their  fatal  end ; 
Thai  now  and  then  a  hero  must  decease. 
That  the  surviving  world  may  live  in  peace. 
Perhaps  at  last  close  scrutiny  may  show 
The  practice  dastardly,  and  mean  and  low ; 
That  men  engage  in  it,  compellM  by  force, 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  its  proper  source ; 
The  fear  of  tyrant  custom,  and  the  fear 
Lest  fops  should  censure  us,  and  fools  should  sneer 
At  least  to  trample  on  our  Maker's  laws, 
And  hazard  life  for  any  or  no  cause. 

Cowper'B  ContertatioH 
It  IS  a  strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear. 
That  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know 
A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 
Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  ofi^  or  so ; 
A  gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near, 
If  you  have  got  a  former  friend  for  foe; 
But  after  being  fired  at  once  or  twice, 
The  car  becomes  more  Irish,  and  less  nice. 

Byrofi 

DUTY. 

Stem  daughter  of  the  voice  of  God  ! 

O  Duty !  if  that  name  thou  love 
Who  art  a  light  to  guide,  a  rod 

To  check  the  erring,  and  reprove ; 
Thou  who  art  victory  and  law 
When  empty  terrors  overawe. 
Give  unto  me,  made  lowly  wise, 
The  spirit  of  self-sacrifice. 

Wordsumrth 

Cold  duty's  path  is  not  so  blithely  trod 
Which  leads  the  mournful  spirit  to  its  God. 

WiUiam  Herbert 
Rugged  strength  and  radiant  beauty  — 

These  were  one  in  nature's  plan ; 

Humble  toil  and  heavenward  duty  — 

These  will  form  the  perfect  man. 

Mr  9,  Hale 
Vain  we  number  every  duty. 

Number  all  our  prayers  and  tears. 
Still  the  spirit  lacketh  beauty. 
Still  it  droops  with  many  fears. 

Mr$.  E.  OakeB  Smith 

To  hallow'd  duty. 
Here  with  a  loyal  and  heroic  heart. 
Bind  we  our  lives. 

Mr9.0^ot^ 
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Then  the  porpoees  of  life 
Stood  apart  fh>m  valgar  strife, 
Labopr  in  the  path  of  duty 
GIoamM  up  like  a  thing  of  beauty. 

C.  P.  Craneh. 
For  Love  himself  took  part  against  himself 
To  warn  us  off,  and  Duty  lov'd  of  Love, 
O  this  world*s  curse, — ^bclovM  but  hated— came 
Like  Death  between  thy  dear  embrace  and  mine. 


EARTH. 

For  nought  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live, 
But  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give. 

ShakM,  Romeo  and  Jvliti, 

ne  earth,  that's  nature's  mother,  is  her  tomb. 
ShakB.  Romeo  and  Jtdiet, 

And  &8t  by  hanging  in  a  golden  chain 
This  pendent  world,  in  bigness  as  a  star. 

MtJUoiCo  Paradi$e  Lott, 

Earth's  days  are  numbered,  nor  remote  her  doom ; 
As  mortal,  tho'  less  transient,  than  her  sons. 

Young'9  Night  Thoughts. 

Whore  is  the  dust  that  has  not  been  alive? 
The  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our  ancestors ; 
From  human  mould  we  rdap'our  daily  bread. 

Young's  Night  TboughU. 

Earth  fills  her  lap  with  pleasures  of  her  own ; 

Yearnings  she  hath  in  her  own  natural  kind. 

And,  even  with  something  of  a  mother's  mind. 
And  no  unworthy  aim. 
The  homely  nurse  doth  all  she  can 

To  make  her  foster-child,  her  inmate  man. 
Forget  the  glories  he  hath  known. 

And  that  imperial  palace  whence  he  came 

^  Wordnoorth, 

'T  is  earth  shall  lead  dnstmction^  she  shall  end. 
The  stars  shall  wonder  why  she  comes  no  more 
On  her  accustom'd  orbit,  and  the  sun 
Mxsa  one  of  his  eleven  of  light;  the  moon, 
An  orphan  orb,  shall  seek  for  earth  for  aye 
Through  time's  untrodden  depths,  and  find  her  not 

Bailey*9  Feotue, 
My  kindred  earth  I  sec ; — 
Once  every  atom  oi  this  ground 
Lived,  breathed  and  fblt  IiV«^  me. 

Montgomery, 
The  eart>»  is  bright, 
And  I  aro  earthly,  so  I  Jove  it  well ; 
'lliough  hsavcn  is  holier,  and  full  of  lijrht, 

Vcl  I  aia  fcail,  ad  with  frail  things  would  dwell 

Mn,  Judoon, 


EARTHQUAKE. 

Diseased  nature  oflentimes  breaks  fi>rth 

In  strange  eruptions ;  and  the  teeming  earth 

Is  with  a  kind  of  cholic  pinch'd  and  vez'd. 

By  the  imprisoning  of  unruly  wind 

Within  her  womb ;  which,  for  enlargement  strivings 

Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down 

Steej^es,  and  moss-grown  towers. 

Shako,  Henry  IV     Fart  I. 

As  though  an  earthquake  smack'd  its  mumbling 

lip. 
O'er  some  thick-peopled  city, 

BaOty'o  FettM 


EATING.  — (See  Feastiho.) 


ECSTACY.— (See  Jot.) 


EDUCATION. 

How  can  he  rule  well  in  a  commonwealth. 
Which  knoweth  not  himself  in  rule  to  frame  T 
How  should  he  rule  himself  in  ghostly  health. 
Which  never  leam'd  one  lesson  for  the  same  7 
If  such  catch  harm,  their  parents  are  to  blame  * 
For  needs  must  they  be  blind,  and  blindly  led. 
Where  no  good  lesson  can  be  taught  or  read. 

CavU  in  the  Mirror  fir  Magistrate. 

For  noble  youth,  there  is  no  thing  so  meet 
As  learning  is,  to  know  the  good  from  ill : 
To  know  the  tongues,  and  perfectly  indite, 
And  of  the  laws  to  have  a  perfect  skill, 
Things  to  reform  as  right  and  justice  will : 
For  honour  is  ordained  for  no  caus 
But  to  see  right  maintauicd  by  the  laws. 

Cavil  in  the  Mirror  for  Magistrates 

The  more  politic  sort 
Of  parents  will  to  handicrafts'  resort : 
If  they  observe  their  children  to  produce 
Some  flashings  of  a  mounting  genius. 
Then  must  they  with  all  diligence  invade 
Some  rising  calling,  or  some  gainful  trade ; 
But  if,  by  chance,  they  have  one  leaden  soul. 
Bom  for  to  number  eggs,  he  must  to  school ; 
'Specially  if  some  patron  will  engage 
Th'  advowson  of  a  neighbouring  vicarage ; 
Strange  hcdly-medly !  who  would  make  his  swino 
Turn  greyhounds,  or  hunt  foxes  with  his  kine  7 

HaO. 

Man's  like  a  barren  and  ungrateful  soil, 
That  seldom,  pays  the  I'^bour  c  f  manuring. 

Sir  Robert  Howard^s  Blind  Lady 


EGOTISM  -ELEGANCE  -ELOQUENCK 


m 


*Tm  tdnottikHk  ftna*  the  connaon  mind ; 
Jot  M  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree*8  incIinM. 
Boutfbl  and  roogrh,  yoor  first  aon  ia  a  ■quire ; 
The  next  a  tradesman  meek,  and  much  a  liar ; 
Tom  fllmtB  a  soldier,  open,  bold,  and  brave ; 
Wm  sneaks  a  scrivener,  an  exceeding  knave ; 
Is  be  a  churchman  T  Then  he  *8  fond  of  pow*r ; 
A  qnaker  ?  Sly ;  A  presbytcrian  7  Sour ; 
A  smart  free-thinker  7  All  things  in  an  hour. 

P€pe'8  Moral  Etm^* 
She  tangbt  the  child  to  read,  and  taught  so  well. 
Hist  die  herselC  bj  teaching,  leamM  to  speU. 

Bynm'9  Skdehfnm  Prttote  Life. 
*Tis  pleasing  to  be  8chaol*d  in  a  strange  tongue 
By  female  lips  and  eyes  —  that  is,  I  mean 
When  both  the  teacher  and  the  tanght  are  young. 
As  was  the  case  at  least  where  I  have  been ; 
They  smile  so  when  one 's  right,  and  when  one  ^ 

wrong 
They  smile  still  more. 


Culture's  hand 
Has  8cattcr*d  verdure  o*cr  the  land ; 
And  smiles  and  fragrance  rule  serene, 
Where  barren  wild  usurp*d  the  scene. 
And  such  b  man — a  soil  which  breeds 
Or  sweetest  flovrers,  or  vilest  weeds ; 
Flowers  lovely  as  the  morning's  light, 
Weeds  deadly  as  an  aeonite ; 
Jost  as  his  heart  is  tnin*d  to  bear 
The  poisooons  weed,  or  flow'ret  fair. 


JfyrofL 


Bowring. 


A  little  learning  is  a  dangmt)us  thing, 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  spring. 
For  shallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain, 
But  drinking  largely  sobers  us  again. 

Pope's  Essay  on  Critieifm, 

Learning  by  study  must  be  won  ; 
*Twas  ne'er  entail'd  from  sire  to  son. 

Gaf9  Fables. 
And  say  to  mothers  what  a  holy  charge 
Is  thein — with  what  a  kingly  power  their  love 
Might  rule  the  fountains  of  the  new-born  mind ; 
Warn  them  to  wake  at  early  dawn,  and  sow 
Good  seed  beibre  the  world  has  sown  its  tares. 

Mrs.  Si§rottmfy, 
Look  through  the  casement  of  yon  village  school, 
Where  now  the  pedant  with  his  oaken  rule, 
Sts  like  Augustus  on  the  imperial  throne, 
Between  two  poets  yet  to  fiime  unknown. 

Jamet  T.  FidtU. 
Ottc  whik)  the  fever  is  to  learn  what  none  will  be 

vriser  fer  knowing. 
Exploded  errors  in  extinct  tongues^  and  oocasiona 

tbt  theb  uie  is  small ; 


And  the  bright  morning  of  life,  fer  yean  of  mis 

spent  time. 
Wasted  in  fbllowing  sounds  hath  track'd  but  little 


T\tpper*8  Prmerbial  PhiUmophf* 
Be  understood  in  thy  teaching,  and  instruct  to  the 

measure  of  capacity ; 
Precepts  and  rulos  are  repulsive  to  a  child,  bat 
happy  illustration  winneth  him. 

Tuppn*9  ProoetiHal  PkUotapkjf, 


EGOTISM.  —  (See  Selfishness.) 


ELEGANCE.  — (See  Grace.) 


ELOQUENCE. 

And  when  she  spake, 
Sweete  words,  like  dropping  honey,  slie  did  shed| 
And  'twixt  the  pcrles  and  rubies  softly  brake 
A  silver  sound,  that  heavenly  musicke  seem'd  tai 
make.  Speruei^t  Fairy  QtienL 

Her  words  were  like  a  stream  of  honey  fleeting. 
The  which  doth  softly  trickle  from  the  hive, 
Able  to  melt  the  hearer's  heart  miweeting. 
And  eke  to  make  the  dead  again  alive. 

Spamr 

Pow'r  above  pow'rs !  O  heavenly  eloquence ! 
That  with  the  strong  rein  of  commanding  wordii 
Dost  manage,  guide,  and  master  th'  eminence 
Of  men*s  affections,  more  than  all  their  swords  I 
Shall  we  not  offer  to  thy  excoUenoe 
The  richest  treasure  that  our  wit  affords  7 
Thou  that  canst  do  much  more  with  one  pen. 
Than  all  the  pow'rs  of  princes  can  effect; 
And  draw,  divert,  dispose,  and  fiuihioii  men. 
Better  than  force  or  rigour  can  direct  I 
Should  we  this  ornament  of  glory  then. 
As  th'  unmaterial  fruits  of  shades  neglect  7 

Dmddf 

Men  are  more  eloquent  than  women  made ; 
But  women  .are  more  pow'rful  to  persuade. 

Randdfh'a  Am^nm 
What  ia  judicious  eloquence  to  those 
Whose  speech  not  up  to  other's  reason  grows, 
But  climbs  aloft  to  their  own  passion's  height? 
And  as  our  seamen  make  no  use  of  sight 
By  any  thing  observ'd  in  wide  strange  seasi 
But  only  of  the  length  of  voyages ; 
Or  else,  as  men  in  races  make  no  stay 
To  draw  large  prospects  of  their  breath  away« 
So  they,  in  heedless  races  of  the  tongue. 
Care  not  how  broad  their  theme  is,  out  hnw  bag 
Slir  W.  IHvmmtd 
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ELOQUENCE. 


£v*i7  word  he  speaks  is  a  syren^s  ]iote» 
To  draw  the  careless  hearer. 

BeattmoHV$  Sm  V&yagt, 

In  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  speechless  dialect, 
8nch  as  moves  men ;  hesides  she  hath  prosperous 

art. 
When  she  will  play  with  reason  and  discourse. 
And  well  she  can  persuade. 

Shaka.  Mm,  for  Mea, 
Oh !  I  will  hearken  like  a  doting  mother, 
To  hear  her  children  prabM  hy  flattVing  tongues. 
Sir  Robert  Howar^a  Duke  ofLemuu 
His  tongue 
Dropp*d  manna,  and  could  make  the  worse  appear 
The  better  reason,  to  perplex  and  dash 

Maturest  counsels. 

Milton's  Paradiae  LotL 

When  with  greatest  art  he  spoke, 
YouM  think  he  talked  like  otlier  folk. 

BtdUr*9  Hudibras, 
But  when  he  pleasM  to  show  *t,  his  speech. 
In  loAiness  of  agund,  was  rich ; 
A  Babylonish  dialect. 
Which  learned  pedants  much  affect 
It  was  a  party-coloured  dress 
i)£  patchM  and  pye-ballM  languages : 
'T  was  English  cut  on  Greek  and  Latin, 
Like  fustian  heretofore  on  satin. 

Butler' 9  Hudihrtu. 
Oh !  speak  that  again ! 
Sweet  as  the  syren*s  tongue  those  accents  fiill. 
And  charm  me  to  my  ruin. 

SmUhtrn'9  Royal  Brother. 
When  he  spoke,  what  tender  words  he  us'd ! 
So  softly,  that,  like  flakes  of  feather'd  snow. 
They  melted  as  they  felL 

Dryden'B  SpaniBh  Friar. 

I  *il  speak  the  kindest  words 
That  tongue  e*er  uttered,  or  that  art  e*er  thought 
Dryden'B  Indian  Emperor^ 

Your  words  are  like  the  notes  of  dying  swans; 
Too  sweet  to  last 

DrydenU  ARfor  Laoe. 

Methooght  I  heard  a  voice, 
hweei  as  the  shepherd's  pipe  upon  the  mountains, 
Vlien  all  his  little  flock  *s  at  feed  before  him. 

Otway*§  Orphan, 
Who  talks  of  djring  in  a  voice  so  sweet, 
lliat  life  *s  in  love  witn  it 

Otwaift  Orphan, 

lli-it  voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  whispers, 
And  fiO  my  ean  with  the  soft  breath  of  love. 

Otway'B  Veniee  Preurvtd. 


Oh,  while  you  speak,  mcthinks  a  sudden  calm. 
In  spite  of  all  the  horror  that  surrounds  me. 
Falls  upon  every  frighted  faculty. 
And  puts  my  soul  in  tone. 

Le«?9  Brutus, 
And  where8oe*er  the  subject  *s  best,  the  sense 
Is  bettered  by  the  speaker's  eloquence. 

King. 
As  I  listenM  to  thee. 
The  happy  hours  pass*d  by  us  unperceived, 
So  was  my  soul  fix'd  to  the  soft  enchantment 

Rowers  Tamerlane. 
Oh !  I  know 
Thou  hast  a  tongue  to  charm  the  wildest  tempers  ; 
Herds  would  forget  to  graze,  and  savage  beasts 
Stand  still,  and  lose  their  fierceness,  but  to  hear 

thee. 
As  if  they  had  reflection:  and  by  reason      / 
Forsook  a  less  enjoyment  for  a  greater. 

Rowe^B  Tamerlane. 
Oft  the  tours 
From  mom  to  eve  have  stolen  unmaskM  away, 
While  mute  attention  hung  upon  his  lips. 

Akeneide's  Pleaauree  <f  Imagination 

Now,  with  fine  phrase,  and  foppery  of  tongue. 
More  graceful  action,  and  a  smoother  tone. 
That  orator  of  foUe,  and  fair  face. 
Will  steal  on  your  brib*d  hearts. 

Young'a  Brothers. 

O  eloquence !  thou  violated  fair ! 

How  art  thou  woo'd,  and  won  to  either  bed 

Of  right  or  wrong !    O  when  injustice  folds  thee, 

Dost  thou  not  curse  thy  charms  for  pleasing  him. 

And  blush  at  conquest 

Haoar^e  King  Charlee  L 
Thy  words  had  such  a  melting  flow. 
And  spoke  of  truth  so  sweetly  well. 
They  droppM  like  heaven's  sercnest  snow. 
And  all  was  brightness  where  they  fell ! 

Moore. 

Here  rills  of  oily  eloquence  in  soft 
Meanders  lubricate  the  course  they  take. 

Cowper, 

The  grand  debate, 
The  popular  harangue,  the  tart  reply. 
The  logic,  and  the  wisdom,  and  the  wit. 
And  the  loud  laugh -^  I  long  to  know  them  all. 

Cowper. 

Oh !  as  the  bee  upon  the  flower,  I  hang 
Upon  the  honey  of  thy  eloquent  tongue. 

Bulwer'o  Lady  of  Lyons 

Her  tears  her  only  eloquence. 

Rogers  Jacqudine 
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His  words  seemM  oraeleB 
Tliat  piweM  their  boioms ;  and  each  man  would 

turn 
And  gixe  in  wonder  on  his  neighbour's  face, 
Hut  witfi  the  like  dumb  vronder  answerM  him. 

Ton  oonld  have  heard 
Hie  beating  of  joor  poises  while  he  spoke. 

Cftorge  Crtihf, 

Soch  a  Gp ! — oh,  poor'd  from  thence 
Lava  floods  of  eloquence 
Would  oome  with  ^ij  energy, 
like  tibosD  words  that  cannot  dieu 
Words  the  Grecian  warrior  spoke 
When  the  Perrian*B  chain  he  broke ; 
Or  that  low  and  honey  tone. 
Making  woman's  heart  his  own. 

L,  E.  Landon. 

The  charm  of  eloqnenoe — the  skill 

To  wake  each  secret  string, 
And  from  the  bosom's  chords  at  wiU 

Life's  momnfbl  music  bring ; 
Hie  o'ermast'ring  strength  of  mind,  which  sways 

The  haughty  and  the  free, 
Whose  might  earth's  mightiest  ones  obey, 

Tliis  charm  was  given  to  thee. 

Mt^.  EnUntry. 

then  *s  a  charm  in  deliv'ry,  a  magical  art, 
That  thrills  like  a  kiss  front  the  lip  to  the  heart ; 
*Ti8  the  glance-— the  expression — the  wellpchosen 

word  — 
By  whose  magic  the  depths  of  the  spirit  are 

Btirr'd. 
The  lip's  sofl  persuasion — ^its  musical  tone : 
Oh !  such  were  the  charms  of  that  eloquent  one ! 

Jlfrs.  Weiby. 

TTie  spell  is  thine  that  reaches 
The  heart,  and  makes  the  wisest  head  its  sport ; 
And  there's  one  rare,  strange  virtue  in  thy  speeches, 
The  secret  of  their  mastery— 4liey  are  short 

His  eloquence  is  classic  in  its  style. 

Not  briUiant  with  explosive  coruscations 

Of  heterogeneous  thoughts,  at  random  caught. 

And  scattered  like  a  shower  of  shooting  stars, 

Tliat  end  in  darkness :  no  ^— his  noble  mind 

Is  clear,  and  full,  and  stately,  and  serene. 

His  earnest  and  undazzled  eye  he  keeps 

Fix'd  on  the  sun  of  Truth,  and  breathes  his 

words 
As  easily  as  eagles  cleave  the  air ; 
And  never  pauses  till  the  height  is  won ; 
And  all  who  listen  fiiUow  where  he  leads. 

Mr9.HdU. 


EMIGRATION. 

Dovm  where  yon  anch'ring  vessel  spreads  the  sail, 
That  idly  waiting  flaps  with  ev'ry  gale, 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band. 
Pass  fifom  the  shore  and  darken  all  the  strand. 
Contented  toil,  and  hospitable  care. 
And  kind  connubial  tenderness,  are  there ; 
And  piety  with  wishes  plac'd  above, 
And  steady  loyalty,  and  fkithfbl  love. 

GoldmnUk's  De»erted  VtUagt, 
Good  heav'n  !  what  sorrows  gloom'd  that  parting 

day, 
That  call'd  them  from  their  native  walks  away. 
When  the  poor  exiles,  ev'ry  pleasure  past, 
Hung  round  the  bowr's,  and  fondly  look'd  their  last. 
And  took  a  long  farewell,  and  wish'd  in  vain 
For  seats  like  these  beyond  the  western  main; 
And  shudd'ring  still  to  face  the  distant  deep^ 
Retum'd  and  wept,  and  still  retum'd  to  weep. 

GUdnM's  DeterUd  VUlagt 

Behold  the  duteous  son,  the  sire  deeay'd. 
The  modest  matron  and  the  blushing  maid, 
Forc'd  firom  their  homes,  a  mel|ncholy  train, 
To  traverse  climes  beyond  the  western  main : 
Where  wild  Oswego  spreads  her  swamps  around. 
And  Niagara  stuns  with  thund'ring  sound ! 
E'en  now,  perhaps,  as  there  some  pilgrim  strays 
Through  tangled  fixrests,  and  through  dangerous 

ways; 
Where  beasts  with  man  divided  empire  claim. 
And  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  murd'rous  um 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempest  flies. 
And  all  around  distressfid  yells  rise ; 
The  pensive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe. 
To  stop  too  fearful,  and  too  fiiint  to  go. 
Casts  a  long  look  where  England's  glories  shine, 
And  bids  his  bosom  sympathize  with  mine. 

GoldgmUk'M  TratdUr 
Let  us  depart !  the  universal  sun 
Confhies  not  to  one  land  his  blessed  beams ; 
Nor  is  man  rooted,  like  a  tree,  whose  seed 
The  vrinds  on  some  ungenial  soil  have  cast 
There,  where  it  cannot  prosper. 

Southe^s  Mttdoc  ' 
I  hear  the  tread  of  pioneers 

Of  nations  yet  to  be, 
Hie  first  low  wash  of  waves  where  soon 
Shall  roll  a  human  sea. 

WAtttler. 
The  emigrant's  way  o'er  the  Western  desert  is 

mark'd  by 
Camp-fires  long  consum'd,  and  bones  that  bleach 
in  the  sunshine. 

JangfdkmU  EwngeUnt 
13« 
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One  look,  one  last  look. 

To  the  coti  and  the  towen, 
To  the  rows  of  oar  ▼ines 

And  the  beds  of  our  flowen^ 
To  the  church  where  the  bonet 

Of  oar  fittbere  decay*d, 
Where  we  fondly  had  deemM 

Thai  oar  own  would  bo  laid! 
Our  hearthfl  we  abandon;— 

Our  lands  we  resign;*^ 
Bat,  Fatfaw,  we  kneel 

To  no  altar  bat  thine. 

7*.  BMngUm  Xaeaulasf. 
Over  the  Rocky  Bfountains'  height, 
Like  ocean  in  its  tided  might, 

The  living  sea  rolls  onward,  on ! 
And  onward  on  the  stream  shall  pour, 
And  reach  the  ikr  Pku:ific*s  shore, 

And  fill  the  plains  of  Oregon. 

Jirn:  HMb  Poem$, 
The  aan  rang  sharply  *mid  those  ftrest  shades. 
Which  flom  creation  toward  the  sky  had  tower'd 
In  anshom  beaoty.    There,  with  vigoroos  arm. 
Wrought  a  bold  emigraat,  and  by  his  side 
His  little  son,  wi^  <|«estioa  and  response 
Beguil*d  the  time. 

Mn,  Sigournty'B  PoemM, 


EMULATION.  — (See  Ambition.) 

ENEMY. 

Hough  an  things  do  to  harm  him  what  they  can. 
No  greater  en*my  (o  himself  than  man. 

Eini9fSterUti€. 
I  love  IXnant,  mine  enemy,  nay,  admire  him ; 
His  valour  claims  it  from  me,  and  with  justice : 
He  that  could  fight  thus,  in  a  cause  not  honest ; 
His  sword  edg*d  with  defence  of  right  and  honour. 
Would  pierce  as  deep  as  lightning,  with  that  speed 

too,    -' 
And  kill  as  deadly. 

BsamnmU  mud  Fletcher. 
'T  is,  methinks,  a  strange  dearth  of  enemiesb 
When  we  seek  fi)es  among  ourselves. 

Beaumont  and  Fldeher'e  Jaland  Prineee, 
^  "Tis  ill  to  trust  a  reconciled  toe ; 
He  still  in  readiness,  you  do  not  know 
How  soon  he  may  assault  us. 

Webeter  and  Rowlej/'e  7%taeian  Wonder, 
8com  no  man's  love,  though  of  a  mean  degree : 
liore  is  a  present  for  a  mighty  king ; 
Much  less  make  any  one  thine  enemy. 

Herbert 
ImI  not  thy  &e  still  pass  without  controlling, 
Like  fame  and  snow-balls  he  *11  get  strength  fay 
niltn^.  AleynU  Creecey, 


The  fine  and  noble  wayito  kill  x  (be. 
Is  not  to  kill  him :  you  with  kindness  may 
So  change  him,  that  he  shall  cease  to  be  so; 
And  then  he  *s  slain.    Sigismund  us'd  to  say 
His  pardons  put  his  fiies  to  death ;  for  when 
He  mortify*d  their  hate,  he  kiUM  them  then. 

Ale^'e  Hemy  VII 
Hiere  *s  not  so  much  danger 
In  a  known  fiie,  as  a  suspected  friend. 

Nahb'e  Hawnbal  and  Sc^ 
Enemies,  reooncil'd. 
Are  like  wild  beasts  brought  up  to  hand ;  they  have 
More  advantage  given  them  to  be  cmeL 

KiUegrew^e  Comrptnwyh 
Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  fi-ith. 
Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interpos*d 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  which  had  else 
Like  kindred  drops  been  melted  into  one. 

Coi0p€r 
I  never  see  a  wounded  enemy. 
Or  hear  of  fi)e  slain  on  the  battle-field. 
But  I  bethink  me  of  his  pleasant  home. 
And  how  his  mother  and  his  sisters  watch 
For  one  who  never  more  returns.    Poor  souls !  , 
I  *ve  often  wept  to  think  how  they  must  weep. 

Mre.  Hale^e  Ormond  Oroevener, 


ENGAGEMENT.  — (See  Proposal.) 


ENGLAND. 

The  English  nation,  like  the  sea  it  governs. 
Is  bold  and  turbulent  and  easily  mov*d ; 
And  always  beats  against  the  shore  that  bounds  it 
Croum'e  2dpaH  ef  Henry  VI 
Bid  us  hope  for  victory : . 
We  have  a  world  within  ourselves  whose  breast 
No  foreigner  hath  unrevenged  prest 
These  thousand  years.    Hio'  Rhine  and  Rhone 

can  serve, 
And  envy  Thames  his  never  captive  streams : 
Yet  maugre  all,  if  we  ourselves  are  true. 
We  may  despise  what  all  the  earth  can  do. 

TVue  7V9afis. 
England  is  saft,  if  true  within  itselC 
*T is  better  nsing  France,  than  trusting  Frances 
Let  us  be  back*d  with  God  and  with  the  seas. 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ourselves ; 
In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safety  lies. 

Shake,  Henry  VL    Part  IlL 
England  never  did  (nor  never  shall) 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror. 
But  when  it  fixst  did  he^  to  vroond  itsel£ 

ShaJte.  King  JektL 


ENGLAND. 
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0  Enirhmd !  —  model  to  thy  iitwtrd  greatnesa, 

[ike  litde  body  with  a  mighty  heart, — 

Vfh»i  inig^ht*8t  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do, 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 

Bat  see  thy  fault !  France  hath  in  thee  found  out 

A  nest  of  hollow  bosoms,  which  he  fills 

With  treacherous  crowns. 

ShaJa.  Henry  V, 

Come  the  three  comers  of  the  world  in  arms, 
And  we  shall  shock  them ;  nought  shall  make  us 

roc. 
If  Ibgland  to  itself  do  rest  but  true. 

Shaka.  King  JoJul 
V  the  world^s  volume 
Oar  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it; 
In  a  great  pod,  a  swan's  nest 

Shahs,  Cymbdine. 

Our  sea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land. 
Is  full  of  weeds,  her  fiurest  flowers  choakM  up, 
Her  firoit-trees  all  unprunM,  her  hedges  ruin*d. 
Her  knots  disordered,  and  her  wholesome  herbs 
Swarming  with  caterpillars. 

Shakg,  Richard  J  J. 

Thia  scepterM  isle. 
This  earth  of  majesty,  this  seat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demy  Paradise, 
This  fortress,  built  by  nature  for  herself. 
Against  infection,  and  the  hand  of  war ; 
This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world, 
lliis  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea, 
Whidi  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall ; 
Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house, 
Against  the  envy  of  less  happier  lands. 

Shak$,  Richard  IL 
Tliis  land  of  such  dear  souls,  this  dear,  dear  land, 
Del  lor  her  reputation  through  the  world. 

Shak§.  Richard  IL 

Britain,  the  queen  of  isles,  our  fair  possession 
SecurM  by  natcne,  laoghs  at  foreign  ibroe ; 
Her  ships  her  bulwark,  and  the  sea  her  dike. 
Sees  plenty  m  her  lap,  and  braves  the  world. 

Havar^s  King  Chatlm  L 
Whether  this  portion  of  the  world  were  rent. 
By  the  rude  ocean,  from  the  continent. 
Or  thus  created ;  it  was  sure  design*d 
To  be  the  sacred  refuge  of  mankind. 

WaUer  to  the  Lord  PrcUeUnr, 

Island  of  bliss !  amid  the  subject  seas, 
lliat  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coast,  set  up, 
At  once,  the  wonder,  terror,  and  delight, 
Of  distant  nations :  Whose  remotest  shores 
Can  soon  be  shaken  by  thy  naval  arm ; 
Not  to  be  shook  thyself;  but  all  assaults 
Baffling,  as  thy  hoar  cliffs  the  load  sea  wave. 

ThommnC$  SeamnM. 


A  Hampden  too  is  thine,  iUostrious  land. 
Wise,  strenuous,  firm,  of  unaubmitting  soul. 
Who  8terom*d  the  torrent  of  a  downwud  age 
To  slavery  prone,  and  bade  thee  rise  again 
In  all  thy  native  pomp  of  freedom  bold. 
Bright  at  his  call,  the  age  of  men  effalg*d. 
Of  men  on  whom  late  time  a  kindling  eye 
Shall  turn,  and  tyrants  tremble  while  they  mid. 

Thomson**  Seaaong, 
'T  is  liberty  crowns  Britannia's  Isle, 
And  makes  her  barren  rocks  and  her  bleak  moun- 
tains smile.  Addiaon, 

0  native  isle  I  fair  freedom's  happiest  se^i! 
At  thought  of  thee,  my  bounding  pulses  beat; 
At  thought  of  thee  my  heart  impatient  burns; 
And  all  my  country  to  my  soul  returns. 

When  shall  I  see  those  fields,  whose  plenteous  grain 
No  powV  can  ravish  from  th'  industrious  swain  7 
When  kiss,  with  pious  love,  the  sacred  earth 
That  gave  a  Burleigh  or  a  Russell  birth  ? 
Whon-^n  the  shade  of  laws  that  kmg  have  stood, 
Propt  by  their  care  or  strengthen'd  by  their  Uood,-* 
Of  fearless  independence  wisely  vain. 
The  proudest  slave  of  Bourbon's  race  disdain. 

Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye, 

1  see  the  lords  of  human  kind  pass  by; 
Intent  on  high  designs,  a  thoughtibl  band. 

By  fi>rms  unfashion'd,  fresh  from  nature's  hand. 
Fierce  in  their  native  hardiness  of  soul, 
True  to  imagin'd  right,  above  control ; 
While  e'en  the  peasant  boasts  these  rights  to  scan, 
And  learns  to  venerate  himself  as  man. 

OddmdOCs  TrawSUr 

England,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  love  thee  still. 
My  country !  and  while  yet  a  nook  is  left 
Where  English  names  and  manners  may  be  feund 
Shall  be  constrain'd  to  love  thee.    Though  th> 

clime 
Be  fickle,  and  thy  year,  most  part,  defbrm'd 
With  dripping  rains,  or  wither'd  by  a  fix)st. 
I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  skies 
And  fields  without  a  flower,  for  warmer  France 
With  all  her  vines ;  nor  for  Ausonia's  groves 
Of  golden  fruitage  and  her  myrtle  bowers. 

Coioper>  7u4k. 

Thee  therefore  still,  blame-worthy  as  thou  art. 
With  all  thy  loss  of  empire,  and  though  squeezed 
By  public  exigence,  'till  annual  food 
Fails  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  state. 
Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  the  chiet 
Among  the  nations,  seeing  thou  art  free ! 
My  native  nook  of  earth. 

Cowpm*a  TtuL 
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He  had  an  English  look ;  that  is,  was  square 
In  make,  of  a  complexion  white  and  niddj,    . 
Good  teeth,  with  curling,  rather  dark  brown  hair, 
And  it  might  be  from  thought,  or  toil,  or  study. 
An  open  brow  a  little  mark*d  with  care. 

Byron* 

"  England  with  all  thy  faults  I  love  thee  still," 

I  said  at  Calais,  and  have  not  forgot  it ; 

I  like  t)  speak  and  lubricate  my  fill ; 

I  like  the  government  (but  that  is  not  it) ; 

I  like  the  freedom  of  the  press  and  quill ; 

I  like  the  **  Habea$  Corpwf^  (when  we  Ve  got  it) : 

I  like  a  parliamentary  debate, 

Particularly  when  H  is  not  too  late ; 

I  line  the  taxes,  when  they're  not  too  many ; 

I  like  a  sea-coal  fire,  when  not  too  dear ; 

I  like  «  beef-steak,  too,  as  well  as  any ; 

Have  no  objection  to  a  pot  of  beer ; 

I  like  the  weather,  when  it  is  not  rainy. 

That  is,  I  like  two  months  of  every  year. 

And  so  God  save  the  regent,  diurch  and  king ! 

Which  means  that  I  like  all  and  every  thing. 

Our  standing  army,  and  disbanded  seamen, 

Poor*s  rate,  reform,  my  own,  the  nation^s  debt. 

Our  little  riots  just  to  show  we  are  fi*eemen. 

Our  trifling  bankruptcies  in  the  gazette, 

Our  cloudy  climate,  and  our  chilly  women« 

All  these  I  can  forgive,  and  those  ibrget. 

And  greatly  venerate  our  recent  gk>ries, 

And  wish  they  were  not  owing  to  the  tories. 

'  Byron's  Bqppo, 

The  firec,  fair  homes  of  England ! 

Long,  long,  in  hut  and  hall. 
May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  rcarM 

To  guard  each  hallowM  wall ! 
And  green  for  ever  be  the  groves, 

And  bright  the  flowery  sod. 
Where  first  the  child's  glad  spirit  loves 

Its  country  and  its  God ! 

Mro.  Hemans. 
England !  my  country,  great  and  free ! 
Heart  of  the  world,  I  leap  to  thee ! 

Bailey's  Festuo, 
Adieu,  oh  Fatherland  !  I  see 

Your  white  cliffs  on  th'  horizon^s  rim, 
And  though  to  freer  skies  I  flee. 

My  heart  swells  and  my  eyes  are  dim  \ 
As  knows  the  dove  the  task  you  give  her, 

When  loosed  upon  a  foreign  shore, 
iVs  spreads  the  rain-drop  in  the  river 

In  which  it  may  have  flowed  before, 
To  England,  over  vale  and  mountain. 

My  fancy  flew  from  climes  more  fair, 
My  blood,  that  knew  its  purest  fountain, 

Kaivwarm  and  fost  in  England's  air. 

Wttts's  PoenuL 


It  is  well  worth 
A  year  of  wandering,  were  it  but  to  fee! 
How  much  our  Ekigland  does  outweigh  the  world. 

Min  Landau 
I  love  thee  —  when  I  see  thee  stand 
The  hope  of  every  other  land ; 
A  sea-mark  in  the  tide  of  time. 
Rearing  to  heaven  thy  brow  sublime. 

•/•  monigoinefy* 
Thou  glorious  island  of  the  sea ! 

Tliough  wide  the  wasting  flood 
That  parts  our  distant  land  from  thee. 

We  claim  thy  generous  blood ; 
Nor  o*er  thy  far  horizon  springs 

One  hallow*d  star  of  fame. 
But  kindles,  like  ah  angePs  wings 
Our  western  skies  in  flame ! 

O.  W,  Holmes, 

ENJOYMENT. 

With  much  we  surfeit,  plenty  makes  us  poor; 
The  wretched  Indian  scorns  the  golden  ore. 

Draytan, 

*Tis  a  bliss  above  the  foign*d  Elysium 

To  clasp  a  dainty  waist;  to  kiss  a  lip 

Melts  into  nectar ;  to  behold  an  eye 

Shoot  am'rous  fires,  that  would  warm  cold  statues 

Into  life  and  motion ;  play  with  hair 

Brighter  than  that  was  stsUified. 

NaWs  Cooem  Garden, 
Go  to  your  banquet  then,  Ihil  use  delight, 
So  as  to  rise  still  with  a&  i,yifedte. 
Love  is  a  thing  most  nic<i,  itufl  must  be  fed 
To  such  a  height;  but  iau/ui  surfeited: 
What  is  beyond  the  m6<ui  tM  ever  ilL 

HenieL 

So  full  of  life  and  soul  our  joys  have  been. 
We  Ve  almost  scatter*d  life  to  all  things  round  us, 
A  thousand  times  I  've  thought  the  wanton  pictures 
Have  striven  to  leap  out  of  their  golden  frames 
That  held  them  captive,  and  come  share  with  us : 
A  thousand  times  methought  I  've  seen  their  mouths 
Striving  to  break  the  painted  shadows*  bonds 
That  held  *em  bound  in  everlasting  silence. 
And  burst  into  a  laughter  and  a  rapture. 

Crown's  Henry  VL    Part  I. 

We  all  are  children  in  our  strife  to  seize 

Each  petty  pleasure,  as  it  lures  the  sight; 
And  like  the  tall  tree,  swaying  in  the  breeze, 
Our  lofty  wishes  stoop  their  tow'ri^g  flight, 
mil,  when  the  prize  is  won,  it  seems  no  more 
Tlian  gatherM  shell  from  ocean's  countless  store 
And  ever  those,  who  would  enjoyment  gain. 
Must  find  it  in  the  purpose  they  pursue. 

Mn.  HMs  /*« 
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Grre  me  )ang  dmma  and  virioas  of  content. 
Rather  than  pleuoren  in  a  minute  spent : 
.And  since  I  knofw  befbre,  the  shedding  rose 
In  that  same  instant  doth  her  sweetness  lose ; 
Upon  the  virgin  stock  still  let  her  dwell. 
For  me  to  feast  my  longings  with  her  smelL 
Those  are  but  counterfeits  of  joy  at  best, 
Which  languish  soon  as  brought  unto  the  test, 
Nor  can  I  hold  it  worth  his  pains,  who  tries 
To  inn  that  harrest  which  by  reaping  dies. 

Dr,  King^  Bishop  of  Chichegtar. 


ENNUI. 

Alas!  I  have  nor  hope  nor  health. 
Nor  peace  within  nor  calm  around, 

Nor  that  content  surpassing  wealth 
Tlie  Mge  in  meditation  found. 

Shdley. 

Social  Ufe  is  fiUM 
With  doubts  and  vain  aspirings ;  solitude,. 
When  the  imagination  is  dethroned. 
Is  tnmM  to  weariness  and  ennuL 

Mi»$  London, 

I  am  tired  of  looking  on  what  is, 

f  oe  might  as  well  sec  beauty  never  more. 

As  kx>k  upon  it  with  an  empty  eye. 

I  would  this  world  were  oTer.    I  am  tired. 

Baitey^B  Festuo. 
They  are  mockery  a)l  —  these  skies,  these  skies, 

Heir  untroubled  depth  of  blue — 
lliey  are  mockery  all  —  those  eyes,  those  eyes. 

Which  seem  so  warm  and  true ; 
Each  tranquil  star  in  the  one  that  lies. 
Each  meteor  glance  that  at  random  flies 

Tlie  other's  lashes  through ! 
They  are  mockery  all,  these  flowers  of  spring. 

Which  her  airs  so  softly  woo— 
And  the  love  to  which  we  would  madly  cling, 

Ay,  it  is  mockery  too ! 
The  winds  are  false  which  the  perfume  stir. 

And  the  looks  deceive  to  which  we  sue ; 
And  love  but  leads  to  the  sepulchre. 

Which  flowers  spring  to  strew. 

Hcffinon, 

It  hath  been  said,  *•  for  all  who  die, 

There  is  a  tear ; 
Some  pining,  bleeding  heart  to  sigh. 

O'er  every  bier ;" 
But  In  that  hour  of  pain  and  dread, 

Who  will  draw  near. 
Around  my  humble  couch,  and  shed 

QnAfiuewelltear? 

Afrt.  A  A,  Look, 


Alas  I  that  youth's  fond  hopes  must  ftde, 

And  love  be  but  a  name, 
MHiile  its  rainbows,  fbllow'd  e*er  so  fast, 

Are  distant  still  the  same. 

Rufu9  DatDU 

ENTHUSIASM. 
No  wild  enthusiast  ever  yet  could  rest, 
*Till  half  mankind  were  like  himself  possess'd. 

Cowpa^B  Progren  of  Error. 
And  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 
Were  nothing  but  a  moral  inebriety. 

ByroiL 

In  every  secret  glance  he  stole 
The  fond  enthusiast  sent  his  souL 

Methinks  we  must  have  known  some  former 

sUte 
More  glorious  than  our  present,  and  the  heart 
Is  haunted  with  dim  memories,  shadows  left 
By  past  magnificence  $  and  hence  we  pine 
With  vain  enthusiastio  hopes  that  fill 
The  eyes  with  tears  for  their  own  vanity. 

Mtm  Lanion, 
I  gaze  upon  the  thousand  stars 

That  fill  the  midnight  sky ; 
And  wish,  so  passionately  wish, 

A  light  like  theirs  on  high. 
I  have  such  eagerness  of  hope 

To  benefit  my  kind ; 
I  fbel  as  if  immortal  power 

Were  given  to  my  mind. 

Mioo  Landan 
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And  next  to  him  malicious  Envy  rode 
Upon  a  ravenous  wolfe,  and  still  did  chaw 
Between  his  cankered  teeth  a  venemous  tode, 
That  all  the  poison  ran  about  his  jaw ; 
But  inwardly  he  chawed  his  own  maw 
At  neighbour's  wealth  that  made  him  ever  sad 
For  death  it  was  when  any  good  he  saw ; 
And  wept,  that  cause  of  weeping  none  he  had ; 
And  when  he  heard  of  harme  he  waxed  wondrous 
glad.  Spen9Br*a  Fairy  QuoetL 

And  if  she  hapt  of  any  good  to  heare. 
That  had  to  any  happily  betid. 
Then  would  she  inly  firet,  and  grieve,  and  teal  a 
Her  flesh  for  folnesse,  which  she  inward  hid  • 
But  if  she  heard  of  ill  that  any  did, 
Or  harme  that  any  had,  then  would  she  make 
Great  cheare,  like  one  unto  a  banquet  bid : 
And  in  another's  losee  great  pleasure  take, 
As  she  had  got  thereby,  and  gayned  a  great  stake 
8pem€i*9  Fairy  Qvers 
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Her  hands  were  fbule  and  dirty,  nerer  wathfc 
In  all  her  life,  with  long-  najlee  overraoght, 
like  puttocVs  elawee,  with  th'  one  of  which  she 

ecratcht 
Her  cursed  head,  although  it  itched  naught. 
The  other  held  a  snake  with  venom  fraught 
On  which  she  fed  and  gnawed  hungrily, 
As  if  that  lonf  sh^  had  not  eaten  aught ; 
That  round  about  Her  jawes  one  might  descry 
The  bloudie  gore  and  poyson  dropping  loathsomely. 
Sp«Mar'9  Fairy  Queen, 

He  hated  all  good  works  and  virtuous  deeds; 
And  him  no  less,  that  any  like  did  use : 
And  who  with  gracious  bread  the  hungry  feeds, 
His  alms  for  want  of  faith  he  doth  accuse : 
So  every  good  to  bad  he  doth  abuse : 
And  eke  the  verse  of  famous  poets*  wit 
He  does  backbite,  and  spiteful  poison  spues 
From  leprous  mouth,  on  all  that  ever  vtrrit : 
Such  one  vile  envy  was,  that  first  in  row  did  sit 
Spenser'e  Faity  Queen, 

Envj  with  a  pale  and  meagre  face  (whose 
Body  was  lean,  that  one  might  fell  all 
Her  bones,  and  whose  garment  was  so  tatter*d 
That  it  was  easy  to  number  ev*ry 
Thread)  stood  shooting  at  stars,  whose  darts  fell 
down 

Again  on  her  own  face. 

lAOfe  Endymum, 

His  name  was,  while  he  liv'd,  above  all  envy, 
And  being  dead,  without  it 

JoneoiCe  Sejanue, 

For  the  true  condition  of  envy,  is, 

Dolor  aliena  feUeitatie  ;  to  have 

Our  eyes  continually  fix*d  upon  another 

Man's  prosperity,  that  is,  his  chief  happiness, 

And  to  grieve  at  that 

Jonson'e  Every  Man  out  of  Me  Humour, 

ESnvy  is  but  the  smoke  of  low  estate, 
Asoendinf  still  against  the  fortunate. 

Lord  Brooke^e  Ala^m. 
J^vj  not  greatness ;  fer  thou  mak*st  thereby 
Thyself  the  worse ;  and  so  the  distance  greater. 
Be  not  thine  own  worm :  yet  such  jealousy 
As  hurts  not  othen  but  makes  thee  better, 
Ik  a  good  spur.     . 

Herbert 
For  envy  doth  invade 
Works  oreathlng  to  eternity,  and  cast 
Upcn  the  fairest  piece  the  greatest  shade. 

Aleyn'9  Henry  VIL 
Btfi^eatM  his  feet  pale  envy  bites  her  ehain. 
Aaa  aoaky  dipcord  whets  her  sting  in  vain. 

Sir  John  BeaumonL 


Envy  is  proud,  nor  strikes  at  what  is  low. 
And  they  shall  only  feel,  who  scorn  her  blow: 
She  <m  no  base  advantage  will  insist; 
Nor  strive  with  any,  bat  that  can  rosbt 

GomermuL 
Great  and  good  penone  well  may  be 
From  guilt,  but  not  fiom  envy  fiee. 

BoTorCe  Mirsm, 

Of  all  antagonists,  most  charity 
I  find  in  envious  men :  For  they  do 
Sooner  hurt  themselves,  than  hurt  or  me  or 
Him  that  nued  me  up.    An  envious  man  is 
Made  of  thoughts :  To  ruminate  much  doth  meh 
The  brain,  and  make  the  heart  grow  lean.    Such 

men 
As  these,  that  in  opposing  wasts  their  premier 
Strength ;  that  sacrifice  themselves  in  silly 
Hope  to  butcher  us ;  save  revenge  a  labour; 
And  die  to  make  experiment  of  wrath. 

Sir  W,  Davenant'e  Crud  BnHher. 

Thy  wit,  thy  valour,  and  thy  delicate  form. 
Were  mighty  feulta,  which  the  world  could  not 

bear. 
No  wonder  the  vile  envy  of  the  base 
PursuM  thee,  when  the  noble  could  not  bear  thee, 
Croum'e  Henry  IV.    Parti, 

Now  I  feel 
Of  what  coarse  metal  you  are  moulded  —  envy. 
How  eagerly  you  fellow  my  disgraces, 
As  if  it  fed  ye ;  and  how  sleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  ruin ! 
Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  malice ; 
You  have  Christian  warrant  fer  them ;  and,  no 

doubt, 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

My  heart  laments  that  virtue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

Shake.  JuUue  de 


Base  envy  withers  at  another's  joy. 

And  hates  that  excellence  it  cannot  reach. 

ThanmnCe  Seaeone, 

Yet  much  is  talkM  of  bliss ;  it  is  the  art 
Of  such  as  have  the  world  in  their  possession, 
To  give  it  a  good  name,  that  feols  may  envy ; 
For  envy  to  small  minds  is  flattery. 

Youf^g^e  Reoenge, 

Here  stood  ill-nature  like  an  ancient  maid. 
Her  wrinkled  ferm  in  black  and  white  array'd; 
With  store  of  prayers,  fer  mornings,  nights,  and 

noons. 
Her  hands  are  fiii'd ;  her  bosom  with  lampoons. 
Pipe's  Rape  of  the  Lock, 


EQUAUTY  -BlttK«- JBTIQUETTE. 
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Eb?7  will  m^t  as  its  shade  yunrae  | 

But  like  a  shadow,  proves  Uie  substance  true. 

With  that  naiigBaiit  envy,  wJiieh  turns  pale, 
Aad  sickens,  eren  if  a  friend  prevail^ 
Which  merit  and  success  pursues  with  hate. 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate. 

ChurehiW9  Rtmcuid, 

Tet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace, 
llie  women  pardonM  all  except  her  face. 

Byrom. 

Bnvy  dogs  sneeess ; 
And  eveiy  victor's  crown  is  lin*d  with  thorns. 
And  worn  'mid  scofik 

Mi$$  London, 

Cold  words  that  hide  the  envious  thoughts. 

waKs. 


EQUALITY. 

Who  can  in  reason  then  or  right  assume 
Monarchy  over  such  as  live  by  right 
His  equals,  if  in  pow'r  or  splendour  less, 
In  freedom  equal  7 

JftZton's  Paradi$e  Lnt. 

Equal  nature  fiuhion'd  us 
All  in  one  mould.    The  bear  serves  not  the  bear, 
Ncr  the  wolf  the  wolf;  'twas  odds  of  strength  in 

tjrrants, 
Hiat  pluek'd  the  first  link  from  the  golden  chain 
With  which  that  thing  ofiiuigB  bound  in  the  world. 
Why  then,  since  we  are  taught,  by  their  examples. 
To  kyfe  oar  liberty,  if  not  command. 
Should  the  strong  serve  the  weak,  tlie  fiiir  defitrm'd 

ones? 
Or  loch  as  know  the  cause  of  things,  pay  tribute 
To  ignorant  fools  7    All 's  but  the  outward  gloss. 
And  politic  fiinn,  that  does  distinguish  us. 

Mastinger't  Bondman, 

Goorider  man,  weigh  well  thy  frame. 
The  king,  the  beggar  are  the  same ; 
Dust  form'd  us  aU.    Each  breathes  his  day. 
Then  sinks  into  his  native  clay. 

Cfay'o  FahUo. 
He  was  my  equal  at  his  birth, 
A  naked,  helpless,  weeping  child ; 
—And  such  are  bom  to  thrones  on  earth : 
Oa  sock  hath  every  mother  smiled. 

J,  Mottigonury. 
My  equal  he  will  be  again 
Down  in  that  cold  oblivious  gloom. 
Where  aU  the  prostrate  ranks  of  men 
Crowds  vithoot  ieUowBkip,.the  tcmb. 

J,  Moidgcmory, 


Welly  one  may  trail  her  silken  robe. 

And  bind  her  locks  with  pearls. 
And  one  may  wreathe  the  woodland  rose 

Among  her  floating  curls ; 
And  one  may  tread  the  dewy  grass. 

And  one  the  marble  floor. 
Nor  half-hid  bosom  heave  the  less, 

Nor  broider'd  corset  more. 

O.  W,  Hdmm, 

Childien  of  wealth  or  want,  to  each  is  given 
One  spot  of  green,  and  all  the  blue  of  heaven ! 

O.  W.  Holmu. 


ERROR. 

O  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child ! 

Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 

The  things  that  are  not  7  O  error,  soon  conceived* 

Thou  never  com'st  unto  a  happy  birth, 

But  kill'st  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 

Shako,  Juliuo  Cmoar. 
But  as  a  dog  that  turns  the  spit 
Bestirs  himself  and  plies  his  feet 
To  climb  the  wheel,  but  all  in  vain. 
His  own  weight  brings  him  down  again. 
And  still  he 's  in  the  selfsame  plaoe. 
Where  at  his  setting  out  he  was. 

BtdUi'o  Hudibrn 
When  people  once  are  in  the  wrong. 
Each  line  they  add  is  much  too  long ; 
Who  fastest  walks,  but  walks  astray 
Is  only  furthest  from  his  way. 

Prior'o  Abm 


-By  tasting  of  the  fruit  forbid 


Where  they  sought  knowledge  they  did  error 
find, 
111  they  desir'd  to  know,  and  ill  they  did. 
And  to  give  passion  eyes  made  reason  blind. 

Doeies'  JmmortaUty  ff  Out  Sotd, 

Error  is  worse  than  ignorance. 

BaOey'oFootm 

—  Error's  monstrous  shapes  from  earth  are  driven  * 

They  fiide,  they  fls^^ut  truth  survives  the  flight 

BryanL-^JTioAgot 

Verily,  there  is  nothing  so  true,  that  the  damps  o^ 
error  hath  not  warp'd  it 

Ti^pai'o  PrmeMd  PhOooophy 


ETIQUETTE. 

There 's  nothing  in  the  world  like  eoquotts 
In  kingly  chambers  or  imperial  ImLs, 
As  also  at  the  race  and  ommty  balbu 
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JEVENING. 


There  was  a  general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriggle, 
But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 

Harshly  falls 
The  doom  upon  the  ear, — **  She  *s  not  genteel  !** 
And  pitiless  is  woman  who  doth  keep 
Of  **  good  society**  the  golden  key! 
And  gentiemcn  are  bound,  as  are  the  stars. 
To  stoop  not  afler  rising. 

WiBiif$  Poems. 


EVENING. 

The  sun, 
Declin'd,  was  hasting  now  with  prone  career 
To  th*  ocean  isles,  and  in  th'  ascending  scale 
Of  ncaven  the  stars  that  usher  evening  rose. 

MUtmCs  Paradiu  LotL 
The  weary  sun  hath  made  a  golden  set. 
And  by  the  bright  track  of  his  fiery  car, 
GiTes  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. 

Shaki.  Richard  III. 
See  the  dcsccndmg  sun, 
Scatt*ring  his  beams  about  him  as  he  sinks, 
And  gildmg  heaven  above,  and  seas  beneath. 
With  paint  no  mortal  pencil  can  express. 

IfopHns's  Pfnhti. 
l^ie  sun  hath  lost  his  rage :  his  downward  orb 
Shoots  nothing  now  but  animating  warmth. 
And  vital  lustre ;  that  with  various  ray 
Lights  up  the  clouds,  those  beauteous  robes  of 

heaven. 
Incessant  roUM  into  romantic  shapes. 
The  dream  of  waking  fancy. 

7%oifisoft*s  ^eeitofit. 
Now  the  Bofl  hour 
Of  walking  comes;  i>r  him  who  lonely  .oves 
To  seek  the  distant  hUls,  and  there  converse 
With  nature ;  there  to  harmonize  his  heart. 
And  in  pathetic  song  to  breathe  around 
The  harmony  to  others. 

nwmtmU  Seamnu. 

Hie  curfew  toOs  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o'er  the  lea. 
The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 
Now  fiides  the  glimmering  landscape  on  the  sight. 
And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds. 
Save  where  the  beetie  wheels  his  droning  flight. 
And  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant  folds. 
Bave  that  fiom  yorder  ivy-mantied  tower. 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain 
Of  such  as,  wandering  near  her  secret  bower. 
Molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign. 

Oray'i  Churek-YanL 


In  the  western  sly  the  downward  won 
Looks  out,  eflhlgent,  fhxn  amid  the  flush 
Of  broken  douds,  gay-shifting  to  his  beam. 

The  dews  of  the  evening  most  carefully  shun ; 
Those  tears  of  the  sky  for  the  loss  of  the  sun. 

Lord  CheiUrJidd, 

Now  stir  the  fire,  and  dose  the  shutters  ftst, 
Let  &11  the  curtains,  wheel  the  sofa  round. 
And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud  hissing  urn 
Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cups, 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each. 
So  let  us  welcome  peacefiil  evening  in. 

Cowper'o  Tatk 

This  as  I  guess  should  be  th'  appointed  time : 
For  o'er  our  heads  have  pass'd  on  homeward  wing 
Dark  flights  of  rooks,  and  daws,  and  flocking  birds 
Wheeling  aloft  vrith  wild  dissonant  screams ; 
Whilst  firom  each  hollow  glen  and  river's  bed 
Rose  the  white  curling  mist,  and  softly  stole 
Up  the  dark  wooded  banks. 

Joanna  BaSXH^o  Efhw^*^ 

Now  from  his  crystal  urn,  with  chilling  hand. 
Vesper  has  sprinkled  all  the  earth  vrith  dew, 
A  misty  veil  obscured  the  neighbouring  land. 
And  shut  the  &ding  landscape  from  their  view. 

Mro.  Tighe. 
The  sultry  summer  day  is  done. 
The  western  hills  have  hid  the  sun. 
But  mountain  peak  and  village  spire 
Retain  reflection  of  his  fire. 

8eatt$  RokOf. 
It  was  an  evening  bright  and  still 
As  ever  blush'd  on  wave  or  bower, 
Smiling  from  heaven,  as  if  nought  ill 
Could  happen  in  so  sweet  an  hour. 

JIfoore's  Looeo  of  tftc  Angdo, 

Now  the  noon, 
Wearied  with  sultry  toil,  declines  and  fiJls 
Into  the  mellow  eve : — the  west  puts  on 
Her  gorgeous  beauties — palaces  and  halls. 
And  towen,  all  carv'd  of  the  unstable  ckmd. 
Welcome  the  calmly  VTuning  monarch-^he 
Sinks  gentiy  midst  that  glorious  canopy 
Down  on  his  couch  of  rest — even  like  a  proud 
King  of  the  earth — the  ocean. 

Bsisrti^ 
A  paler  shadow  straws 
Its  mantie  o'er  the  mountains ;  parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pang  imbues 
With  a  new  colour  as  it  gasps  away. 
The  last  still  lovedust,  tiU—'tis  gone— and  all 
k  grey.  Byron'o  CkOde  HarM. 
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How  dear  to  me  the  ho%a  when  Idaylight  dies, 
And  sanbeanw  melt  alongf  the  silent  sea, 
For  then  sweet  dreams  «f  other  days  aiise^ 
And  neinory  breathes  her  vesper  sigh  to  thee. 

U  is  the  hour  when  from  the  boughs 
The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heard; 
It  is  the  hour  when  lovers^  tows 
Seem  sweet  in  eT*rj  whisper'd  word; 
And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near, 
Make  mosie  to  the  lonely  ear. 

Byron^M  Pmritma. 

Ave  Maria!  blessed  be  the  hour! 
The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot  where  I  so  oil 
HaTe  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 
Sink  o^er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft, 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower, 
Or  the  fiunt  dying  day-hymn  stole  alofl. 
And  not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air, 
And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem*d  stirr'd  with  prayer. 
Soil  hour !  which  makes  the  wish  and  melts  the 

heart 
Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day; 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart ; 
Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way, 
As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start, 
Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day*s  decay ; 
Is  this  a  fkncy  which  our  reason  scorns  7 
Ah !  surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns ! 

Bynm, 
Come  to  the  sunset  tree ! 

the  day  is  past  and  gone; 
Ihe  woodman's  ase  lies  free. 

And  the  reaper's  work  is  done; 
The  twilight  star  to  heaven. 

And  the  summer  dew  to  flowers, 
And  rest  to  us  is  given 

By  the  cool,  soft  evening  hours. 

Jnirs.  ASffuifis. 
Sweet  is  the  hour  of  rest, 
fPleasant  the  wind's  low  sigh. 
And  the  gleaming  of  the  west. 

And  the  turf  whereon  we  lie. 

The  summer  day  has  dos'd  —  the  sun  is  set : 
Wdl  have  they  done  their  office,  those  bright  hours, 
The  latest  of  whose  train  goes  softly  out 
In  the  red  west 

Btysnfs  Poems. 

.Then  insect  wings  are  glittering  in  the  beam 
Of  the  low  sun,  and  mountain-tops  are  bright, 

Oh,  let  me  by  the  crystal  valley-stream 
Wander  amid  the  mild  and  mellow  light; 

And  while  the  red-breast  pipes  his  evening  lay. 

Give  me  one  lonely  hour  to  hymn  the  setting  day. 


Fairest  of  all  that  earth  beholds,  the  hues 
That  live  among  the  clouds,  and  flush  the  air, 
Lingering  and  deepening  at  the  hour  of  dews. 

Bryanl's  Pornnt 

Tlie  west  with  second  pomp  is  bright. 
Though  in  the  east  the  dusk  is  thickening. 

Twilight's  first  star  breaks  forth  in  white, 
Into  night's  gold  each  moment  quickening. 

Street's  Poems 

The  tender  Twilight  with  a  crimson  cheek 
Leans  on  the  breast  of  Eve.    The  wayward  wind 
Hath  folded  her  fleet  pinions,  and  gone  down 
To  slumber  by  the  darken'd  woods. 

Isaec  M*Ldlan^  Jr. 


EVIL. 

Still  we  love 
The  evil  we  do,  until  ^  suffer  it 

Jon9on'*$  CatUinfu 

If  he  arm,  arm ;  if  he  strew  mines  of  treason. 
Meet  him  with  countermines ;  it  is  justice  still 
For  goodness  sake  t'  encounter  ill  with  ilL 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

There  is  some  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil. 
Would  men  observingly  distil  it  out ; 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  utf  early  stirrers ; 
Which  is  both  healthful  and  good  husbandry. 
Besides  they  are  our  outward  consciences. 
And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonishing. 
That  we  should  dress  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  we  may  gather  honey  from  the  weed. 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  dovil  himself. 

Shakg,  Henry  F. 

Timely  advised,  the  coming  evil  shun  I 

Prior. 

Evil  is  hmited.    One  cannot  form 

A  scheme  for  universal  eviL 

Baile^B  FettUM. 

Evil  then  results  from  imperfection. 

Bailey 

Many  surmises  of  evil  alann  the  hearts  of  tlte 
people.  ZiOngfeUow'B  Evatigdine. 

EXAMPLE. 

No  age  hath  been,  since  nature  first  began 
To  work  Jove's  wonders,  but  hath  left  behind 
Some  deeds  of  praise  for  mirrors  unto  man. 
Which  more  than  threatfiil  laws  have  men  incUn  d  • 
To  tiead  the  paths  of  praiso  excites  the  mind ; 
Minors  tie  thoughts  to  virtue's  due  respects ; 
Examples  hasten  deeds  to  good  effecla. 

Mirror  fir  Ma^iunut 
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EXCELLENCE  -EXBCUnON-EXERCISE-EXILE. 


A  ftult  doth  never  with  remoras 
Our  minds  so  deeply  move, 
As  when  another's  ^uptless  life 
Chir  error  doth  reprove. 

BrandmU  Antmny  to  OcUnku 

For  as  the  ligrht 
Not  only  serves  to  show,  but  render  us 
Mutually  profitable;  so  our  lives, 
in  acts  ezeinplary,  not  only  win 
Ourselves  good  names,  but  do  to  others  give 
Matter  for  virtuous  deeds,  by  which  we  live. 

Chapman. 
Heaven  me  such  uses  send; 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad ;  but  by  bad,  mend ! 

If  men  of  good  lives, 
Wh<\  by  their  virtuous  actions,  stir  up  others 
To  noble  and  religious  imttation. 
Receive  the  greater  glory  afler  death. 
As  sin  must  needs  confess ;  what  may  they  feel 
In  height  of  torments,  and  in  weight  of  ven- 
geance. 
Not  only  they  themselves  not  doing  well, 
But  set  a  light  up  to  show  men  to  hell  7 

MiddUbm. 

EXCELLENCE.  — (See  Merit.) 


EXECUTION. 

You  few  that  lovM  roe, 
And  daro  bo  bold  to  weep  lor  Buckingham, 
His  noble  friends,  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying. 
Go  with  mc,  like  good  angels,  to  my  end; 
And  as  the  long  divorce  of  steel  falls  on  me, 
Maiic  of  your  prayers  one  sweet  sacrifice. 
And  lift  my  soul  to  heaven.  — Lead  on,  o*  God's 
name !  Shakt.  Henry  VJIL 

*T  is  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to-morrow 
Thou  must  be  mado  immortal. 

ShakB.  Mm.  for  Men. 
See  they  suffer  death ; 
But  in  their  deaths  remember  tliey  are  tnen: 
Strain  not  the  laws,  to  make  their  tortures  grievous. 

Addutm'B  CaUk 

Slave!  do  thine  office! 
strike  a«  I  struck  the  iota !    Strike  as  I  would 
Have  struck  those  tyrants!    Strike  deep  as  my 

curse! 
(itiike — aad  but  ooce' 

Bfrme§Ihg9^Vtm€€. 


EXERCISE. 

He  does  allot  fijr  every  exercise 

A  sev'ral  hour ;  for  sloth,  the  nurse  of  vices, 

And  rust  of  action,  is  a  stranger  to  him. 

MoBBtnger'B  Duke  of  Florenen^ 

No  body  *s  healthful  without  exercise : 
Just  wars  are  exercises  of  a  state ; 
Virtue  *s  in  motion,  and  contends  to  rise 
With  generous  ascents  above  a  mate. 

Aleyh'9  Poictian, 

Weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. 

Shakg.  Cymbdma, 

EXILE. 

O  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  of  death ! 
Must  I  thus  leave  thee.  Paradise  7  thus  leave 
Thee,  native  soil,  these  happy  walks  and  shades. 
Fit  haunt  of  gods  7  where  I  had  hop*d  to  spends 
Quiet  though  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day 
That  must  be  mortal  to  us  both. 

MiUon'B  ParadUe  LotL 
Some*  natural  tear^  they  dropt,  but  vnp'd  them 

soon; 
The  world  was  all  before  them,  where  to  choose 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  their  guide : 
They  hand  in  hand,  with  wandVing  steps  and  slow. 
Through  Eden  took  theur  solitary  way. 

MiUon'i  Paradi9B  ImL 
But  me,  not  dcstinM  such  delights  to  share. 
My  prime  of  life  in  wandering  spent  and  care : 
Impelled,  with  steps  unceasing,  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the  view; 
That,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies, 
Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flics ; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverse  realms  alone, 
And  find  no  spot  of  all  the  world  my  own. 

Gold9mith*9  7Vsve2&r. 

Yes,  yes!  from  out  the  herd,  like  a  mark*d  deer. 
They  drive  the  poor  distraught    The  storms  of 

heaven 

Beat  on  him :  gaping  hinds  stare  at  his  woe; 
And  no  one  stops  to  bid  hcav*n  speed  his  way. 

Joanna  BaiUie'9  P^healdL 
And  the  bark  sets  sail; 
And  he  is  gone  from  all  he  loves  for  ever ! 
His  wife,  his  bojrs,  and  his  disconsolate  parents ! 
Gone  in  the  dead  of  night  —  unseen  of  any-~ 
Without  a  word,  a  look  of  tenderness. 
To  be  call'd  up,  when,  in  his  lonely  hoora, 
He  would  indulge  in  weeping. 

R^g9rt^9  luHy 
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Ubhappy  1m  !  wlw  from  the  first  of  joja, 
Society,  cut  off,  is  Ififi  alone 
Amid  this  world  of  death.    Day  after  day. 
Sad  on  the  jnttingf  eminence  he  sits, 
And  views  the  main  that  ever  toils  below ; 
Still  fondly  forming  in  the  farthest  verge. 
Where  the  round  ether  mixes  with  the  wave, 
Slips,  dim^ifleo¥er*d,  dropping  from  the  cloods ; 
At  evening,  to  the  aetting  sun  he  turns 
A  moomful  eye,  and  down  his  dying  heart 
Smks  helpless. 

ThomnfiC9  Seatom. 

Oh!  when  shall  I  Tisit  the  land  of  my  birth, 

Hw  lofeliest  land  on  the  face  of  the  earth  7 

When  shall  I  those  scenes  of  affection  exploie^ 

Oat  forests,  our  ibontains. 

Oar  hamleta,  qpr  mountains. 

With  the  pride  of  our  mountams,  the  maid  I 

adore? 
Oh !  when  shall  I  dance  on  the  daisy-white  mead, 
la  the  shade  of  an  efan,  to  tiie  sound  of  the  reed  7 

Even  now,  as,  wandering  upon  Erie*s  shore, 
I  hear  Niagara's  distant  cataract  roar, 
I  sigh  for  England  —  oh !  these  weary  feet 
Have  many  a  mile  to  journey,  hie  we  meet 

Jioorc. 

Ah  I  you  never  yet 
Were  hi  away  from  Venice,  never  saw 
Her  beautiful  towers  in  the  receding  distance, 
While  every  furrow  of  your  vesscl^s  track 
Seem*d  ploughing  deep  into  your  heart ;  you  never 
Saw  day  go  down  upon  your  native  spires 
So  calmly  with  its  gold  and  crimson  glory. 
And  ailer  dreaming  a  disturbed  vision 
Of  them  and  theirs,  awoke  and  found  them  not 
Byron— The  Tvoo  Foicaru 

The  nighUbreexe  freshens-— she  that  day  had  passM 
In  watching  all  that  Hope  proclaimed  a  mast; 
Sadly  she  safe — 0n  high  —  impatience  bore 
At  last  her  footsteps  to  the  midnight  shore : 
And  here  she  wander*d,  heedless  of  the  q>ray 
That  dashM  her  garments  ofl,  and  warnM  away ; 
She  saw  not  —  felt  not  this,  nor  dar*d  depart ; 
Nor  deemM  it  cold  —  her  chill  was  at  her  heart 
ByrotCe  Corsair, 

But  no !  it  came  not ;  fast  and  far  away 

The  shadow  bssen'd  as  it  clearM  the  bay. 

She  gaz-d,  and  flung  the  sea-foam  from  her  eyes. 

To  watch  as  fi>r  a  rainbow  in  the  skies. 

On  the  horizon  verg*d  the  distant  deck. 

Diminish^  —  dwindled  to  a  very  speck  — 

Then  vanished. 

ByraiCM  Idand. 


Deserted  is  my  own  good  hall. 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 

Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wall. 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 

Byron's  Childe  Harold, 
I  depart. 
Whither  I  know  not ;  but  the  hour  *s  gone  by. 
When  Allan's  lessening  shores  could  grieve  or 
glau  mine  eye. 

Bynfri's  ChiUU  HaroUL 

Once  more  upon  the  waters !  yet  once  more ! 
And  the  waves  bound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider.    Welcome,  to  their  roar  1 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  whcresoe'er  it  lead ! 
Though  the  strain*d  mast  should  quiver  as  a  reed, 
And  the  rent  canvass  fluttering  strew  the  gale* 
Still  must  I  on ;  for  I  am  as  a  weed. 
Flung  from  the  rock,  on  ocean*s  foam,  to  sail 
Where'er  the  surge  may  sweeps  the  tempest's 
breath  prevail. 

Byron's  ChUde  Harold, 

**  Farewell,  my  ^ain !  a  hag  farewell !"  be  cried  * 
**  Perhaps  I  may  revisit  thee  no  more. 
But  die,  as  many  an  exiled  heart  hath  died. 
Of  its  own  thirst  to  see  again  thy  shore." 

Bynm's  CkUde  HarM 
What  exile  from  himself  can  flee  7 
To  zones,  though  more  and  more  remote. 
Still,  still  pursues,  where'er  I  be, 
The  blight  of  life  — the  demon  thought 

Bynm, 

Home,  kindred,  friends,  and  country  -^  these 

Are  ties  with  which  we  never  part ; 
From  clime  to  dime,  o'er  land  and  seas, 

We  bear  them  with  us  in  our  heart : 
But,  oh !  His  hard  to  feel  resign'd. 
When  these  must  all  be  left  behind ! 

•/.  laonitgonttjfm 
But  doth  the  exile's  heart  serenely  there 
In  sunshine  dWcU  7    Ah !  when  was  exile  Ueet  7 
When  did  bright  scenes,  clear  heavens,  or  aumm«r 

air 
Chase  from  his  soul  the  fever  of  unrest  7 

JVrt.  HotnmM 
An  exile,  ill  in  heart  and  frames— 
A  wanderer,  weary  of  the  way  ;-^ 
A  stranger,  without  love's  sweet  claim 
On  any  heart,  go  where  I  may ! 

Jtfrt.  Osgood 

Beloved  country !  banish'd  fit>m  thy  shoie, 
A  stranger  in  this  prison-house  of  clay. 
Hie  exil'd  spirit  weeps  and  sighs  for  thee  I 
Heavenward  the  bright  nerfectious  I  adore  direer 
Loiy/fiUmo*9  Potm» 
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And  thcj  who  before  were  strangerB, 
Meeting  in  exile,  became  straightway  as  friends 
to  each  other. 

LmgfdlmD^B  EtangdiM, 

EXPERIENCE. 

Experience  wounded  is  the  school 
Where  man  learns  piercing  wisdom,  oat  of  smart 
Lord  Brook'a  Mtutapka, 

I  know  thy  loyal  heart,  and  prudent  head ; 
Upon  whose  hairs,  time's  child,  experience,  hangs 
A  milk-white  badge  of  wisdom ;  and  can*st  wield 
Thy  tongue  in  senate,  and  thy  hands  in  field. 

True  Trujaim. 
Eicperience  is  by  industry  achieved, 
And  perfected  by  the  swifl  course  of  time. 

Shake.  Ttoo  GeniUmm  of  Verona. 

To  wilful  men, 
The  injuries  that  they  themselves  procure. 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters. 

Shake.  Lear, 

Experience  joined  with  common  sense, 
To  mortals  is  a  providence. 

Green'e  Spleetu 

*Tis  greatly  wise  to  talk  with  our  past  hours; 
And  ask  them  what  report  they  bore  to  heaven ; 
And  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome 

nevra. 
Their  answers  form  what  men  experience  call ; 
If  wisdom's  friend,  her  best ;  if  not,  worst  foe. 

Young^s  NigU  Thoughte. 

Much  had  he  read. 
Much  more  had  seen :  he  studied  from  the  life, 
And  in  th'  original  perus'd  mankind. 

Armetrong'e  Art  of  Preeermng  HeaUh. 
O  teach  him,  while  your  lessons  last, 
To  judge  the  present  by  the  past ; 
Remind  him  of  each  wish  pursued. 
How  rich  it  glow'd  with  promised  good ; 
Remind  him  of  each  wish  enjoy'd. 
How  soon  his  hopes  possession  cloyM ! 

Scotte  RekAy. 
For  most  men  (till  by  losing  rendered  eager) 
Will  back  their  own  opinions  with  a  wager. 

Bynn^e  Bqtpa, 
And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  youth ; 
For  when  they  happen  at  a  riper  age, 
People  are  apt  to  blame  the  fates  forsooth. 
And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage. 
Adversity  it  the  first  path  to  truth: 
He  who  hatli  proved  wsr,^  storm,  or  woman's  rage, 
Whethei  iiis  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty, 
U&flu  won  the  experience  which  is  deem'd  w 
weighty.  Byron. 


Her  hopes  ne'er  drew 
Aught  from  experience,  that  chill  touchstone  whose 
Sad  proof  reduces  all  things  from  their  hue. 

Byron'e  leUtndm 

Experience  teachethmany  things,  and  all  men  are 

his  scholars ; 
Yet  is  he  a  strange  tutor,  unteaching  that  which 

he  hath  taught. 

Tupper'e  Prooerhial  FhSbmqkif, 

A  thousand  volumes  in  a  thousand  tongues,  enshrina 
the  lessons  of  Experience ; 

Yet  a  man  shall  read  them  all,  and  go  forth  none 
the  wiser ; 

If  self-love  lendeth  him  a  glass,  to  colour  all  he 
conneth. 

Lest  in  the  features  of  another  he  find  his  own  com- 
plexion. 

Tufper*e  PrvoerUaZ  PhOoeefhy, 


EXPECTATION 

Now  sits  expectation  in  the  air, 
And  hides  a  sword,  from  hilt  unto  the  point. 
With  crowns  imperial,  crowns,  and  coronets, 
Promis'd  to  Harry  and  his  followers. 

Shake.  Henry  F. 

So  tedious  is  this  day. 
As  is  the  night  bc£>re  some  festival 
To  an  impatient  child  that  hath  new  robes. 
And  may  not  wear  them. 

Shake.  Borneo  and  JuUet, 

Oft  expectation  fiuls,  and  most  ofl  there 
Where  most  it  promises:  and  ofl  it  hits 
Where  hope  is  coldest,  and  despair  most  sits. 

Shake.  AU'e  WeU 

How  slow 
Thb  old  moon  wanes :  she  lingers  my  desires, 
like  to  a  step-dame,  or  a  dowagerj 
Long  withering  out  a  young  man's  revenue. 

Shake.  Mideummer  NigM'e  Dream* 

Oh !  how  impatience  gains  upon  the  soul. 
When  the  long  prombed  hour  of  joy  draws  near ! 
How  slow  the  tardy  moments  seem  to  roll ! 
What  spectres  rise  of  inconsistent  fear ! 
To  the  fond  doubting  heart  its  hopes  appear 
Too  brightly  fair,  too  sweet  to  realize ; 
All  seem  but  day-dreams  of  delight  too  dear ! 
Strange  hopes  and  fears  in  painful  contest  rise. 
While  the  scarc»>trusled  bliss  seems  but  to  cheat 
the  eyes.  Jlfrs.  T^h^e  Peyche, 

**  Yet  doth  he  live !"  exclaims  the  impatient  heir. 
And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear. 

ByroiCe  LarOm 
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Gaj  was  the  Ioto  of  paradise  he  drew 

And  pictured  in  his  fancy ;  he  did  dwell 

Tpon  it  till  it  had  a  life ;  he  threw 

A  tint  of  heaven  athwart  it — who  can  tell 

The  /earnings  of  his  heart,  the  charm,  the  speO, 

That  bound  him  to  that  vision 

Ptrctwu* 


EXTRAVAGANCE. 

*Ti8  not  unknown  to  yoo,  Antonio, 

How  much  I  have  disabled  mine  estate, 

Bj  something  showing  a  more  swelling  port, 

Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance. 

Shaks.  Merchant  ^  Vemee, 
The  man  who  builds  and  wonts  wherewith  to  pay, 
Provides  a  home  firom  which  to  run  away. 

You7ig*9  Loce  of  Fame, 

Behold,  Sir  Balaam,  now  a  man  of  spirit, 
Aseribes  his  gcttings  to  his  parts  and  merit ; 
What  late  he  calPd  a  blessing,  now  was  wit. 
And  God*s  good  providence  a  lucky  hit 
Hiings  change  their  titles  as  their  manners  turn : 
His  counting-house  employed  the  Sunday  mom : 
Seldom  at  church,  (*t  was  such  a  busy  life) 
Bat  duly  sent  his  family  and  wiQ;. 

Pope*8  Moral  Estayt, 

For  what  has  Virro  painted,  built  and  planted  7 
Only  to  show  how  many  tastes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Virto's  ill-got  wealth  to  waste? 
Some  demon  whispered,  Msto  has  a  taste. 

Pope'g  Moral  Estayg, 
We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  hoosehold  joys 
And  comforts  cease.    Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry. 
And  keeps  our  larder  lean ;  puts  out  our  fires, 
And  introduces  hunger,  frost  and  woe, 
Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

Cotoper*s  Ta^L 
Mansions  once 
Knew  their  own  masters,  and  laborious  hinds, 
That  had  surviv'd  the  father,  servM  the  son* 
Now  the  legitimate  and  rightful  lord 
Is  but  a  transient  guest,  newly  arrived, 
And  soon  to  be  supplanted.    He  that  saw 
Hb  patrimonial  timber  cast  its  lea^ 
SeDs  the  last  scantling,  and  transfers  the  price 
To  some  shrewd  sharper  ere  it  buds  again. 
Estates  are  landscapes,  gased  upon  awhile. 
Then  advertised  and  auetioneer'd  away. 

Cowper'B  Ta$k, 
Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills, 
llis  mflanunation  of  his  weekly  bills. 

Byron. 

h.  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way, 
Which  I  fbund  vexy  troublesome  to  pay. 

Bynm, 


EXTREMES. 

Extremes,  though  contrary,  have  the  like  efiects; 
Extreme  heat  mortifies  like  extreme  cold ; 
Extreme  love  breeds  satiety,  as  well 
As  extreme  hatred ;  and  too  violent  rigour 
Tempts  chastity  as  much  as  too  much  licence. 
ChapnunC$  AU  Foola 

Those  edges  soonest  turn,  that  are  most  keen, 
A  sober  moderation  stands  sure, 
No  violent  extremes  endure. 

^  AUyiC»  Crc$eey, 

They  are  as  sick,  that  surfeit  with  too  much, 
As  they  that  starve  with  nothing ;  therefore  It 
Is  no  mean  happiness  to  be  seated 
In  the  mean ;  superfluity  comes  sooner 
By  white  hairs,  but  competency  lives  longer. 

Skaka,  Merchant  (f  Venice, 

These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends. 

And  in  their  triumph  die ;  like  fire  and  powder. 

Which,  as  they  meet,  consume.    The  swectept 

honey 
Is  loathsome  in  its  own  deliciousness. 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite ; 
Therefore  love  moderately,  long  love  doth  so ; 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow. 

Shakt,  Romto  and  Jtdiet, 

*T  is  in  worldly  accidents. 
As  in  the  world  itself,  where  things  most  distant 
Meet  one  another :  Thus  the  east  and  west. 
Upon  the  globe  a  mathematical  point 
Only  divides :  Thus  happiness  and  misery. 
And  all  extremes,  are  still  contiguous. 

Denham'i  Sc]^. 
Let  wealth  come  in  by  comely  thrift. 
And  not  by  any  sordid  shift ; 

'T  is  haste 

Makes  waste ; 
Extremes  have  still  their  fault 
Who  gripes  too  hard  tlie  dry  and  slippery  sand. 
Holds  nono  at  all,  or  little,  in  his  hand. 

Herrick 


EYES. 


Long  while  I  sought  to  what  I  might  comparo 
Those  powerful  eyes,  which  lighten  my  dark  spirit 
Yet  fbund  I  nought  on  earth,  to  which  I  dare 
Resemble  the  image  of  their  goodly  light 
Not  to  the  sun,  for  they  do  shine  by  night; 
Nor  to  the  moon,  for  they  are  changed  never ; 
Nor  to  the  stars,  fi)r  they  have  purer  sight: 
Nor  to  the  fire,  fi)r  they  consume  not  ever , 
Nor  to  the  lightning,  for  they  still  persever 
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No**  to  the  diamond,  for  tbey  are  more  tender ; 
Nor  onto  crystal,  foi(  nought  may  them  sever; 
Nor  unto  glass  raoh  baseness  might  ulSBad  her. 
Then  to  the  Maker's  self  they  likest  be ; 
Whose  light  doth  lighten  all  that  here  we  see. 

Spenser. 

In  her  two  eyes  two  living  lamps  did  flame, 
Kindled  above,  at  the  heavenly  light, 

And  darting  fiery  beams  out  of  the  same. 
So  passing  pearceant,  and  so  wondrous  bright. 
That  quite  bereaved  the  rash  beholders  of  thoir 
sight  "'       Spenser, 

From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive ; 
They  sparkle  still  the  right  Promethean  fire; 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academies. 
That  show,  contain,  and  nourish  all  the  world. 
Else,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent 

Shake,  Latere  Labour, 

Thou  teirst  me,  there  is  murder  in  mine  eye : 
•Tis  pretty,  sure,  and  very  probable, 
That  eyes — ^that  are  the  frail'st  and  softest  things, 
Who  shut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies  — 
Should  be  caird  tyrants,  butchers,  murderers! 

Shake,  Am  You  Like  It 
Now  show  the  wound  mine  eye  hath  made  in  thee : 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 
Some  scar  of  it ;  loan  but  upon  a  rush. 
The  cicatrice  and  capable  impressure 
Tby  palm  some  moment  keeps :  but  now  mine  eyes, 
Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not 

Shake.  Ae  You  Like  It. 

Faster  tlian  his  tongue 
Did  make  offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up. 

Shakepeare, 
These  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm*d  with  death's 

black  veil. 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid<day  sun. 
To  search  the  secret  treasons  of  the  world. 

Shake,  H^tyVL   PaH  IIL 
1  bose  eyes,  whoso' light  seem'd  rather  given 
To  be  ador'd  than  to  adore  — 
Such  eyes  as  may  have  look'd  ftam  hea:ven, 
fmt  ne*er  were  rais'd  to  it  befiire ! 

Moore'e  Looee  of  the  Avgde, 
And  then  her  look — Oh,  where 's  the  heart  so  wise, 
r«ould,  unbewilder'd,  meet  those  matchless  eyes  7 
iluick,  restless,  strange,  but  exquisite  withal. 
Like  those  of  angels. 

JIfoore. 
tier  eye  (I  'm  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes) 
Was  .argo  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  fire 
Until  she  spoke ;  then,  through  its  soft  disguise, 
riasUM  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire, 
Ajiu  luve  uiaa  either. 

Bjfronm* 


Her  glance,  how  wildly  beaotifiiL 

Byrm 

Soul  beamM  forth  in  eteij  spark 
That  darted  from  beneath  the  lid. 
Bright  as  the  jewel  of  Giamschid. 

Byrem, 

Those  eyes. 
Soft  and  capacious  as  a  cloudless  sky. 
Whose  azure  depths  their  cdour  emulates. 
Must  needs  be  conversant  with  upward  looks, 

Prayer's  voiceless  service. 

Wor^wortk. 

Eyes  with  the  same  blue  witchery  as  those 
Of  Psyche,  which  caught  Love  in  his  own  wiles. 
Translated  from  the  Ualiam. 
Love  has  a  fleeter  messenger  than  speech. 
To  tell  love's  meaning.    His  expresses  post 
Upon  the  orbs  of  vision,  ere  the  tongue 
Can  shape  them  into  words. 

Q.  Coleman,  Jr, 

His  dark,  pensive  eye. 
Speaks  the  high  soul,  the  thought  sublime 
That  dwolb  on  immortality. 

Oharlette  Elhmheih, 

Look  on  his  eyes,  and  thou  wilt  find 
'  A  sadness  in  their  beam. 
Like  the  pensive  shades  that  willows  cast 
On  the  sky-reflected  stream. 

Eliza  Cook, 

-~  Eyes  that  droop  like  summer  flowers 
Told  tliey  could  change  with  shine  and  showers. 

Jf  iif  LandoH. 

Her  deep  blue  eyes  smil'd  constantly — as  if  they 

had  by  fitness 
Won  the  secret  of  a  happy  dream,  she  did  aol  care 

to  speak, 

MiesBarreiL 

Thy  brown  eyes  have  looks  like  birds. 
Flying  straightway  to  the  light 

Mist  Barren. 

Folded  eyes  sec  brighter  odours  than  the  open 
ever  do. 

Miss  Barrett. 

Those  eyes,  those  eyes,  how  full  of  heaven  they  are, 
When  the  calm  twilight  leaves  the  heaven  most 
holy! 
Tell  me,  sweet  eyes,  from  what  divinest  star 
Did  ye  drink  in  your  Kquid  melancholy? 
Tell  me,  beloved  eyes! 

Ihtliosr. 
Some  praise  the  eyes  they  love  to  see. 

As  rivalling  the  western  star ; 

But  eyes  I  know  well  worth  to  me 

A  thousand  firmamento  afar. 

JskmSlerlntg 


PACTION- FAIRIES. 


Thoee  tytm  that  wore  m>  bri^fht,  lovoi 

Have  now  a  dimmer  Bhine ; 
Bui  what  they've  lost  in  li^t,  love^ 

Is  what  they  gave  to  mine. 
And  itiU  those  orbs  reflect,  love. 

The  beams  of  former  hours, 
Thai  ripenM  aU  my  joys,  love^ 

And  tinted  all  my  flowers. 


ilM. 


I  never  saw  an  eye  so  bright, 

And  yet  so  soft,  as  hers ; 
It  sometimes  swam  in  liquid  light, 

And  sometimes  swam  in  tears ; 
It  seem*d  a  beauty  set  apart 

For  euflncss  and  ibr  sighs. 

Mn.  IFstty. 

Those  laugbing  orbs,  that  borrow 
From  asare  skies  the  light  they  wear. 

Are  like  heaven — no  sorrow 
Gan  float  o'er  hoss  so  fair. 

Mtn*  Otgotim 

Hie  aoft  bine  eye, 
That  looks  as  it  had  open'd  first  in  heaven. 
And  ea^gbt  its  hrightneos   from  the  ser^ihs' 

As  flovrers  are  ftirest  iriiere  the  swibef  ms  fiUL  ' 
Jirt.  HaW$  Ormond  Onmvenor. 

A  sweet  wiU  giri,  with  eye  of  earnest  ray. 
And  olive  cheek,  at  each  emotion  glowing. 

Jfri.  Sigmtrney, 

His  eye  was  blue  and  calm,  as  is  the  sky 
In  the  serenest  noon. 

VFIffis. 

I  have  sat. 
And  in  the  blue  depths  of  her  stainless  eyes 
Have  gaied! 

WUli9. 

Tbtme  eyes, — among  thine  elder  friends 

Ferh^p»  they  pass  for  blue ;  — 
No  matter, — if  a  man  can  see. 

What  more  iiave  eyes  to  do  7 

O.  W.  ITofaws. 

I  kok  upon  the  fidr  blue  skies. 

And  naught  but  empty  air  I  see ; 
But  when  1  turn  me  to  thine  eyes, 

It  soemcth  unto  me 
Ten  thousand  angels  spread  their  wings 
Within  those  littlo  azure  rings. 

O.  W.  HobiM, 

The  bright  black  eye,  the  melting  bloB, 
1  cannot  choose  between  the  two. 
Inl  that  is  dearest,  all  the  while. 
Which  wean  ibr  us  the  sweetest  smile. 

O.  W.  Holmm. 


FACTIO?^. 

Some  of  the  great  ones  first  came  fitirly  on 
T*  adore  this  idol,  but  the  people  do 
Run  headlong  in  a  vexld  devotion : 
As  in  a  jack  the  greater  wheels  do  go 
With  soft  and  sober  tamings ;  but  the  less 
Are  hurried  with  a  whifling  giddiness. 

Altyt^M  Hmry  VJI. 

So  &Iso  is  faction,  and  so  smooth  a  liar, 
As  that  it  never  had  a  side  entire. 

Seldom  is  fection's  ire  in  haugfaty^  minds 
Extinguish*d  but  by  death :  it  oft,  like  fire 
Soppres8*d,  breaks  Ibrth  again,  and  blazes  higher. 

ATi^s  Hmrj  IL 

Avoid  the  politic,  the  factious  fool. 

The  busy,  buzzing,  talking,  hardenM  knave ; 

Tlie  quaint  smooth  rogue,  that  sins  against  his 

reason. 
Calls  saucy  loud  sedition  public  zeal : 
And  mutiny  the  dictates  of  his  spirit 


Oho&f 


FAIRIES. 


In  silence  sad. 
Trip  vre  afler  the  night's  shade : 
We  the  globe  can  eompass  soon, 
Swifter  than  the  wand'ring  moon. 

8hak§,  Midtwnmer  IfigkCt  Drmm, 

Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  gentleman ; 
Hop  in  his  walks,  and  gambol  in  his  eyes ; 
Feed  him  with  apricots  and  dewberries ; 
With  purple  grapes,  green  figs,  and  mulberries; 
The  honey-bags  steal  from  the  humble-bees, 
And,  for  night  tapers,  crop  their  waxen  thighs. 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  glow-worm's  eyes ; 
And  phick  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies. 
To  fan  the  moon-beams  from  his  sleeping  eyas; 
Nod  to  him,  elves,  and  do  him  courtesies. 

Shakt.  Midimmmer  Nighf$  Drmm. 

Sometimes  she  driveth  o'er  a  soldier's  neck. 
And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throats, 
Of  breaches,  ambuscadoes,  Spanish  blades. 
Of  healths  five  fathoms  deep;  and  then  anon 
Drams  in  his  ear,  at  which  he  starts,  and  wake% 
And,  being  thus  frighted,  swears  a  prayer  or  two, 

And  sleeps  again. 

8hak$.  Rmnm  mnd  JtJuL 

And  sometimes  comes  she  with  a  tithe-|ng's  tail. 
Tickling  a  parson's  nose  as'  a'  lies  asleep 
Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice. 

Skaks.  Romeo  md  JmOm 


IM 


FAITH. 


A  tlioQaand  fkntasies 
Begrin  to  throng  into  my  memory, 
Of  calling  shapes,  and  beck*ning  thadowB  dire, 
And  airy  tongnes,  that  syllable  men*8  names 
On  sands,  and  shores,  and  desert  wildernesses. 

MiUon^9  Cormu. 
I  took  it  far  a  fairy  vision 
Of  some  gay  creatures  of  the  element. 
That  in  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  live. 
And  play  i*  th*  plighted  douds. 

Bittion^s  Comas* 

Beantiibl  spirit!  with  thy  hair  ^f  light, 
And  dazzling  eyes  of  glory,  in  whose  form 
The  charms  of  earth's  least  mortal  danghters  grow 
To  an  unearthly  stature,  in  an  essence 
Of  purer  elements ;  while  the  hues  of  youth  — 
Carnation*d  like  a  sleeping  infant's  cheek, 
Rock*d  by  the  beating  of  her  mother's  heart. 
Or  the  rose  tints,  which  summer's  twilight  leaves 
Upon  the  lofly  glacier's  virgin  snow. 
The  blush  of  earth,  embracing  with  her  heaven — 
Tinge  thy  celestial  aspect,  and  make  tame 
The  beauties  of  the  sunbow  which  bends  o'er  thee, 
y  ByrmCs  Manfred, 

Oberon,  Titania, 

Did  your  star-light  mirtli. 
With  the  song  of  Avon, 

Quit  this  work-day  earth? 
Yet  while  green  leaves  glisten 

And  while  bright  stars  burn. 
By  that  magic  memory. 

Oh,  return,  return! 

Mrs,  Hemans's  Poems. 
IMd  you  ever  hear 
Of  the  frolic  Fairies,  dear  ? 
They're  a  little  blessed  race, 
Peeping  up  in  Fancy's  face. 
In  the  valley,  on  the  hill, 
By  the  fountain  and  the  rill; 
Laughing  out  between  the  leaves 
That  the  loving  summer  weaves. 

JIffs.  Osgood, 

Their  harps  are  of  the  amber  shade. 
That  hides  the  blusli  of  waking  day. 

And  evsry  gleaming  string  is  made 
Of  silvery  moonshine's  Icngthen'd  ray. 

Drake's  Culprit  Fay, 

As  at  tlie  glimpse  of  morning  pale, 
11)6  lanccfly  spreads  his  silken  sail, 
And  gleams  with  blendingrs  soft  and  bright, 
Fill  lost  in  shade  of  fading  night ; — 
Sy)  rose  from  earth  the  lovely  Fay, — 
8«  vanish'd  far  in  heaven  away ! 

Drake's  CtOprii  Fay. 


Hie  tender  violets  bent  !n  smiles 

To  elves  that  sported  nigh, 
Tossing  the  drops  of  fragrant  dew 

To  scent  the  evening  sky; 
They  kiss'd  the  rose  in  love  and  mirth. 

And  its  petals  fairer  grew; 
A  shower  of  pearly  dust  they  brought, 

And  o'er  the  lily  threw. 

Jlfi*.  E.  Oakes  SnM's  Skdess  ChOd. 


FAITH. 
TVtie  &ith  and  reason  are  the  soul's  two  eyes ; 
Faith  evermore  looks  upward,  and  descries 
Objects  remote ;  but  reason  con  disoover 
Things  only  near, — sees  nothing  that's  above  hers 
They  are  not  matches,—- often  disagrott, 
And  sometimes  both  are  dos'd  and  neither  see. 
Faith  views  the  sun,  and  reason  but  the  shade ; 
One  courts  the  mistress,  th'  other  wooes  the  maid , 
That  sees  the  fire,  this  only  but  the  flint; 
The  true-bred  Christian  always  looks  asquuit 

Quarles 
If  fbroM  fVom  fiiith,  for  ever  miserable : 
For  what  is  misery  but  want  of  God, 
And  God  is  lost  if  faith  be  overthrown. 

Soliman  and  Perseda. 

Tradition !  time's  suspected  register ! 
Too  oft  religion  at  her  trial  fails ; 
Instead  of  knowledge,  teacheth  her  to  err. 
And  wears  out  truth's  best  stories  into  tales. 

Sir  W,  DavemtnL 
If  faith  with  reason  never  doth  advise. 
Nor  yet  tradition  leads  her,  she  is  then 
From  heav'n  inspir'd ;  and  secretly  grows  wise 
Above  the  schoobs  we  know  not  how,  nor  when. 
Sir  W.  DttvenanL 
Faith  lights  us  through  the  dark  to  deity ; 
Whilst,  without  sight,  we  witness  that  she  shows 
More  God  than  in  his  works  our  eyes  can  see ; 
Though  none  but  by  those  works  the  Godhead 
knows.  Sir  W.  DavenanL 

When  the  soul  grants  what  reason  makes  her  see, 
That  is  true  fiiith,  what's  more's  crodulity. 

Sir  F,  Fane, 
For  modes  of  faith  let  graceless  zealots  fight ; 
His  can't  be  wrong  whoso  life  is  in  tlie  right 

Pope. 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  across  the  gulf  of  death, 
To  break  the  shock  blind  nature  cannot  shun, 
And  lands  thought  smoothly  on  the  further  shore. 
Fottf^s  Nigkt  Tkssights, 
And  melancholy  fear  subdued  by  fiiifh. 

Wordsworth. 


FALL-FALSBHOOD. 


l» 


Noofht  BfaAU  praviil  afunst  m,  or  diaturb 
Our  cheerfbl  fidth,  that  all  which  we  behold 
b  fiiD  of  Uenings. 

WordtwnUL 

Bot  faith,  ftnatio  faith,  once  wedded  fiut 
To  MOM  dear  falsehood,  hogs  it  to  the  last 

JToore't  Latta  Rookh. 
Trae  fiuth  nor  biddeth  nor  abideth  form. 
Hie  bended  knee,  the  eye  uplift,  is  all 
Which  man  need  render ;  all  which  God  can  bear. 
What  to  the  &ith  are  forms  7    A  passing  speck, 
A  crow  upon  the  sky. 

Faith  is  the  snbUe  chain 
lliat  binds  ns  to  the  Infinite :  the  voice 
Of  a  deep  lift  within,  that  will  remain 
Until  we  crowd  it  thence. 

JKrt.  K  Odk£B  SmUh. 

Faith  loves  to  lean  on  timers  destroying  arm. 
And  age,  like  distance,  lends  a  double  oharm. 

O.  W.  Hehnst. 

Gieat  frith  it  needs,  according  to  my  view, 
To  trost  in  that  which  never  could  be  true. 

Purk  BtnfinmiL 

FALL. 

Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  rise. 

Shakt.  CymbeUae, 
I*Te  tonch'd  the  highest  pointof  all  my  greatness: 
And  from  that  foil  meridian  of  my  gk>ry, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting.    I  shall  &11, 
like  a  bright  exhalation  In  the  evening ; 
And  no  man  see  me  more. 

Shais.  Henry  VJII. 

He,  that  this  mom  rose  proudly  as  the  sun. 
And  bieaking  through  a  mist  of  clients'  breath. 
Came  on  as  gaz*d  at,  and  admir*d  as  he, 
When  superstitious  Moors  salute  his  light! 
That  had  our  servile  nobles  waiting  him 
As  common  grooms ;  and  hanging  on  his  look, 
No  less  than  human  life  on  destiny ! 
That  had  men^s  knees  as  frequent  as  the  gods ; 
And  saerifices  more  than  Rome  had  altars ; 
And  this  man  fall !  fiiU  !  ay,  without  a  look, 
Hiat  durst  appear  his  friend,  or  lend  so  much 
Of  vain  relief  to  his  chang'd  state,  as  pity ! 

Jonson's  S^atuM, 
Who  bravely  fall  have  this  one  happiness, 
Abofe  the  eonqneror;  they  share  his  &me. 
And  have  BMro  kve,  and  an  onenvy'd  name. 

CrwBtCB  Dariut, 

When  onee  a  shaking  monarchy  declines, 
Each  thing  grows  bold,  and  to  its  fidl  combines. 
Cfwm's  Charlet  VIIL  t^Fnmu. 


FALSEHOOD.       . 

What  wit  BO  sharp  is  found  in  age  or  youth. 
That  can  distinguish  truth  fVom  treachery  7 
Falsehood  puts  on  the  face  ef  simple  truth, 
And  masks  i'  th*  habit  of  plain  honesty, 
When  she  in  heart  intends  most  villany. 

Mimrfor  Magitinlt$t 
Money  and  man  a  mutual  &lsehood  show, 
Men  make  fiUse  moneys— money  makes  men  so. 
Aleyn*»  Hemy  VIL 
Every  man  in  this  age  has  not  a  soul 
Of  crystal  for  all  men  to  read  their  actions 
Through:  men's  hearts  and  faces  are  so  for 

asunder, 
That  they  hold  no  intelligence. 

Bmumont  and  Fletcher'B  FaUe  One. 
How  folse  are  men,  both  in  their  heads  and  hearts; 
And  there  is  folsehood  in  all  trades  and  arts. 
Lawyers  deceive  their  clients  by  false  law; 
Priests,  by  folse  gods,  keep  all  the  world  in  awe. 
For  their  false  tongues  such  flatf  ring  knaves  axo 

raised, 
For  their  folse  wit,  scribblers  by  fools  are  prais'd. 
Croion^s  CdUgida 
Who  should  be  trusted  when  one's  own  right  hand 
Is  perjur'd  to  the  bosom  7    Protheus, 
I  am  sorry,  I  must  never  trust  thee  more, 
But  count  the  world  a  stranger  for  thy  sake. 
The  private  wound  la  deepest 

Shaka.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Ferone. 

But,  fore  thee  well,  most  foul,  most  foir !  farewell ! 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity ! 
For  thee  I  'U  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love. 
And  on  my  eyelids  shall  conjecture  hang, 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm,   ^ 
And  never  shall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Shake.  Much  Ado, 
You  told  a  lie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie ; 
Upon  my  soul  a  lie ;  a  wicked  lie. 

Shake.  OthdU 

8o  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 

Is  by  a  forged  process  of  my  death 

Rankly  abus'd. 

Shake.  HamUi 

Stealing  her  soul  with  many  vows  of  faith. 

And  ne'er  a  true  one  \ 

Shake 

Dishonour  vraits  on  perfidy.    The  villain 

Should  blush  to  think  a  falsehood:  T is  the  crime 

Of  oowardSs 

C.  Johneon'e  SvUaneee 

The  seal  of  troth  is  on  thy  gallant  form. 

For  none  but  eowaxde  lie. 

Murphy'' e  Aimee* 


fM 


PAlfBL 


Let  fidMbood  be  a  titnnget  to  thy  fipe ; 
Bkadie  on  the  policy  that  fint  b^ran 
To  tamper  with  the  heart  to  hide  ita  thoi^hli! 
And  doubly  ahame  on  that  inglorioai  tongue 
That  sold  its  honeity  and  toM  a  Ke. 

Hmmn^$  Btgwhti. 
The  man  of  pore  and  ahnple  heart' 
Thnnigb  life  dudaina  a  douUe  part, 
He  nefor  needs  the  atttenof  liet 
Hu  inward  beaom  to  diiyiieet 

Oh!  odder  than ti» wind  that  fteeies 
Foonta  that  but  now  in  aanahine  play'd, 

la  that  oongealini^  P*og  whioh  leiiea 
The  tmstuig  bosom  when  betray'd* 

JVoofik 

Then  &re  thee  well — I'd  rather  make 
My  bower  upon  lome  icy  lake. 
When  thawing  sons  begin  to  shine, 
Than  trust  to  love  so  fidse  aa  thine. 

Out  on  onr  beings*  falsahood !  studied,  eoId-~ 
Are  we  not  like  that  actor  of  old  time, 
VVho  wons  his  mask  so  lon^  his  features  took 
Its  likeness?  / 

m$$LaiiAm. 

I  live  among  the  cold,  the  ftlse, 
And  I  must  seem  like  them; 
And  such  I  am,  ftr  I  am  fiilse 
As  those  I  most  condemn. 

Jtfiss  Landtm. 
The  sting  of  ftlsehood  loses  half  its  pain 
If  our  own  soul  bear  witness — we  are  true. 

Mr$.  Hale. 

0  Afony!  keen  agony. 
For  trusting  heart  to  find 

Tbkt  vows  believed,  were  vows  conceived 
As  light  aa  summer  wind. 

MoiherwdL 

1  scorn  this  hated  scene 
Of  masking  and  disguise. 

Where  men  on  men  still  gleam. 

With  frlseness  in  their  eyes; 
Where  all  is  counterfeit. 

And  truth  hath  never  say; 
Where  hearts  themselvea  do  cheat, 

Concealing  hope's  decay. 

MeAenBtO, 

We  hear,  indeed,  but  shudder  while  we  hear. 
The  insidious  fUsehood,  and  the  heartleas  jeer : 
For  each  dark  libel  that  thou  l]k*st  to  ehape. 
Thou  maysi  from  law,  but  not  from  scorn  escape ; 
The  pointed  finger,  cold  averted  eye, 
* — Hed  virtue*s  hiss-^tboa  eanst  ast  fly. 

Charim  SpngUM^ 


WhatismanVlow!  Us  v«ws  ava  hnhflf 
Even  while,  his  partiBirkiaa  is  warm. 

ITaObdk 

Ah !  doom'd  indeed  to  worae  than  death. 
To  teach  tfaoae  sweet  lips  hourly  goilo; 

To  breathe  through  life  but  falsehood's  braath. 
And  aanls  vrith  ftlsehoed's  smile! 

Jf rs.  Os^esd 

FAME. 

Then  straight  thro'  all  the  world  'gan  fiune  to  flyt 
A  monster  swifter  none  is  under  sun ; 
Increasing  as  in  waters  we  descry 
Hie  circles  small,  of  nothings  thai  begun ; 
Which  at  the  length,  unto' such  breadth  do  come. 
That  of  a  drop  which  from  the  skies  do  iail. 
The  circles  spread  and  hide  the  waters  all : 
80  &me  in  flight  increaseth  more  and  more : 
For  at  the  first,  she  is  not  searcely  known. 
Bat  by  and  by  she  fleets  from  shore  to  shore. 
To  cbods  fimn  the  earth  her  statura  straight  is 


Hisre  vrfaatsoever  by  her  trump  is  blown. 
The  sound  that  both  by  sea  and  land  oulfliea, 
Seboonds  again  and  verberates  the  sides. 

Mimrfer  MagitimUt, 
The  voice  of  fltme  should  bo  aa  loud  as  thunder; 
Her  house  is  all  of  echo  made, 
Where  never  dies  the  sound ; 
And,  as  her  brows  the  clouds  invade. 
Her  feet  do  atrike  the  ground. 
Sing  then  good  feoMb  tiiai's  out  of  virtoa  bom; 
For  who  doth  feme  neglect,-  doth  virtue  seem. 

Jensen's  Matgue  of  Queen», 

The  life  of  feme  is  action  understood ; 

That  action  must  be  vurtnoua,  great,  and  good. 

Virtue  itself  by  feme  is  oft  protected. 

And  dies  despised,  ^ere  the  feme 's  neglected. 

Joason's  Clorrnds. 
Talk  not  to  me  of  fond  renown,  the  rude. 
Inconstant  blast  of  the  base  multitude : 
Their  breaths,  nor  souls  can  satisfection  make, 
For  half  the  joya  I  part  with  fer  their  sake. 

Crmsn. 
Death  makes  no  conquest  of  this  conqueror ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  feme  though  not  in  life. 

SluUe9.  Richard  III, 

The  offl  that  man  do,  lives  after  than; 
The  good  is  ofe  intarted  vrith  their  bonea. 

Shak9.  JvUut  Cmaar. 

Bfen's  evil  manners  live  in  braes :  their  virtoea 
We  write  in  water. 

iSftab.  1/emy  VIII. 
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idled,  and  tek«  tky  pnU»  witb  Umi  to  bMv'ji ! 
Thj  igoominj  sloep  witb  tlici&  in  Um  grvr** 
BataotrBaMBber'd  in  thy  epitaphs 

Skak9.  Hmr^  IV.    Pint  I. 

Let  fiime,  that  all  hunt  after  In  their  lives, 

live  regfister^d  upon  our  brazen  tombs, 

And  then  grace  UB  in  file  disgrace  of  death. 

Shakt,  Looe*B  Labour. 

After  mj  death  I  wish  no  other  herald, 
No  other  speaker  of  my  living  actions. 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption. 
But  such  an  honest  chronicler  as  Griffith. 

ShaU  Henry  VIJL 

0,  jonr  desert  speaks  load ;  and  I  should  wrong  it, 
To  ioek  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bosom, 
\^1ien  it  deservee  with  characters  of  brass 
A  ibrted  residence,  'gainst  the  tooth  of  time 
And  raznre  of  oblivion. 

Shaks,  Mea.far  Mm. 

The  fkme  that  a  man  wins  himself  is  best; 
That  he  may  call  his  own :  honours  put  im  him 
Make  him  no  more  a  man  than  his  clothes  do, 
Which  are  as  soon  ta*en  off;  ibr  in  the  warmth 
The  heat  comes  firom  tiie  body  not  the  weeds ; 
So  aaanV  true  fiune  must  strike  firom  his  own  deeds. 

MiddUUm. 

Vain  empty  words 
Of  boDoor,  glory,  and  immortal  fame, 
Cui  these  recall  the  sinrit  from  its  place, 
Or  re-inapire  the  breathless  clay  with  life  7 
What  tho*  your  iame  with  all  its  thousand  trumpets, 
Soond  o*er  the  sepulchres,  will  that  awake 
Tht  sleeping  dead. 

8€wdP9  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 

I  courted  &me  but  as  a  spur  to  brave 
And  honest  deeds ;  and  who  despises  fame 
WiQ  soon  renounce  the  virtues  tiiat  deserve  it. 

MaUeVe  Muttajha. 

Soaae  when  they  die,  die  all ;  their  mouldering  clay 
Is  bat  an  emblem  of  their  memories ; 
The  space  quite  closes  up  thro*  which  they  passM : 
That  I  have  liv'd,  I  leave  a  mark  behind, 
Shall  pluck  the  shining  age  from  vulgar  time, 
And  give  it  whole  to  late  posterity. 

FoMf^'s  BmiriB. 

In  stress  of  weather,  most;  some  sink  outright; 

O'er  them,  and  o*er  their  names,  the  biUows  close ; 

To-morrow  knows  not  they  were  ever  bom. 

Others  a  short  memorial  leave  behind. 

Like  a  flag  floating,  when  the  bark*s  ingulphM ; 

It  floats  a  moment  and  is  seen  no  more : 

^  Cesar  lives ;  a  thousand  are  fiirgot. 

Young' •  Night  ThoagktM, 


Knows  he,  that  mankind  pnusa  against  their  will, 
And  mix.  as  much  drtraction  as  they  can  7 
Knows  he,  that  faithless  &me  her  whisper  has. 
As  well  as  trumpet  7    That  his  vanity 
Is  so  much  tickled  from  not  hearing  all  7 

YoiMge  Night  TboughU. 

With,  fame,  in  jnst  ptoportion,  envy  grows ; 
The  man  that  makes  a.  character,  makes  fbes. 

ysui^s  £fitlU  to  Papa 

Fame  is  a  public  mistress,  none  enjoys, 
But,  more*  or  less,  his  rival's  peace  destroys. 

Young'o  BpioiU  to  Popo. 

Of  boasting  more  than  of  a  bomb  afraid, 
A  soldier  should  be  modest  as  a  maid : 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  reserv'd  enjoy ; 
Who  strive  to  grasp  it,  as  they  touch  destroy : 
T  is  the  world's  debt  to  deeds  of  high  degree ; 
But  if  you  pay  yourself;  the  world  is  free. 

Young'o  lane  of  Fame 

What  so  foolish  as  the  chase  of  fame  7 
How  vain  the  prize !  how  impotent  our  aim ! 
For  what  are  men  who  grasp  at  praise  sublime, 
But  bubbles  on  the  rapid  stream  of  time. 
That  rise  and  fall,  that  swell,  and  are  no  more, 
Brnia  and  forgot,  ten  &ousand  in  an  hour. 

Young'o  Love  of  Famo. 

A  prattling  gossip,  on  whose  tongUe 
Proof  of  perpetual  motion  hung, 
Whose  lungs  in  strength  aU  lungs  surpass. 
Like  her  own  trumpet  made  of  brass ; 
Who  with  a  hundred  pair  of  eyes. 
The  vain  attacks  of  sleep  defies ; 
Who  with  a  hundred  pair  of  wings 
News  from  the  farthest  quarters  brings ; 
Sees,  hears,  and  tells,  untold  befere. 
All  that  she  knows, — and  ten  times  more. 

ChmhlL 
Absurd !  to  think  to  overreach  the  grave. 
And  from  the  wreck  of  names  to  rescue  ours : 
The  best  concerted  schemes  men  lay  for  fame 
Die  fiwt  away :  only  themselves  die  faster. 
The  flLr-&m*d  sculptor,  and  the  laurel'd  bard. 
Those  bold  insurers  of  eternal  fame. 
Supply  their  little  feeble  aids  in  vain. 

Blair'o  Gram 
Sepulchral  columns  wrestle,  but  in  vain. 
With  aUnrobduing  time ;  her  cankering  hand 
With  cahn  deliberate  malice  wasteth  them : 
Worn  oil  the  edge  of  days,  the  brass  consumeh. 
The  busto  moulders,  and  the  deep-cut  marblv, 
Vnt  'eady  to  the  steel,  gives  up  its  charge* 
AmbivJon,  half-convicted  of  her  folly, 
Hangs  down  the  head  and  reddens  at  the  taie 

Bhk'o  Uram 
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FAME. 


For  fkme  the  wretch  beneath  the  gallows  liei, 
Disowning  every  crime  for  which  he  dies, 
Of  life  profuse,  tenacioDs  of  a  name, 
Fearless  of  death,  and  yet  afraid  of  shame. 
Nature  has  wove  into  the  human  mind 
This  anxious  care  of  names  we  leave  behind, 
1"*  extend  our  narrow  views  beyond  the  tomb. 
And  give  an  earnest  of  a  life  to  come ; 
For  i^  when  dead,  we  are  but  dust  or  clay, 
Why  think  of  what  posterity  will  say  7 
Her  praise  or  censure  cannot  us  ooneem. 
Near  over  penetrate  the  silent  urn. 

SomHiB  Jtnnyn$» 

"What's  fame  ?  a  fancied  life  in  others'  breath, 

A  thing  beyond  us,  ev'n  befere  our  death. 

Just  what  you  hear,  you    have;    and  what's 

unknown, 
The  same,  my  lord,  if  Tully's,  or  your  own. 
All  that  we  feel  of  it  begins  and  ends 
In  the  small  circle  of  our  fees  or  friends ; 
To  all  beside  as  much  an  empty  shade. 
As  Eugene  living,  as  a  Cesar  dead. 

Pope's  Essay  on  Man, 
All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  desert; 
Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  near  the 

heart; 
One  Belf-approving  hour  whole  years  outweighs 
Of  stupid  starers,  and  of  loud  huzzas ; 
And  more  true  joy  Marcellus  cxil'd  feels, 
Than  Cesar  with  a  senate  at  his  heels. 

Pope's  Essay  on  Man, 

And  what  is  feme?  the  meanest  have  their  day; 
The  greatest  can  but  blaze,  and  pass  away. 

Pope, 
Ah  me !  full  sorely  is  my  heart  ferlom 
To  think  how  modest  worth  neglected  lies, 
While  partial  fame  doth  with  her  blasts  adorn 
Such  deeds  alone,  as  pride  and  pomp  disguise, 
Deci!6  of  ill  sort,  and  mischievous  emprise. 

ShensUms^s  Schoolmistress, 

Will  fortune,  fame,  my  present  ills  relieve  7 
And  what  is  fame,  that  flutt'ring  noisy  sound. 
But  the  cold  lie  of  universal  vogue  7 
Thousands  of  men  fell  in  the  field  of  honour. 
Whose  glorious  deeds  die  in  inglorious  silence. 
Whilst  vaunting  cowards,  fevour'd  by  blind  fortune, 
Reap  all  the  fruit  of  their  successful  toils, 
And  build  their  feme  upon  their  noble  ruins. 

H,  Smith's  Princess  if  Parma. 

•*Stem  sons  of  war  !"  sad  Wilfred  sigh'd, 
■*  Behold  the  boast  of  Roman  pride ! 
What  now  of  all  your  toils  are  known  7 
A  f  raasy  trench,  a  broken  stone  !** 

Sealfs  Robdcy, 


He  left  the  aame,  at  whiidi  the  worid  grew  pak, 
To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  tale. 

Dr.  Johnson's  Vanity  of  Bmmn  Withts. 

Men's  actions  to  futurity  appear. 
But  as  th'  events  to  which  they  are  conjoin'd 
To  give  them  consequence.    A  fallen  state, 
In  age  and  weakness  feU'n,  no  hero  hath ; 
For  none  remains  behind  unto  whose  pride 
The  cherish'd  mem'ry  of  his  acts  pertains. 

Joanna  Baillie's  Cmstaniine  PdUdogas 
Who,  that  surveys  this  span  of  earth  we  press, 
This  speck  of  life  in  time's  great  wilderness. 
This  narrow  isthmus  'twixt  two  boundless  seas. 
The  past,  the  future,  two  eternities ! 
Would  sully  tlie  bright  spot  or  leave  it  bare, 
When  he  might  build  him  a  proud  temple  there, 
A  name,  that  long  shall  hallow  all  its  space. 
And  be  each  purer  soul's  high  resting-place ! 

Jlfoors's  LaOa  Rookk. 
Fame  b  the  thirst  of  youth,  —  but  I  am  not 
So  young  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile. 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone,  —  remembcr'd  or  fergoL 

Byron's  Chiide  Harold, 
But  there  are  deeds  which  should  not  pass  away. 
And  names  that  must  not  wither,  though  the  earth 
Forgets  her  empires  with  a  just  decay, 
The  enslavers  and  the  enslaved,  their  death  and 

birth; 
The  high,  the  mountain  majesty  of  worth 
Should  be,  and  shall,  survivor  of  its  woe. 
And  from  its  immortality  look  forth 
In  the  sun's  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  snow, 
Imperishably  pure  beyond  all  things  below. 

Byron's  Chiide  HarM. 
Thy  fanes,  thy  temples  to  the  surface  bow, 
Commingling  slowly  with  heroic  earth, 
Broke  by  the  share  of  every  rustic  plough : 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 
So  perish  all  in  turn,  save  well-recorded  worth. 

Byron's  Chiide  HarhUL 
What  is  the  end  of  fame?  'tis  but  to  fill 
A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper ; 
Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  hill. 
Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  vapour ; 
For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill. 
And  bards  burn  what  they  call  their  **  midnight 

taper," 
To  have,  when  the  original  is  dust, 
A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worse  bust. 

Byronm 
And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile ; 
'TIS  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion,  wind  — 
Depending  more  upon  the  historian's  style 
Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind. 
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TU  u  a  ■Bow-ball  wiiioh  deiivec  amnrtwioe 
From  every  flake»  lad  jet  n^  on  the  tanie, 
Bmb  till  aa  iodbergf  it  may  chance  to  grow; 
Bat  after  all  *t  is  nothing  hot  cold  mow. 

Byrvn, 

Gaze 
Upon  the  shade  of  those  distingmsh^d  men, 
Who  were  or  are  the  puppet^hows  of  praise-— 
The  praise  of  persecution.    Gaze  again 
On  the  most  favourM ;  and  amidst  the  blaze 
Of  sonset  halos  o^er  tlie  laurcl-brow*d, 
What  can  ye  recognise  7  a  gilded  cloud. 

Byron, 
What  of  them  is  left,  to  tell 
Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  fell  7 
Not  a  stone  on  their  turf)  nor  a  bone  in  their  graves ; 
B^t  they  live  in  the  verse  immortality  saves. 

Byron's  Siege  of  CoHmh. 
The  vexy  generations  of  the  dead 
Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb, 
Until  the  memory  of  an  age  is  fled. 
And,  buried,  sinks  beneath  its  oflbpring's  doom. 

ByroiL 
Tet  I  love  glory ; — glory 's  a  great  thing ; 
Think  what  it  is  to  be  in  yoor  old  age 
Maintain^  at  the  expense  of  your  good  king : 
A  moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a  sage. 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing, 
Which  is  stin  better ;  thus  in  verse  to  wage 
Tour  wars  eternally,  besides  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  life,  make  mankind  worth  destroying. 

BynnL 
Weighed  in  the  balance,  hero  dust 

Is  vile  as  vulgar  day, 
Tliy  scales,  mortality !  iare  just 

To  all  that  pass  away. 

ByrmCe  Ode  to  NapaUon, 

Yet  vanity  herself  had  better  taught 
A  surer  path  even  to  the  fame  he  sought. 
By  pointing  out  on  history's  fruitless  page 
Ten  thousand  conquerors  for  a  single  sage, 
While  Franklin's  quiet  mem'ry  climbs  to  Heaven, 
Calming  the  lightning  which  he  thence  had  riven, 
Or  drawing  from  the  no  less  kindled  earth 
Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  his  birth ; 
While  Washington 's  a  watchword,  such  as  ne'er 
Shan  sink  while  there 's  an  echo  left  to  air. 

Bynm. 
Thou  hasrt  a  ehanned  cup,  O  Fame 

A  draught  that  mantles  high, 
And  seems  to  lift  this  earthly  frame 

Above  mortality. 
Away !  to  me — a  woman — bring 
Sweet  waters  from  affection's  spring ! 

Mn.  Heman*9  Pi 


Fame !  Fame !  thou  canst  not  be  the  stay 

Unto  the  drooping  reed, 
Tlie  cool  fresh  fountain  in  the  day 

Of  the  soul's  foverish  need : 
Where  must  the  looe  one  turn  or  flee  7 
Not  unto  thee,  oh !  not  to  thee ! 

Mre.  HematiM. 

Of  all  the  phantoms  fleeting  in  the  mist 
Of  Timt,  though  meagre  all  and  ghostly  thin. 
Most  unsubstantial,  unessential  shade 
Was  earthly  Fame. 

Polbdb's  Csvrts  s^  ISmu 
I  am  a  woman :  —  tell  me  not  of  fame, 
The  eagle's  wing  may  sweep  the  stormy  path. 
And  fling  back  arrows  where  the  dove  would  die. 
Jlfui  Landen*9  Poemt. 
Nor  let  thy  noble  spirit  grieve. 
Its  lifo  of  glorious  fiune  to  leave  ;— 
A  lifo  of  honour  and  of  worth 
Has  no  eternity  on  earth. 

LongfeOov^B  PeetM 

The  world  may  scorn  me,  if  they  choose— -I  care 
But  little  for  their  sooffings.    I  may  sink 
For  moments ;  but  I  rise  again,  nor  shrink 
From  doing  what  the  foithful  heart  inspires. 
I  will  not  flatter,  fawn,  nor  crouch,  nor  wink. 
At  what  high-mounted  wealth  or  power  desires : 
I  have  a  loftier  aim,  to  which  my  soul  aspires. 

PsraeaZ. 
We  tell  thy  doom  vrithout  a  sigh. 

For  thou  art  Freedom's  now,  and  Fame's— 

One  of  the  fow  immortal  names 
That  wore  not  bom  to  die. 

HaUeck'9  BoxxarU 


FANCY. 

Tell  me,  where  is  foncy  bred; 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head  7 
How  begot,  how  nourished? 
It  is  engendered  in  the  eyes, 
With  gazing  fod:  and  fancy  dies 
In  the  cradle  where  it  lies. 

Shakt.  MerchmU  ef  Femes 

All  impediments  in  ftncy's  oonrse 
Are  motives  of  more  fancy* 

8hak9.  Afi's  Wtii 

Ever  let  the  foncy  roam. 

Pleasure  never  is  at  hmne ; 

Then  lot  winged  Fancy  wander 

Through  the  thoughts  still  spread  beyond  hct  • 

Oh,  sweet  Fancy!  let  her  loose, 

Every  thmg  is  spoilt  by  vm» 

£Lenr   P0flM 
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FAVOUR-FEAR. 


The  goiu  9ie  }imii 
Bat  how  can  finite  meamra  infioite  ? 
Whatever  is,  »  in  ita  cause*  just, 
Since  all  thing*  are  by  ftte,  but  poor  blind  mia 
Sees  but  a  part  o'  th'  chain,  the  neareet  link. 
His  eyes  not  canying  to  that  equal  beam 
That  poises  ali  above. 

DtydtiL 

It  was  my  fote, 
That  did  not  feshien  me  fcr  nobler  uses ; 
For  if  those  stars,  cross  to  me  in  my  birth, 
Had  not  denied  their  prosperous  influence  to  it, 
I  might  have  ceased  to  be,  and  not  as  now 
'IV>  curse  my  being. 

Ma$niiger. 

Man,  tho*  limited 
By  fiite,  may  vainly  think  his  actions  free. 
While  an  he  does,  was,  at  his  hour  of  birth, 
Or  by  his  gods,  or  potent  stars,  ordained. 

JSeioe's  Roytd  Convert, 

While  warmer  souls  command,  nay,  make  their 

fate. 
Thy  fi.te  made  thee,  and  fbrcM  thee  to  be  great 

Moore, 

But  Fate  whiib  on  the  bark. 
And  the  rough  gale  sweeps  from  the  rising  tide 
The  lazy  calm  of  thought 

Sir  Edtoard  LyUon  Bulwer, 


FAVOUR. 

O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  man. 

Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  graoe  of  God, 

Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks. 

Lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast ; 

Ready,  with  ewerj  nod,  to  tumble  down 

Into  the  fiital  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Shake.  Richard  III, 

There  is,  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire  to. 
That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin. 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  wars  or  women  have ; 
And  when  he  falls,  he  fklls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

•T is  the  curse  of  service; 
Preferment  goes  by  letter,  and  affection, 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Svood  heir  to  the  first 

Shake.  Othdio. 

^he  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments ; 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein. 
And  lay  those  honours  on  your  high  descent 

.     '  Shake.  Richard  III. 


'TIS  ever  thai  when  fevews  aro  denied; 
All  had  been  granted  but  the  thing  we  beg* 
And  still  some  groat  unlikely  substitute. 
Your  life,  your  souls,  your  all  of  earthly  good. 
Is  profi^'d  m  the  room  of  one  small  boon. 

Joanna  BaiJUe'e  BaeU 

No  trifle  is  so  small  as  what  obtains. 
Save  that  which  loses  fevour ;  *t  is  a  broath  ^ 
Which  hangs  upon  a  smile !  a  look,  a  word, 
A  frown,  the  air-built  tower  of  fortune  shakes. 
And  down  the  unsubstantial  fabric  falls. 

Hatmak  More'e  DamH 


FEAR. 


Next  him  was  fear,  all  arm*d  firom  top  to  toe. 
Yet  thought  himself  not  safe  enough  thereby. 
But  fear'd  each  shadow  moving  to  or  fiti^ 
And  his  own  arms  when  glittering  he  did  spy. 
Or  clashing  heard,  he  fast  away  did  fly ; 
As  ashes  pale  of  hue,  and  winged  heelM, 
And  evermore  on  danger  fixt  his  eye, 
'Gainst  whom  he  always  bent  a  brazen  shield. 
Which  his  right  hand  unarmed  fearfiiUy  did  wield. 

Speneer'e  Fairy  Qtteen. 
His  hand  did  quake 
And  tremble  like  a  leaf  of  aspen  green. 
And  troubled  blood  through  his  pale  fiice  vras  seen. 
As  it  a  running  messenger  had  been. 

Speneer^e  Fairy  Queen 
Still  as  he  fled  his  eye  was  backward  cast, 
As  if  his  fear  still  follow*d  him  behind, 
Als  flew  his  steed  as  he  his  bands  had  brast. 
And  with  his  winged  heels  did  tread  the  wind 
As  he  had  been  a  feal  of  Pegasus  his  kind. 

Sfeneer'e  Fairy  Queem. 
Yoo  make  me  strange 
Even  to  the  disposition  that  I  owe. 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  such  sights, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  checks. 
When  mine  are  blanchM  with  ffear. 

Shake.  Machdk 
I  have  almost  fergot  the  taste  of  fears : 
The  time  has  been,  my  senses  would  have  oooIM 
To  hear  a  night-shriek ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse,  and  stir 
As  life  wero  in  *t :  I  have  supp*d  fhli  of  horrors; 
Direness,  femiliar  to  my  alaught'iuos  thoughts. 
Cannot  once  start  me. 

Shake,  Macb^ 
O,  these  flaws  and  starts 
(Impostors  to  true  fear)  would  well  become 
A  woman's  story,  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authorized  by  her  grandam. 

Shake.  Machdk 


FBAR. 
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Whonaa  is  that  knoekinifl 
Hov  ii*t  with  me,  wiien  evefj  noise  appek  meT 

Shak9.  Maehtik 

Accorred  be  the  tongue  that  tells  me  so, 
For  It  hath  cowM  my  better  part  of  man ! 

SluUt».Maehelk 
His  horrid  image  doth  unfix  mj  hair, 
And  make  mj  seated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 
Against  the  use  of  nature. 

Shak9.  Maebeik. 

Why  what  should  be  the  fear? 
I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin^s  fee ; 
And,  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that, 
Being  a  thing  immortaL 

Shakt,  HamleL 

But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  ten  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 
I  could  a  tale  miibld,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul ;  freeze  thy  young  blood ; 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their 

spheres; 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part, 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  on  end. 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine. 

Shaks.  HamleL 
Then  shalt  be  poniahM  for  thus  frighting  me. 
For  I  am  sick  and  capable  of  fears ; 
OppressM  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears ; 
A  widow,  hnsbandless,  subject  to  fears ; 
A  woman,  naturally  bom  to  fears ; 
And  though  thou  now  confess,  thou  did^st  but  jest. 
With  my  vez'd  spirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce, 
Bat  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 

Shak$,  King  John, 
I  have  seen  them, 
Like  boding  owls,  creep  into  tods  of  ivy. 
And  hoot  their  fears  to  one  another  nightly. 

Beaiimoiit's  Bondman. 
Men  as  resolute  appear 
With  too  much,  as  too  little  fear; 
And,  when  theyVe  out  of  hopes  of  flying. 
Will  run  away  firom  death  by  dying ; 
Or  turn  again  to  stand  it  out. 
And  those  they  fled,  like  lions,  rout. 

BuHer'o  Hudibru. 

I  feel  my  sinews  slacken'd  with  the  fright. 
And  a  oold  sweat  thrills  down  all  o*er  my  limbs, 
As  if  I  were  disaolTing  into  water. 

DrydmCo  TempeoL 
'My  blood  ran  back. 
My  shaking  knees  against  each  other  knocked ! 
On  the  cold  pavement  down  I  fell  entranced, 
And  so  unfinishM  left  the  horrid  scene ! 

.  Dryden'o  AUfor  Lvoe, 


The  clouds  dispelled,  the  sky  resam*d  her  light. 
And  nature  stood  rceover*d  of  her  fright. 
But  fear,  the  last  of  ills,  remained  behind. 
And  honor  heavy  sat  on  every  mind. 

Dfyden*$  Theodore  and  Henoria 
When  the  sun  sets,  shadows  that  showM  at  noon 
But  small,  appear  most  long  and  terrible : 
So  when  we  think  fete  hovers  o*er  our  heads. 
Our  apprehensions  shoot  beyond  all  bounds ; 
Owls,  ravens,  crickets,  seem  the  watch  of  death : 
Nature's  worst  vermin  scare  her  godlike  sons. 
Echoes,  the  very  leaving  of  a  voice. 
Grow  babbling  ghosts,  and  call  us  to  our  graves. 
Each  molehill  thought  swells  to  a  huge  Olympus , 
While  we,  fantastic  dreamers,  heave  and  puff^ 
And  sweat  with  an  imagination's  weight 

Lee'e  (Edtpae 
Desponding  fear,  of  feeble  fencies  full, 
Weak  and  unmanly,  loosens  every  power. 

T7ums(nC9  Seantns 
The  wretch  tliat  fears  to  drown,  will  break  through 

flames; 
Or,  in  his  dread  of  flames,  will  plungt  in  VTaves 
When  eagles  are  in  view,  the  screaming  doves 
Will  cower  beneath  the  feet  of  man  fer  safety. 

Citber'e  Caear  in  Egypt 
In  each  low  wind  methinks  a  spirit  calls, 
And  more  than  echoes  talk  along  the  walls. 

Pope's  Eloiea, 
Stout  Glo*ster  stood  aghast  in  speechless  trance. 
To  arms !  cried  Mortimer,  and  oouch'd  his  quiver- 
ing lance. 

Groyne  Bard 

Fear  on  guilt  attends,  and  deeds  of  darkuess ; 
The  virtuous  breast  ne'er  knows  it. 

Hatard'e  Seanderheg 
The  weakness  we  lament,  ourselves  create. 
Instructed  from  our  infent  years  to  court, 
With  counterfeited  fears,  the  aid  of  man. 
We  learn  to  shudder  at  the  rustling  breeze. 
Start  at  the  light,  and  tremble  in  the  dark. 
Till  aflfectation,  rip'ning  to  belief 
And  felly,  frighted  at  our  ovm  chimeras, 
Habitual  cowardice  usurps  the  soul. 

Jfl^nson's  Irene* 
First  Fear  hia  hand,  its  skill  to  try. 
Amid  the  chords  bevnlder'd  laid. 
And  back  recoil'd,  he  knew  not  why. 
E'en  at  the  sound  himself  had  made. 

CoUine'e  Paeeione 
Must  I  consume  my  life — this  little  life — 
In  guarding  against  all  may  make  it  less  I 
It  IB  not  worth  so  much !    It  were  to  die 
Befere  my  hour,  to  live  in  dread  of  death. 

ByroeCe  Sardamofame 
a3» 
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PEAt3TING. 


The  dfwd  of  evil  » the  iverat  of  iU; 

k  tjnaX  yet  a  rebel,  dragging  down 

The  dear^yed  judgment  ftma  He  B|iifitael  throne, 

And  leaguM  with  all  the  baae  and  blacker  thooghtf, 

To  overwhelm  the  eooL 

Piiodor'«  MkmMU. 

Tie  well — my  soul  shakes  off  its  load  of  eare; 
*Tis  only  the  obeeore  is  terrible. 
Imagination  frames  events  unknown, 
In  wild  fantastio  shapes  of  hideous  ruin ; 
And  what  it  iears  creates ! 

Hannah  JTers't  BaUhoMxar. 

What  are  fears  but  voices  airy  7 
Whispering  harm  where  harm  is  not ; 
And  deluding  the  unwary 
Till  the  fatal  bolt  is  shot! 

fvertttiportt. 
Like  one,  that  on  a  loaesome  road 

Doth  walk  in  iear  and  dread, 
,And  having  once  tom*d  round  walks  on. 

And  turns  no  more  hie  head ; 

Because  he  knows  a  frightful  fiend 

Doth  cloee  behind  him  tread. 

Coleridge*8  Ancient  Mariner, 
And  what  art  thou  ?  I  know,  but  dare  not  speak ! 

SheOey. 

Noiseless  as  fear  in  a  wide  wilderness. 

JTeoft. 
Hie  workings  of  the  soul  ye  fear ; 

Ye  fear  the  power  that  goodness  hath ; 
Ye  fear  the  unseen  One  ever  near. 
Walking  his  ocean  path. 

Dana*e  Bueemneer. 
ICait  then  leara'd  to  doobt  pmfeesioiis,  and  distrait 
The  word  of  promise  7 — if  not  so,  the  world  has 

been  more  just 
To  thee  than  me. 

Mi9$  B^gmi. 
The  night  came  on  alcne, 
The  little  stars  sat  one  by  one 
EMich  on  his  golden  throne ; 
Tlie  evening  air  passM  by  my  cheek» 
l*he  leaves  above  were  stirr'd, 
Ilut  the  beating  of  ray  own  lieart 
Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

R,M.Mane$. 

FEASTING. 

Then  all  was  jollity, 
h'easting  and  mirth,  light  wantonness  and  laugh* 

tcr, 
Piping  and  playing,  minstrelsies  and  masking, 
*Till  life  fled  from  us  like  an  idle  dream ; 
A  auow  of  mummery  withont  a  meaning. 

Row^e  Jane  Skmre^ 


Not  an  CO  books  thdr  criticism  waele : 
The  genius  of  a  dish  some  justly  taste. 
And  eat  their  way  to  feme. 

Yeusig*s  Leve  ef  Fame, 
Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  oomhino 
The  business  of  their  lives,  that  is — to  dine, 

Ywng*$  Lone  rf  Fame, 

Sir  Balaam  now,  he  lives  like  other  folks, 
He  takes  his  chirping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jokes: 
••  Live  like  yourselfj"  was  soon  my  lady^s  word ; 
And  lo !  two  puddings  smokM  upon  the  board. 

Papers  Moral  Eteaye, 
Mingles  with  the  friendly  bowl 


P«p«. 


The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul. 

Was  ever  such  a  happy  swain ! 
He  stufi  and  swills,  and  stufls  again. 
**I'm  quite  asharaM-— *tis  mighty  rude 
**To  eat  so  much — but  all^s  so  good! 
M I  have  a  thousand  thanks  to  give — 
••  My  lord  alone  knows  how  to  live." 

Pope. 
The  banquet  waits  our  presence,  festal  joy 
Laughs  in  the  mantling  goblet,  and  the  night, 
UluminM  by  the  taper's  dazzling  beam. 
Rivals  departed  day. 

Brmotia  Barbaneea. 

Wi'  sauce  ragouts,  an*  sic  like  trashtrie. 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  wastrie. 

Buma^e  Ttea  Doge. 
The  turnpike  road  to  people's  hearts  I  find 
Lies  through  their  mouths,  or  I  mistake  mankind. 

Dr.  WoUoCo  Peter  Pindar. 
Behold !  his  breakfasts  shine  with  reputation  I 
His  dinners  are  the  wonder  of  the  nation ! 
With  these  he  treats  both  commoners  and  quality. 
Who  praise,  where'er  they  go,  his  hospitality. 

Dr,  WolcoCa  Peter  Pindar, 
Dire  was  the  clang  of  plates,  of  knife  and  ferk, 
Hiat  merc'less  fell  like  tomahawks  to  work. 

Dr.  WotcoCe  Peter  Pindar. 
Ven'son  's  a  Cesar  in  tlie  fiercest  fray ; 
INirtle !  an  Alexander  in  its  way ; 
And  then  in  quarrels  of  a  slighter  nature. 
Mutton  'a  a  most  successful  mediator ! 
So  much  superior  is  the  stomach's  smart 
To  all  the  vaunted  horrors  of  tlie  heart ; 
ETen  love,  who  oflen  triumphs  in  his  grie( 
Hath  ceas'd  to  feed  on  sighs,  to  pant  on  bee£ 

Dr.  WoUWe  Peter  Pindar. 
I  own  that  nothing  like  good  cheer  succeeds — 
A  man's  a  god  whose  hogshead  freely  btoeds ; 
Charopaigne  can  consecrate  the  damnedst  evil ; 
A  hungry  parasite  adores  a  devil. 

Dr.  Wdcete  Peter  Pindmr 
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Bnp  «o  nu»e  wood !  ths  wiiid  U  oUll ; 

M  let  k  whktle  as  it  wiUt 

We  11  keep  om-  ChiutmM  merry  ttUL 

SeaiVt  Marmion, 
FIJI  the  bright  goblet,  spread  the  festive  board ; 
Sommon  the  gay,  the  noble  and  the  fair ! 
Ibroufrh  the  lood  hall  in  joyous  concert  pour'df 
Let  mirth  and  music  soond  the  dirge  of  care! 
But  ask  thou  not  if  happiness  be  there. 
If  the  loud  laugh  disguise  convulsive  throe, 
Or  if  the  brow  the  heart's  true  living  wear ; 
lift  not  the  festal  mask ! — enough  to  know. 
No  scene  of  mortal  life  but  teems  with  mortal  woe. 
ScoU't  Lord  of  the  lelet, 
Btt  *tws0  a  public  feast,  and  public  day-— 
Quite  fun,  right  dull,  guests  hot,  and  dishes  cold. 
Great  plenty,  much  fixrmality,  small  cheer, 

And  every  body  out  of  their  owa  sphere. 

Byron. 

When  dinner  has  opprest  one, 
I  think  it  is  perhaps  the  gloomiest  hour 
Whkh  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty.fbur. 

Byron. 

Of  all  appeals — although 
I  grant  the  ponser  of  pathos,  and  of  gold. 
Of  beauty,  flattery,  threats,  a  shilling— no 
Metiwd  *•  more  sore  at  moments  to  take  hold 
Of  the  beet  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 
More  tender,  as  we  every  day  behold. 
Than  that  all-soflening,  overpowering  knell. 

The  tooein  of  the  soul — the  dinner-belL 

Byron, 

Fin  full ;  why  this  is  as  it  should  be :  here 
Is  ray  tme  realm,  amidst  bright  eyes  and  fitces 
Happy  as  fair !  here  sorrow  cannot  reach. 

Byron^a  Sardanapabu, 

Time  to  dine 
I  always  grive  in  poetry,  well  knowing 
That  to  jump  over  it  in  half  a  line. 
Looks  (let  OS  be  sincere,  dear  muse !)  like  showing 

Contempt  we  do  not  feel  for  meat  and  wine. 
Dinner !  ye  gods !  What  is  there  more  respectable ! 
For  eating  who,  save  Byron,  ever  eheek'd  a  belle. 

WiUii. 
— A  good  rule  at  parties,  (to  keep  up  a 
Mercurial  air,)  is  to  eome  in  at  ougper. 

WittU. 


FEATURES.— (See  E«s.) 

FEELING.— (See  Sensibiutt.) 

FESTIVITY.  — (See  lKB»iuiTy.) 

FICKLENESS.  — (See  Inconstancy.) 


FIDELITY. 

He  that  can  endure 
To  follow  witli  allegiance  a  fallor  lord. 
Doth  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i*  the  story. 

Shako,  AnUmy  and  CleqpairB 
111  yet  follow 
The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  tho*  my  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me. 

Shako,  Antony  and  Cleopatra 

Mine  honesty  and  I  begin  to  square. 
Tho  loyalty,  well  held  to  fools,  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  lolly. 

Shako,  AnUmy  and  Cleopatra, 

But  now  *t  is  odds  beyond  arithmetic ; 

And  manhood  is  callM  foolery,  when  it  stands 

Against  a  falling  fabric 

Shako,  Coruilanuo, 

Tboa  slialt  not  see  me  blush. 
Nor  change  my  countenance  lor  this  arrest; 
A  heart  unspotted  is  not  easily  daunted. 
The  purest  spring  is  not  so  free  from  mud. 
As  I  am  clear  from  treason  to  my  sovereign* 

Shako.  Henry  VJ.    Part  II. 
I  have  this  day  roooiv*d  a  traitor's  judgment, 
And  by  that  name  must  die ;  yet,  heaven  bear 

witness. 
And  if  I  have  a  conscience,  let  it  sink  me. 
Even  as  the  aie  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful! 

Shako.  Henry  VJIL 
Though  all  the  world  should  crack  their  duty  to 

yoot 
And  throw  it  from  their  soul ;  though  perils  dad 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  oouid  make  them,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid ;  yet  my  duty 
As  doth  a  rock  against  a  chiding  flood. 
Should  the  approach  of  the  wild  river  break, 
And  stand  unshaken  yours. 

Shako.  Henry  VIIL 

Have  I  with  all  my  full  tlbcti«M 
Still  met  the  king  7  lov*d  him  next  heaivcb  7  obey*^ 

him? 
Bben,  out  of  fondness,  superstitious  to  him  7 
Almost  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  7 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  7  ^t  is  not  well,  my  lorok 
Bring  me  a  constant  woman  to  her  husband. 
One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyond  his  pleasure 
And  to  that  woman,  when  she  has  done  most. 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honour  —  a  great  patience. 

Shako,  Henry  VII » 

And  BO  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes  mav  ^U  \ 
And  as  my  duty  springs,  so  perish  they 
Tliat  grudge  one  thought  against  your  majesty 
Shako.  Henry  VI.    Par!  I 
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If;  in  the  coarse 
And  procGM  of  this  time,  you  can  report, 
And  prove  it  too,  against  mine  honour  aught. 
My  bond  to  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty,  or 
Against  your  sacred  person,  in  God's  name, 
Tom  me  away ;  and  let  the  foulest  contempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  so  gi\x  mc  up 
To  the  sharpest  kind  of  justice. 

ShakB.  Henry  VIII. 

Nor  is  there  living 
(I  speak  it  witli  a  single  heart,  my  lords) 
A  man  that  more  detests,  more  stirs  against. 
Both  in  his  private  conscience,  and  his  place, 
Defaccrs  of  a  public  peace,  than  I  do ; 
Pray  heaven  the  king  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  less  allegiance  in  it. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

My  vows  and  prayers 
Yet  are  the  king^s;  and  till  my  soul  forsake  me. 
Shall  cry  for  blessings  on  him :  may  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years ! 
Ever  beloved  and  loving,  may  his  rule  be  1 
And  when  old  time  shall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodness  and  he  fill  up  one  monument 

Sbak$.  Henry  VIIL 

Tliey  fer  their  trtith,  might  better  wear  their 

heads, 

Than  some,  that  have  accusM  them,  wear  their 

hats.  Shake.  Richard  III. 

Heaven  witness 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 
At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  dislike, 
Yea  subject  to  your  coimtenance ;  glad,  or  sorry. 
As  I  saw  it  inclined. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

Here  I  kneel :  — 
If  e*cr  my  will  did  trespass  *gainst  his  love. 
Either  in  discourse,  or  thought,  or  actual  deed ; 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form ; 
Or  that  I  do  not  vet,  and  ever  did. 
And  ever  will  —  though  he  do  shako  me  off 
To  beggarly  divorcement  —  love  him  dearly, " 
Comfort  forswear  me ! 

Shake.  OtkeOo. 

1  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest, 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake  :  if  you  think  other, 
Remove  your  thought ;  it  doth  abuse  your  bosom. 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head, 
|jet  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse : 
For,  if  she  be  uoc  iionest,  chaste,  and  true, 
Tnere  's  oo  man  hippy :  the  purest  of  their  wives 
is  fool  as  slander. 

Shake.  OtheUo. 


The  credit  thftt  thy  lady  bath  of  theo 

Deserves  thy  trust ;  and  thy  most  ^rfeot  goodoMi 

Her  assured  confidence. 

Shake.  Cymheline. 

Unkindness  may  do  much; 
And  his  unkindnces  may  defeat  my  life, 
But  never  taint  my  love. 

Shake.  OihvUo 

A  loss  of  her. 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  lost  her  lustre ; 
Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence 
That  angels  love  good  men  with ;  even  of  her 
That,  when  the  greatest  stroke  of  fortune  falls, 
Will  bless  the  king. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIa 
If  this  austere  unsociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood ; 
If  firosts,  and  fasts,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds, 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blossoms  of  your  love. 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  last  lov^e ; 
Then,  at  the  ezpiratian  of  the  year. 
Come  challenge  me. 

Shake.  Lm?e  Labour. 
Here  is  my  hand  for  my  true  constancy ; 
And  when  that  hour  o'erslips  me  in  the  day, 
Wherein  I  sigh  not,  Julia,  for  thy  sake. 
The  next  ensuing  hour  some  foul  mischance 
Torment  me,  for  my  lovers  fbrgetfulncM  I 

Shake.  Two  Genilemen  of  Venma, 
His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles ; 
His  love  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate ; 
His  tears  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  heart; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  heaven  and  earth. 

Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 
O  heaven!  were  man 
But  constant,  he  were  perfect :  that  one  error 
Fills  him  with  faults. 

Shake.  Two  OenUemen  rf  Verona, 
God  joinM  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands ; 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  seal'd. 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed. 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  shall  slay  them  both. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JtdieL 
Chain  mo  with  roaring  bears ; 
Or  shut  me  nightly  in  a  chamel-hooae, 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  men's  rattling  bones. 
With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chapless  skulls ; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave. 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  shroud ; 
Things  that,  to  hear  them  told,  havo  made  me 

tremble ; 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt, 
To  live  an  unstain'd  wife  to  my  sweet  love. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuMet 
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Fiketohb  bed!    "What  is  h  to  be  iUse ? 

TV  lie  m  w&tch  tbere,  and  to  think  on  him  T 

To  weep  *twizt  dock  and  dock  1  if  sleep  chaj|;o 

nature. 
To  break  it  with  a  fearfd  dream  of  him. 
And  crj  myaalT  awake  ?  that  *s  false  to  his  bed, 
bit? 

Sbak9.  Cymbdine. 

Faithful  found 
:  the  ftithkss,  fiLithihl  only  he ; 
:  innumerable  false,  unmov*d, 
Uoahaken,  unseduced,  unterrified ; 
ffis  lojalty  he  kept,  his  lore,  his  zeal ; 
Nor  number,  nor  example  with  him  wrought 
To  swerve  from  truth,  or  change  hb  constant  mind 
Though  single. 

Mikon's  Paradise  LotL 

Well  hast  thou  fought 
Hie  hotter  fight,  who  single  hast  maintain'd 
Against  rerdted  multitudes  the  cause 
Of  truth,  in  w<«d  mightier  than  they  in  arms ; 
And  £bi  the  testimony  of  truth  hast  borne 
Universal  reproach,  &r  worse  to  bear 

Than  Yidenoe. 

MiUon*a  Paradise  LobL 

ConfinnM  then  I  resolve, 
Adam  shall  share  with  me  in  bliss  or  woe : 
S9  dear  I  love  him,  that  with  him  all  deaths 
I  oodd  endnie,  vnthout  him  live  no  life. 

Jfibon's  Parvdue  Loat. 

With  thee 
Certain  my  resohition  is  to  die  ; 
How  can  I  live  without  thee,  how  forego 
Thy  sweet  converse  and  love  so  dearly  join*d. 
To  live  again  in  these  wild  woods  forlorn  7 
Siodd  God  create  another  Eve,  and  I 
Another  rib  afford,  yet  loss  of  thee 
Wodd  newr  firom  my  heart ;  no,  no,  I  feel 
The  link  of  nature  draw  me :  flesh  of  my  flesh. 
Bone  of  my  bone  thou  art,  and  from  thy  state 
Mine  never  shldl  be  parted,  bliss  or  woe. 

MittotCs  Paradise  Lott, 
IVust  reposM  in  noble  natures, 
OUlges  them  the  more. 

Drydek^s  AssignaiUm, 

Oh !  the  tender  ties, 
Close  twisted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 
Which  broken,  break  them,  and  drain  off  the  sod 
Of  hnmaa  joy,  and  make  it  pain  to  live. 

Young. 

Is  there,  kind  heaven !  no  constancy  in  man  7 
No  stead  fart  truth,  no  generous  fix'd  affection. 
That  can  bear  up  against  a  selfish  world  7 
No,  there  is  none. 

Tleniaoii*s  Tanered  and  Sigismunda, 
M 


She  is  as  constant  as  the  stars 
That  never  vary,  and  more  chaste  than  they. 

Proctor's  Mirandeia, 
In  the  day  of  woe,  she  ever  rose 
l^n  the  mind  with  added  majesty, 
As  the  dark  mountain  more  sublimely  tow'rs 
Mantled  in  douds  and  storms. 

Joanna  BaiUi^s  De  Moniford. 

Clotilda. — Hath  time  no  power  upon  thy  hopeless 

love? 
Tnugine. — ^Tea,  time  hath  power,  and  what  a 

power  I  *11  tell  thee, 
A  power  to  change  the  pdses  of  the  heart 
To  one  dull  throb  of  ceaseless  agony. 
To  hush  the  sigh  on  the  resigned  lip 
And  lock  it  in  the  heart, — freeze  the  hot  tear, 
And  bid  it  on  the  eye-lid  hang  for  ever — 
Such  power  hath  time  o'er  me. 

Matunm  s  Bertrafn, 

They  said  her  cheek  of  youth  was  beautiful 
Till  withering  sorrow  blanchM  the  bright  rose 

thero; 
But  grief  did  lay  his  icy  finger  on  it. 
And  chill*d  it  to  a  odd  and  joyless  statue 
Methonght  she  carollM  blithdy  in  her  youtn, 
As  the  couch*d  nestling  trills  his  vesper  lay ; 
But  song  and  smile,  beauty  and  melody. 
And  youth  and  happiness  are  gone  fix>m  her. 
Perchance — even  as  she  is — he  wodd  not  scorn 

her. 
If  he  codd  know  her — ^for,  for  him  she's  chang'd, 
She  is  much  dter'd — but  her  heart — her  heart! 
Maturings  Bertram, 
If  thou  codd'st  speak. 
Dumb  witness  of  the  secret  sod  of  Imogine, 
Thou  might'st  acquit  the  faith  of  womankind— 
Since  thou  wast  on  my  midnight  pillow  laid. 
Friend  hath  forsaken  friend,  the  brotherly  tie 
Been  lightly  loos'd — The  parted  coldly  met — 
Yea,  mothers  have  with  desperate  hands  wrought 

harm 
To  little  lives  firom  their  own  bosoms  lent 
But  woman  still  hath  lov'd — if  that  indeed 
Woman  e'er  lov'd  like  me. 

Jfalwin's  BsriranL 

Mark  me,  Clotilda, 
And  mark  me  well ;  I  am  no  desperate  wretch. 
Who  borrows  an  ezcuso  from  shamefd  passiou 
To  make  its  shame  more  vile — 
I  am  a  wretched,  but  a  spotless  wifo. 

Maturings  BeruoM. 
Full  many  a  miserable  year  hath  past — 
She  knows  him  as  one  dead,  or  worse  than  dead  • 
And  many  a  change  her  varied  life  hath  known. 
But  her  heart  none. 

MoterJn't  IteKram 
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IGs  toTereign^i  tmwn  came  next-— 

'Ilicn  bow*d  the  buinere  on  hb  crested  walb, 

Torn  by  the  enemies*  hand  from  their  prond 

height ; 
Where  twice  two  hundred  years  they  mock*d  the 

storm. 
Tlie  stran^r's  step  profanM  his  desolate  halls, 
An  exiPd,  outcaiit,  houseless,  nameless  object, 
He  fled  for  life,  and  scarce  by  flight  did  save  it 
No  hoary  beadsman  bid  his  parting  step 
God  speed — no  faithful  vassal  fbllow*d  him  ; 
For  fear  had  withered  every  heart  but  hers. 
Who  amid  shame  and  ruin  lov*d  him  better. 

Maiurin^§  Bertram, 

Ah !  then  as  nature's  tendercst  impulse  ^wrought. 
With  fond  solicitude  of  love  she  sought 
To  soothe  his  limbs  upon  their  grassy  bed. 
And  make  the  pillow  easy  to  his  head ; 
She  wiped  his  reeking  temples  with  her  hair, 
She  shook  the  leaves  to  stir  the  sleeping  air. 
Moistened  his  lips  with  kisses ;  with  her  breath. 
Vainly  essayM  to  quell  the  fire  of  death. 
That  ran  and  revellM  tlirough  his  swollen  veins 
With  quicker  pulses,  and  severer  pains. 

Monlgmnery'9  World  before  the  Fkod, 

Thought  ye  your  iron  hands  of  pride 
Could  break  the  knot  that  love  had  tied  ? 
No :  —  let  the  eagle  change  his  plume, 
Tlie  leaf  its  hue,  the  flow*r  its  bloom ; 
But  tics  around  this  heart  were  spun, 
Tliat  could  not,  would  not,  be  undone ! 

Camj^dl. 

Oh !  whet  was  love  made  fi>r,  if  *t  is  not  the  same 
Thro*  joy,  and  thro'  torments,thro'  glory  and  shame? 

Jfoore. 

Oh  \  if  there  be  an  elysium  on  earth. 

It  is  this  — 
When  two  that  are  link'd  in  one  heavenly  tie. 
Love  on  through  all  ills,  and  love  on  till  they  die. 

Jlfoore. 
Believe  mc,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms. 
Which  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day. 
Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  melt  in  mj 

arms. 
Like  fairy.gifis,  fading  away ! 
Thou  would'st  still  be  adorM,  as  tliis  moment  thou 

art, 
Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will, 
iVnd,  around  the  dear  ruin,  each  wish  of  my  heart 
Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still ! 
It  is  not,  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thme  own, 
Aiid  Uiy.  cheeks  unproian'd  by  a  tear. 
That  tho  fervour  and  faith  of  a  soul  can  be  known. 
To  which  *imo  wil*  but  make  thee  more  dear ! 


Oh  •  the  heart  that  has  truly  lovM  nevi 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  dose. 

As  the  sun-flovrer  toms  to  her  god  when  he  selSi 

The  same  look  which  she  tum'd  when  he  rose. 

JtfooTb 
Come  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stricken  deer ! 
Ilio'  the  herd  hath  fled  from  thee,  thy  home  isstiO 

here; 
Here  still  is  the  smile  that  no  cloud  can  o*ercast. 
And  the  heart  and  the  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last? 

Mme, 
Though  human^  thou  didst  not  deceive  me. 
Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forsake. 
Though  loved,  thou  fbrborest  to  grieve  me. 
Though  slander'd,  thou  never  oodd'st  shake. 
Though  trusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me, 
Tliough  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly. 
Though  watehful,  *t  was  not  to  defiune  me, 
Nor,  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Then  let  the  fool,  still  prone  to  range 
And  sneer  on  all  who  cannot  change. 
Partake  his  jest  witli  boasting  boys, 
I  envy  not  his  varied  joys. 
But  deem  such  feeble,  heartless  man. 
Less  than  yon  solitary  swan ; 
Far,  far  beneath  tlie  shallow  maid 
He  left  believing,  and  bctrayM. 

Byron's  Ommr 
That's  false !  a  truer,  nobler,  trustier  heart. 
More  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 
Witliin  a  human  breast    I  would  not  change 
My  exiled,  persecuted,  mangled  husband. 
Oppressed  but  not  disgrac'd,  crush'd,  overwhehn'd, 
Alive,  or  dead,  for  prince  or  paladin 
In  story  or  in  fable,  with  a  world 
To  back  his  suit    Dishonour'd ! — ^he  dishonom-'d ! 
I  toll  thee,  doge,  't  is  Venice  is  dishonour'd. 

ByrotCe  Two  Fooeart 
Where  is  honour. 
Innate  and  prccept-strengthen'd,  't  is  the  rock 
Of  fdith  connubial:  where  it  is  not  —  where 
Light  thoughts  are  lurking,  or  the  vanities 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart. 
Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it,  well  I  know 
'Twere  hopeless  for  humanity  to  dream 
Of  honesty  in  such  infected  blood. 
Although  'twere  wed  to  him  it  covets  roost 

Byron'e  Doge  of  Vemee, 
Vice  cannot  fix,  and  virtue  cannot  change. 
The  once  faXVn  woman  must  for  ever  fall ; 
For  vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 
Stands  like  tho  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  aroond 
Drinks  liie,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her  anpect 
Byron^e  Dege  ef  Venieo 
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To  aoothe  thy  sicknen,  watch  thy  health, 
Partaker  ^^  never  waste,  thy  wealth. 
Or  stand  with  smiles  onnrarmuring  by, 
And  lifjrhtcn  half  thy  poverty ; 
Do  all  but  elooe  thy  dyin/ir  ejre. 
For  that  I  could  not  live  to  try. 

Byron'9  Bride  4  -^  V^* 
Tet  vrell  my  toils  shall  that  fend  breast  repay, 
Though  fortune  firown,  or  fklser  friends  betray. 
How  dear  the  dream  in  darkest  hours  of  ill, 
Should  all  be  changed,  to  find  thee  fiiithfbl  stilL 
Bo  but  thy  soul,  like  Selim's,  firmly  shown ; 
To  thee  be  Selim's  tender  as  thy  own ; 
To  soothe  each  sorrow,  share  in  each  delight. 
Blend  every  thought,  do  all — but  disunite. 

ByroiCt  Bride  ef  Ahydim. 

Adah, ^^ Alas \  thou  sinnest  now,  my  Cain;  thy 

words 
Sound  impious  in  mine  ears. 
Cain, — Then  leave  me! 
Adah, — Never, 
Though  thy  God  Icf^  thee ! 

Byron**  Cain. 
Pure  as  the  snow  the  summer  sun 
Never  at  noon  hath  lookM  upon— 
Deep,  as  is  the  diamond  wave. 
Hidden  in  the  desert  cave — 
Changeless,  as  the  greenest  leaves 
Of  llie  wreath  the  cypress  weaves- 
Hopeless,  of^en,  when  most  fund  — - 
Without  hope  or  fear  beyond 
Its  own  pale  fidelity — 

Aad  this  woman^s  love  can  be. 

Mu»  London, 
For  me — I  have  no  lingering  wish  to  rove ; 
For  tliough  I  worship  all  things  fair  and  free, 
Of  outward  grace,  of  soul  nobility. 
Happier  than  thou,  I  find  them  all  in  one. 
And  I  would  vrorship  at  thy  shrine  alone. 

Mi$$  Lynch, 
Yes !  —  still  I  love  thee :  —  Time,  who  sets 

His  signet  on  my  brow, 
And  dims  my  sunken  eye,  forgets. 

The  heart  he  could  not  bow; — 
^Vhore  love,  that  cannot  perish,  grows 
For  one,  alas !  that  little  knows 

How  love  may  sometimes  last ; 
Like  sunshine  wasting  m  the  skies 
^Vhctt  clouds  arc  overcast 

Rufitt  Dmoe§, 
Within  her  heart  was  his  image, 
Oolh'd  in  the  beauty  of  love  and  youth,  as  last 

she  beheld  him. 
Only  more  beautiful  made  by  his  death-like  silence 
and  absence. 

Len/rfeUow'a  Evangdime. 


My  heart  too  firmly  trusted,  fondly  gave 
Itself  to  all  its  tenderness  a  slave ; 
I  had  no  wish  but  thee,  and  only  thee ; 
I  knew  no  happiness  but  only  while 
Thy  love-lit  eyes  were  kindly  tum'd  on  ma 

Ferehoatt  PoemB, 

FIGHTING.  — (See  War.) 

FIRMNESS.  —  (See  DEXERMiNATiorf.) 

FISHING.— (See  A.voling.) 

FLAG. 

Who  forthwith  fiom  the  glittering  staff  onifarrd 
l*h*  imperial  ensign,  which  full  high  advmnc*d 
Shone  like  a  meteor  streaming  to  the  wind. 

Milton'9  Paradige  LmL 

A  mighty  power,  my  England, 

Is  in  that  name  of  thine. 
To  strike  the  fire  firom  every  heart 

Along  the  banner*d  line ; 
And  proudly  hath  it  floated 

Through  the  battles  of  the  sea. 
When  the  red-cross  flag  o'er  smoke-wrcaths  playM 

Like  the  lightning  in  its  glee  I 

Mrs.  Hemans, 
The  meteor  flag  of  England 

Shall  yet  terrific  bum. 
Till  danger^s  troubled  night  depart. 

And  the  star  of  peace  return. 

CgmpbeU. 

When  Freedom  from  her  mountain  height 

UnfurPd  her  standard  to  the  air. 
She  tore  the  azure  robe  of  night, 

And  set  her  stars  of  glory  there. 
She  mingled  with  its  gorgeous  dyes 
The  milky  baldric  of  the  skies. 
And  striped  its  pure,  celestial  white, 
With  streakings  of  the  morning  light ; 
Then  fVom  his  mansion  in  the  sun 
She  callM  Iter  eagle-bearer  down. 
And  gave  into  bis  mighty  hand 
The  symbol  of  her  chosen  land. 

Drake 

Tho*  many  and  bright  are  the  stars  that  appear 

In  tho  flag  by  our  country  unfurlM ; 
And  the  stripes  that  arc  swelling  in  majesty  thua, 

Like  rain-bows  adorning  the  world ; 
Their  light  is  unsullied,  as  those  in  the  sky. 

By  a  deed  that  our  fathers  have  done. 
And  they  *re  leagued  in  as  true  and  as  holy  a  Urn 

In  that  motto  of —  **  Maict  in  ohe.** 
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Bright  flag  at  yonder  tapering  maat, 
Fling  out  your  field  of  azure  blue ; 

Let  star  and  stripe  be  westward  cast, 
And  point  as  Freedom's  eagle  flew ! 

Strain  home  S  O  lithe  and  quivering  spars 

Point  home  my  country's  flag  of  stars ! 


WUUi, 


FLATTERY.    FLATTERER. 

That  subtle  serpent,  servile  flattery. 
Seldom  infects  the  meaner  man,  that  fears 
No  change  of  state,  through  fortune's  treachery; 
She  spits  her  poison  at  the  mightiest  peers. 
And  with  her  charms  enchants  the  prinoe's  ears : 
In  sweetest  wood  the  worm  doth  soonest  breed. 
The  caterpillar  on  best  bods  doth  feed. 

Mirror  far  Magittmtm. 

If  sly  dissimulation  credit  win 
With  any  prince  that  sits  on  highest  throne, 
With  honey'd  poison  of  sour  sugar'd  sin. 
It  causeth  him  turn  tyrant  to  his  own. 
And  to  his  state  works  swift  oonAiston ; 
Above  his  cedar's  top  it  high  doth  shoot. 
And  canker-like  devours  it  to  the  root. 

Mirror  for  Magiotrateo. 
Of  all  wild  beasts,  preserve  me  fiom  a  tyrant ; 
And  of  all  tame-— a  flatterer. 

JonooiCo  S^nui, 

T  is  the  fate  of  princes,  that  no  knowledge 
Comes  pure  to  them,  but,  passing  through  the  eyes 
And  ears  of  other  men,  it  takes  a  tincture 
From  every  channel ;  and  still  bears  a  relish 
Of  flattery  or  private  ends. 

Denibm's  Sophy, 

Self-love  never  yet  could  look  on  truth. 
But  with  blear'd  beams ;  slick  flattery  and  she 
Are  twin-bom  sisters,  and  so  mix  their  eyes. 
And  if  you  sever  one,  the  other  dies. 

Ben  Jonoon* 
O  thou  world,  great  nurso  of  flattery, 
Why  dost  thou  tip  men's  tongues  with  golden 

words, 
And  poise  their  deeds  with  weight  of  heavy  lead. 
That  fair  peribrmance  cannot  follow  promise  7 
O  that  a  man  might  hold  the  heart's  close  book 
And  choke  the  lavish  tongue,  when  it  doth  utter 
The  breath  of  falsehood,  not  character'd  there. 

Anon.  Edward  III. 
^  hy  what  a  deal  of  candied  courtesy. 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  profier  me ! 
IjOiik — when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age^ 
And — gende  Harry  Percy,  and,  kind  couoin^ 
T*w  devil  take  such  cozeners ! — God  forgive  me ! 
Shako,  Henry  IV.    Part  I. 


O,  that  men's  ears  should  be 
To  counsel  deaf^  but  not  to  flattery ! 

Shakopeon, 
Who  dares 
In  purity  of  manhood  stand  upright. 
And  say,  t&if  man*o  a  flatterer  7  if  one  be. 
So  are  they  all ;  for  every  griie  of  fortune 
Is  smooth'd  by  that  below :  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  all  is  oblique;. 
There 's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures. 
But  direct  villany. 

Shako.  Tinum  of  Athen$. 

Why  these  looks  of  care  7 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  sofl; 
Hug  their  diseas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.    Shame  not  these  woods. 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee :  hinge  thy  knee. 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou 'It  observe. 
Blow  off  thy  cap ;  praise  his  most  vicious  strain. 
And  call  it  excellent. 

Shako.  Titnon  rf  Athene, 

He  loves  to  hear. 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  vrith  trees. 
And  bears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes, 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers : 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers. 
He  says,  he  does ;  being  then  most  flattcr'd. 

Shako.  JuUuo  Caoar. 
Be  not  fond. 
To  think  that  Onsar  bears  such  rebel  blood. 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  melteth  foob;  1  mean,  swoet 

words, 
Low-crook'd  curt'sies,  and  base  spaniel  fawning. 
Shako.  JuUttO  Caoar, 

Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter : 
For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  fh>m  thee, 
That  no  revenue  hast,  but  thy  good  spirits, 
To  foed,  and  clothe  thee  7  why  should  the  poor  be 

flatter'd? 
No,  let  the  candy'd  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp ; 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee. 

Where  thrift  may  foUow  fawning. 

Shako.  HandeL 
You  play  the  spaniel. 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win 
me.  Shako.  Henry  VIIL 

You  are  fiur  too  prodigal  in  praise. 
And  crown  me  with  the  garlands  of  yowr  merit ; 
As  we  meet  barks  on  rivers — the  strong  gale 
Being  best  friend  to  us — our  swift  motion 
Makes  us  believe  that  t'other  nimbler  rows; 
Swift  virtue  thinks  small  goodness  fastest  goes 

VavenporVo  City  Night^Cap. 


FLATTERY.  FLATTERER. 
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Give  me  flatt*rj ; 
Fhtt^ry,  fhe  food  of  courts !  that  I  may  rock  him. 
And  kdl  him  in  down  of  hiB  deores. 

Beaumotifa  RdOa. 
the  firmest  purpose  of  a  woman's  heart 
To  wel]4im*d,  artful  flattery  may  yield. 

lAao't  Eltiurkh 

Parent  of  wicked,  bane  of  honest  deeds, 
Pernicious  flattery !  thy  malignant  seeds, 
In  an  ill  hom-,  and  by  a  &tal  hand. 
Sadly  diffos'd  o'er  virtue's  gleby  land. 
With  rising  pride  amidst  the  corn  appear. 
And  choke  the  hopes  and  harvest  of  the  year. 

Prioi^B  Soloman, 
No  flattery,  boy !  an  honest  man  can't  live  by't: 
It  is  a  little  sneaking  art,  which  knaves 
Uk  to  cajole  and  soften  fools  withaL 
If  thoa  hast  flatt'ry  in  thy  nature,  out  with't; 
Or  send  it  to  a  court,  fl>r  there  twill  thrive. 

Oiwatfa  Orphan. 
Let  me  be  grateful ;  but  let  &r  from  me 
Be  &wning  cringe,  and  false  dissembling  look. 
And  servile  flattery,  that  harbours  oil 
In  eoorts  and  gilded  rooft. 

Pha^'3  Cider. 

O  flatt'ry ! 
How  soon  thy  smooth  insinuating  oil 
Simples  the  toughest  fljol  I 

Fenttm^s  Mariatnne. 

Beware  of  flattery,  'tis  a  weed 
Which  oft  oficnds  the  very  idol— •  vice, 
Whose  shrine  it  would  perfume. 

FentatL 

His  fiery  temper  brooks  not  opposition. 
And  must  be  met  with  soft  and  supple  arts, 
With  crouching  courtesy,  and  honey'd  words, 
Such  as  assuage  the  fierce,  and  bend  the  strong. 
RcweU  Lady  Jant  Grey. 
Minds, 
By  nature  great,  are  conscious  of  their  greatness. 
And  hold  it  mean  to  borrow  aught  from  flattery. 
Rowe^B  Royal  Convert 

Of  folly,  vice,  disease,  men  proud  we  see. 
And  (stranger  still !)  of  blockhead's  flattery. 
Whose  praise  defames ;  as  if  a  £bol  should  mean. 
By  spitting  on  your  fiu;e,  to  make  it  dean. 

Youngfo  Lone  tf  Fame, 
rr  is  an  old  maxim  in  the  schools, 
That  flattery 's  the  food  of  fools, 
Tet  now  and  then  you  men  of  wit 
Win  condescend  to  take  a  bit 

Swiffa  CadenuM  and  Vaneeea. 

Sis,  adulation  is  a  fatal  thing  — 
Rank  poison  for  a  subject,  or  a  king. 

Dr.  WoUaCo  Peter  Pindar. 


There  are,  who  to  my  person  pay  their  court ; 
I  oough  like  Horace,  and,  though  lean,  am  shoit 
Ammon's  great  son  one  shoulder  had  too  high. 
Such  Ovid's  nose,  and,  sir !  you  have  an  eye ! 
Go  on,  obliging  creature,  make  me  see, 
All  that  disgrac'd  my  betters,  met  in  roe ; 
Say,  for  my  comfort,  languishing  in  bed. 
Just  BO  immortal  Maro  held  his  head ; 
And  when  I  die,  be  sure  you  let  me  know, 
Great  Homer  died  three  thousand  years  aga 

Pope'e  Epiede  to  Dr.  Arhuthnat 

For  praise  too  dearly  lov'd,  or  warmly  sought, 
E^ifeebles  all  internal  strength  of  thought; 
And  the  weak  soul  within  itself  unblest, 
Leans  for  all  pleasure  on  another's  breast. 

Goldemith'e  Traveller. 
Of  praise  a  mere  glutton,  he  swallow'd  what  came. 
And  the  puff  of  a  dunce  he  mistook  it  for  fame ; 
TiU  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease. 
Who  pepper'd  the  highest  was  surest  to  please. 

.  OddmmOCe  RelaHatim, 
To  coxcombs  averse,  yet  most  civilly  steering. 
When  they  judg'd  without  skill  he  was  still  hard 

of  hearing ; 
When  they  talk'd  of  their  Raphaels,  Corrcggios  and 

stu^ 
He  shifted  his  trumpet,  and  only  took  snufil 

OMemkk'o  Retaliation. 

Flatt'ry  but  ill  becomes  a  soldier's  mouth ; 
Leave  we  the  practice  of  those  meaner  arts 
To  smooth-tongued  statesmen,  and  betraying  cour- 
tiers. Mareh^e  Amaeie. 

Hold,  Phamaces ! 
No  adulation ;  't  is  the  death  of  virtue ! 
Who  flatters  is  of  all  mankind  the  lowest, 
Save  he  who  courts  the  flatterer. 

Hannah  Jtfore's  DaniA. 
I  pass  through  flattery's  gilded  sieve 
Whatever  I  would  say. 


Miee  Landem. 


Alas  I  the  praise  given  to  the  ear 
Ne'er  was  nor  ne'er  can  be  sincere. 

J 
I  would  give  worids,  could  I  believe 

One  half  that  is  profoss'd  me ; 
Aflection!  could  I  think  it  Thee, 

When  Flattery  has  caress'd  me. 


Miee  Landam 


Miea  Landtm. 


Oh !  it  is  worse  than  mockery 
To  list  the  flatterer's  tone. 

To  lend  a  ready  ear  to  thoughts 
The  cheek  must  blush  to  own  < 

To  hear  the  red  Up  whisper'd  o^ 
And  the  flowing  curl  and  eye 
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PLOWERS-FLOOD-FOOL, 


Made  constant  themes  of  eulogy, 

I^Etrayagant  and  high,-« 
And  the  charm  of  person'worshipped. 

In  a  homage  offered  not 
To  the  perfect  charm  of  virtue, 

And  the  majesty  of  thought. 


WkUtier. 


FLOWERS. 
O  flowers, 
That  never  vnll  in  other  climate  grow, 
My  early  visitation,  and  my  last 
At  cv*n,  which  I  bred  up  with  tender  hand 
From  the  first  opening  bud,  and  gave  ye  names, 
Who  now  shall  rear  ye  to  the  sun,  or  rank 
Your  tribes,  and  water  from  th*  ambrosial  fount  7 
MiUon*»  Paradise  Lo$U 

Oh!  what  tender  thoughts  beneath 
Those  silent  flowers  are  lying, 
Hid  within  the  mystic  wreath. 
My  love  hath  kiss'd  in  tying. 


A  violet  by  a  mossy  stone, 
Half-hidden  from. the  eye. 

Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  one 
Is  shining  in  the  sky. 


Moore, 


WoTMtportft. 


*Twa8  a  lovely  thought  to  mark  the  hours 

As  they  floated  in  light  away, 
By  the  opening  and  the  folding  flowers 

That  laugh  to  the  summer's  day : 
Oh !  let  us  live,  so  that  flower  by  flower. 

Shutting  in  turn,  may  leave 
A  lingerer  still  for  the  sunset  hour, 

A  charm  for  the  shaded  eve. 

Jf ft.  Hemane, 

firing  flowers  to  crown  the  cup  and  lute,  -~ 

Bring  flowers— the  bride  is  near; 
Bring  flowers  to  soothe  the  captive's  cell, 
Bring  flowers  to  strew  the  bier ! 

IftM  LoTuIoR. 
There  is  to  me 
A  daintiness  about  these  early  flowers, 
*J1iat  touches  me  like  poetry.    They  blow  out 
With  such  a  simple  loveliness  among 
The  common  herbs  of  pasture,  and  they  breathe 
Their  lives  so  unobstrusively,  like  hearts 
Whose  beatings  are  too  gentle  for  the  world. 

WiOiM'e  Poms, 

S^eet  flower,  thou  tell'st  how  hearts 
As  pure  and  tender  as  thy  leaf,  —  as  low 
And  numble  as  thy  stem— will  surely  know 

The  joy  that  peace  imparts. 

PwML 


*  In  Eastern  lands  they  talk  in  flowers. 

And  they  tell  in  a  garland  tlieir  loves  and  tiires; 

E^ch  blossom  that  blooms  in  their  garden  bowers, 

On  its  leaves  a  mystic  language  bears ; 

Then  gather  a  wreath  from  the  garden  bowers. 

And  tell  the  wish  of  thy  heart  in  flowers.' 

PercvDoL 
God  might  have  bade  the  earth  bring  forth 

Enough  for  great  and  small, 
The  oak-tree  and  the  cedar-tree, 

Without  a  flower  at  all. 
He  might  have  made  enough,  enough 

For  every  want  of  ours : 
For  luxury,  medicine,  and  toil. 

And  yet  have  made  no  flowers. 
Our  outward  life  requires  them  not  — • 

Then  wherefore  have  they  birth  ? 
To  minister  delight  to  man. 

To  beautify  the  earth ; 
To  comfort  man  —  to  whisper  hope. 

Whene'er  his  faith  is  dim ; 
For  whoso  careth  for  the  flowers. 

Will  much  more  care  for  him ! 

MOfy  HowtfL 
Flowers  ore  love's  truest  language. 

Park  Benjamin 

FLOOD.    (See  also  Deluge.) 

And  now  the  thickcn'd  sky 
Like  a  dark  ceiling  stood :  down  rush'd  the  rain 
Impetuous,  and  continued  tlD  the  earth 
No  more  was  seen. 

MiUmCe  Paradise  Lost, 

Sea  cover'd  sea. 
Sea  without  shore ;  and  in  their  palaces 
Where  luxury  late  reign'd,  sea  monsters  whclp'd 
And  stabled,  of  mankind  so  numerous  late. 
All  left,  in  one  small  bottom  swum  embark*d. 

MUioa^s  Paradise  LosL 
Then  came  the  thunder  peal  once  more, 
And  the  shrieking  wind  and  the  ocean  roar, — 
And  the  gallopping  waves  on  the  crumbling  shore. 

And  the  muttering  earthquake's  groan ! 
Then  the  sea  rose  up  with  a  sudden  swell. 
And  the  heavy  clouds  unbroken  foil ;  — 
Till  over  each  valley,  and  plain,  and  dell. 

The  sea,  like  a  pall,  was  throvm ! 

Anon, 


FOOL. 

As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool, 
Who  laid  him  down,  and  bask'd  him  in  the  sun. 
Who  rail'd  on  lady  fortune  in  good  terms. 
In  good  set  terms — and  yet  a  motley  fooL 

Shake,  AsyouUkeii, 


FORGETPULNESS. 
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In  his  brain  — 
Wbich  Is  as  dry  as  the  remainder-biscuit 
After  a  voyage — he  hatb  strange  places  cranunM 
With  obserration,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms. 

Shakt,  A3  you  like  it. 

No,  sir,  quoth  be, 
Call  roe  not  fool,  till  heaven  hath  sent  me  fortune : 
And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poke ; 
And,  looking  on  it  with  lack-lustre  eye, 
Says,  very  wisely,  it  is  ten  o'clock : 
TbuM  may  we  see,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags : 
*Tis  hot  an  hour  ago  since  it  was  nine ; 
And  after  an  hour  more  H  will  be  eleven ; 
And  so,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe,  and  ripe, 
And  then,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot,  and  rot. 
And  thereby  bangs  a  tale.    When  I  did  hear 
Tlie  motley  fix>l  thus  moral  on  the  time, 
My  hmgB  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer. 
That  fiiols  should  be  so  deep-contemplative ; 
And  I  did  laugh,  sans  intermission, 
An  hour  by  his  dial — O  noble  fool ! 
A  worthy  fool !  motley  *8  the  only  wear. 

Shakt,  A»  you  like  tL 

I  must  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind, 
To  blow  on  whom  I  please ;  for  so  fools  have : 
And  they  that  are  most  galled  with  my  folly. 
They   most  must  laugh:   and  why,  sir,  must 

they  so  7 
The  10^  is  plain  as  way  to  parish  church : 
He,  that  a  fool  doth  very  wisely  hit. 
Doth  very  foolishly,  although  he  smart, 
Not  to  seem  senseless  of  the  bob ;  if  not, 
The  wise  man*a  folly  is  anatomized 
Even  by  the  sqnandVing  glances  of  the  fboL 

Shaks,  A»  you  like  iL 

llis  fellow  is  wise  enough  to  play  the  fool ; 
And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wiL 

Shako.  Twelfth  Night. 

And  such  a  crafly  devil  as  his  mother 
Should  jield  the  world  this  ass !  a  woman,  that 
Bbars  all  down  with  her  brain ;  and  tills  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart. 
And  leave  eighteen. 

Shako.  Cymbeline. 
Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 
A  fool  in  fiishion,  but  a  fool  that  *8  out ; 
His  passion  for  absurdity 's  so  strong, 
He  cannot  boar  a  rival  in  the  wrong. 
Though  wrong  the  mode,  comply :  more  sense  is 

shown 
In  wearing  others'  fellies  than  our  own. 

Young. 


Our  wise  forefathers,  bom  in  sober  days, 
Resign^  to  fools  the  tart  and  witty  phrase ; 
The  motley  coat  gave  warning  for  the  jest, 
Excus*d  the  wound,  and  sanctified  the  pest ; 
But  wc  ifrom  high  to  low  all  strive  to  sneer, 
Will  all  be  wits,  and  not  the  livery  wear. 

StiUingJUeL 
**  Out,  thou  silly  moon-struck  elf; 
Back,  poor  fool,  and  hide  thyself  I** 
This  is  what  the  wise  ones  say. 
Should  the  idiot  cross  their  way : 
But  if  we  would  closely  mark. 
We  should  see  him  not  aU  dark ; 
We  should  find  we  must  not  scorn 
The  teachings  of  the  idiot-bom. 

Eliza  Cook. 

Art  thou  great  as  man  can  be  7  — 
The  same  hand  moulded  him  and  thee. 
Hast  thou  talent  7  —  Taunt  and  jeer 
Must  not  fall  upon  his  ear. 
Spurn  him  not ;  the  blemishM  part 
Had  better  be  the  head  than  heart 
Thou  wilt  be  the  fool  to  scorn 
The  teaching  of  the  idiot-bom. 

Eliza  Cook. 

What  matter  though  the  scorn  of  fools  be  given, 
If  the  path  foUowM  lead  us  on  to  heaven ! 

Mrs.  Hale's  Poems.- 


FORGETFULNESS. 

Like  a  dull  actor  now, 
I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out. 
Even  to  a  full  disgrace. 

Shaks.  Coridanus, 

•Tis  far  off; 
And  rather  like  a  dream  than  ai^  assurance 
That  my  remembrance  warrants. 

Shaks.  Tempest 
Fill  with  Forgetfulness,  fill  high  !  yet  stay  — 

—  *Tis  from  the  past  we  shadow  forth  the  land 
Where  smiles,  long  lost,  again  shall  light  our  way, 

—  Though  the  past  haunt  me  as  a  spirit, — yet  I 

ask  not  to  forget !  Mrs.  Hemans, 

When  I  forget  that  the  stars  shine  in  air — 
When  I  forget  that  beauty  is  in  stars — 
When  I  forget  that  love  with  beauty  is — 
Will  I  forget  thee :  till  then  all  things  else. 

Bailey* s  Festus. 
If  e'er  I  win  a  parting  token, 

'TIS  something  that  has  lost  its  power-— 
A  chain  that  has  Deen  used  and  broken, 

A  ruin'd  glove,  a  faded  flower ; 
Something  that  makes  my  pleasure  less, 
Something  that  means  •^/orgdfuZness. 

WuHo 
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JPCffiOIVENESa 


WUl  the  tool 
Snatch  the  first  moment  of  forgetfubieai 
To  wander  like  a  rartlen  child  away  7 

WiOtf  *«  Pom». 

FORGIVENESS. 

f  Kneel  not  to  me : 

The  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  spare  you ; 
The  malice  towards  you,  to  forgive  you :  live 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Shaks,  CymheUne, 

Though  with  their  high  wrongs  I  am  struck  to 

the  quick, 
Yet,  with  my  nobler  reason,  'gainst  my  fiiry 
I>u  I  take  part :  the  rarer  action  is 
In  virtue  than  in  vengeance. 

Shakt,  Tempest, 

O,  what  form  of  prayer 
Can  serve  my  turn  7  Forgive  me  my  foul  murder  I — 
That  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  possessM 
Of  those  effectB  for  which  I  did  the  murder, 
My  croivn,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 

Shake.  HavdeL 

I'll  not  chide  thee: 
1a:x  shame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it; 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  shoot. 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove : 
Mend  when  thou  cans't;  be  better  at  thy  leisure. 
Shake.  King  Lear, 
Yet  beauty,  though  injurious,  hath  strange  pow'r 
After  offence  returning,  to  regain 
Love  once  possess'd ;  nor  can  be  easily 
Repuls'd,  without  much  inward  passion  folt. 
And  secret  sting  of  amorous  remorse. 

MiUmCe  Sameen  AgameUe. 
He  added  not,  and  from  her  tum'd ;  but  Eve 
Not  BO  repuls'd,  with  tears  that  ceas'd  not  flowing. 
And  tresses  all  disordcr'd,  at  his  feet 
Fell  humble,  and  embracing  them,  besought 
liis  peace. 

MUUnCe  Paradiee  LoeL 

While  yet  we  live,  scarce  one  short  hour  perhaps. 
Between  us  two  let  there  be  peace. 

MiUon'e  Paradiee  LoeL 
Forsake  me  not  thus,  Adam,  witness  heaven 
What  love  sincere,  and  reverence  in  my  heart 
I  bear  thcc,  and  unweeting  have  offended, 
I  Unhappily  deceiv'd !  thy  suppliant, 
1  beg,  and  clasp  thy  knees ;  bereave  me  not. 
Whereon  I  live,  thy  gentle  looks,  thy  aid, 
Tny  counsel  in  this  uttermost  distress, 
My  only  strength  and  stay:  forlorn  of  thee, 
tVhithei  shall  I  betake  me,  where  subsist  7 

MUioiCe  Paradiee  LoeL 


Soon  his  heart  relented 
Towards  her,  his  life  so  late  and  sok  deCgId; 
Now  at  his  feet  submissive  in  distress, 
Creature  so  fair  his  reooocilement  seeking. 
His  counsel  whom  she  had  displeas'd,  his  aid : 
As  one  disarm'd,  his  anger  all  he  lost, 
And  thus  with  peaceful  words  nprais'd  her  soon. 
MiUon*e  Paradiee  Leek 
Let  us  no  more  contend,  nor  blame 
Each  other,  blam'd  enough  elsewhere,  but  strive, 
In  offices  of  love,  how  we  may  lighten 
B^ach  other's  burden,  in  our  share  of  woe. 

MUtmCe  Paradiee  Loet 
Fall  at  his  foet;  cling  round  his  reverend  knees « 
Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes ;  and  vdth  thy  tears 
Melt  hb  cold  heart,  and  wake  dead  nature  an  him : 
Crush  him  in  thy  arms;  torture  him  with  thy 

sofUiess: 
Nor  till  thy  prayers  are  granted,  set  him  free. 

Otisays  Vemee  PreaereeL 
Thou  shalt  not  force  me  from  thee  : 
Use  me  reproachfblly,  and  like  a  slave : 
Tread  on  me,  bufl^t  me,  heap  wrongs  on  wrongs 
On  my  poor  head :  I  *11  bear  it  all  with  patience. 
Shall  weary  out  thy  most  unfriendly  cruelty : 
Lie  at  thy  feet,  and  kiss  them,  though  they  spurn 

me; 
Till  wounded  by  my  sufferings  thou  relent, 
And  raise  me  to  t^y  arms  with  dear  forgiveness. 
OtuMife  Venice  Preeerved, 
Great  souls  forgive  not  injuries  till  time 
Has  put  their  enemies  into  their  power. 
That  they  may  show  forgiveness  is  their  own 

DrydeiCe  Duke  of  Gaiee, 
Thy  narrow  soul 
Knows  not  the  godlike  glory  of  foigiving; 
Nor  can  thy  cold,  thy  ruthless  heart  conceive 
How  large  the  pow'r,  how  fiz'd  the  empire  is. 
Which  benefits  confer  on  generous  minds : 
Goodness  prevails  upon  the  stubborn  foes, 
And  conquers  more  than  ever  Ceesar's  sword  did. 
Rowe^e  Lady  Jane  Grey. 
'TIS  easier  for  the  generous  to  forgive,  , 

Than  for  ofience  to  ask  it 

ThomeorCe  Edmund  and  Eleonara, 
Young  men  soon  give,  and  soon  forget  affronts ; 
Old  age  is  slow  in  both. 

Addieon'e  Colo. 

If  there  be 
One  of  you  all  that  ever  from  my  presence 
I  have  with  sadden'd  heart  unkindly  sent, 
I  here,  in  meek  repentance,  of  him  crave 
A  brother's  hand,  in  token  of  fotyivsaesik 

Joanna  BaiUie^e  Coneiavtine  Paleol^gue 
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Byrmu 


Hut  etme  shall  be— fcrglfeneti ! 

Huo  hast  Um  seorel  of  my  heart — 
ForgiTB»  be  generous,  and  depart 

SctU. 

Tlwj  who  IwgiTe  most  shall  be  most  ferghen. 

Bmky'9  FmtM. 
If  I  do  wron^,  ftrgtve  me  or  I  die ; 
And  thou  wilt  then  be  wretcheder  than  I  ;— 
The  imfitrgiTmg  than  the  mifio-given. 

BaUof. 

FORMALITY. 

Then  are  a  sort  of  men,  whose  visages 

I>o  cream  and  mantle,  like  a  standing  pood| 

And  do  a  wilfnl  stillness  entertain. 

With  purpose  to  be  drest  in  an  opinion 

Of  wisdom,  gravity,  profi>mid  conceit ; 

Ai  who  shoold  say,  Jam  sir  Oracle, 

And  when  I  ope  my  tips,  let  no  dog  bark ! 

ShakM.  Merchant  of  Venke. 
Lord  Angelo  is  precise ; 
Stands  at  a  goard  with  envy;  scarce  confesses 
That  his  blood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 
If  more  to  bread  than  stone. 

Shake,  Mea.Jar  Mea. 

Oh,  laee  thee  old  and  formal,  fitted  to  thy  petty 

part,— 
With  a  little  hoard  of  maxims  preaching  down  a 

daughter's  heart !  Teni^on. 


FORTITUDE. 

Fortitude  is  not  the  appetite 
Of  fonnidable  things,  nor  inoonsnlt 
Bashness ;  bat  virtue  fighting  for  a  truth ; 
DerivM  firom  knowledge  of  distinguishing 
Good  or  bad  causes. 

Nahfe  Cevent  Garden, 

Brave  spirits  are  a  balsam  to  themselves : 
Hiere  is  a  nobleness  of  mind,  that  heals 
Wottnds  beyond  salves. 

CartwrigkCe  Lady  Errant 

Tis  easiest  dealing  with  the  firmest  mind— 
Blore  jnst  when  it  resists,  and,  when  it  yields,  more 

kind.  Crabbe, 

T  is  he  indeed — disarm*d  bat  ondeprest, 
His  sole  regret  the  life  he  still  possest; 
His  wounds  too  stight,  though  taken  with  thai 

will. 
Which  woold  have  kiss'd  the  hand  that  then 

ooaldkiU. 
Oh !  weie  there  none,  of  all  the  many  gifen, 
To  send  his  soul-* he  scarcely  aak*d  to  heaven? 

ByrmCe  Ceretur. 


He  deeply,  darkly  fish ;  but  evil  pride 

lliat  led  to  perpetrate — now  serves  to  hide. 

Still  in  his  stem  and  seUlcoUected  mien 

A  coDqueror's  more  than  captive*s  air  is  seen. 

Though  faint  with  wasting  toil  and  stifiening 

wound. 
But  few  that  saw-— so  calmly  gazed  around ; 
Though  the  fiir  shouting  of  the  distant  crowd. 
Their  tremours  o*er,  rose  insolently  loud. 
The  better  warriors  who  beheld  him  near, 
Luulted  not  the  foe  who  taught  them  fear. 
And  the  grim  guards  that  to  his  durance  led. 
In  sUenee  eyed  him  with  a  secret  dread. 

Byrcn^e  Ceretnr^ 

My  sole  resources  in  the  path  I  trod. 

Were  these — my  bark — my  sword — my  love— 

my  God. 
The  last  I  left  in  youth — he  leaves  me  now — 
And  man  but  works  his  will  to  lay  me  low. 
I  have  no  thought  to  mock  his  throne  with  prayct 
Wrung  fiom  the  coward  crouching  of  despair ; 
It  is  enough — I  breathe — and  I  can  bear. 

Byron, 

Yet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook*d  the  turning  tide 
With  that  untaught  innate  philosophy. 
Which,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 
Is  gall  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
When  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by. 
To  watch  and  mock  thee  shrinking,  thou  hast 

smiled 
With  a  sedate  and  all^nduring  eje ; 
When  fortune  fled  her  spoilM  and  favourite  child. 
He  stood  unbowM  beneath  the  ills  upon  him  piled. 
ByrorCa  ChUde  Harold, 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 
Of  Ufe  and  sufierance  make  its  firm  abode 
In  base  and  desolated  bosoms:  mute 
The  camel  labours  with  the  heaviest  load. 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence :  not  bestowed 
In  vain  should  such  example  be ;  if  they. 
Things  of  ignoble  or  of  savage  mood. 
Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 
May  temper  it  to  bear— it  is  but  for  a  day. 

Bynm'e  CkOde  HaroUL 

— Gud  your  hearts  with  silent  feftitode, 
Sulforing  yet  hoping  all  things. 

Mre^Hemane 

FORTUNE. 

Of  Natnre*s  giils  thou  may*st  with  lilies  boast. 
And  with  the  halflblown  rose :  but  fiirtnne,  OS 
She  is  oomipted^  oliang*d,  and  won  fimn  thee. 

Shake.  Kuig  Jok%, 
16» 
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When  fortune  means  to  men  mott  good,  r 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye. 

Skaks,  King  John. 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full. 
But  write  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters  7 
She  either  gives  a  stomach,  and  no  fbod  — - 
Such  arc  the  poor  in  health ;  or  else  a  feast. 
And  takes  away  the  stomach  —  such  the  rich, 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    PaH  11. 
Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

8hak§.  JttUtu  Ca$ar, 
This  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  far  exceed  all  instance,  all  discourse, 
That  I  am  ready  to  distrust  mine  eyes. 
And  wrangle  with  my  reason,  that  persuades  me 
To  any  other  trust 

Shaks.  TwdfOi  Night. 

Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back, 
To  bear  her  burden  who'r  I  will  or  no, 
I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  load. 

Shak8.  Richard  III. 

For  herein  fortune  shows  herself  more  kind 
Than  is  her  custom :  it  is  still  her  use, 
To  let  the  wretchM  man  outlive  his  wealth. 
To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow, 
An  age  of  poverty. 

Shaks.  MereJtani  of  Venice. 

Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together : 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can. 
No  chance  may  shake  it 

Sfiako.  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

How  fortune  plies  her  sports,  when  she  begins 
To  practise  them !  pursues,  continues,  adds. 
Confounds,  with  varying  her  empassionM  moods ! 
JonsouCo  S^anus. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men. 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune, 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  lifo 
Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries. 

Shdkepeare. 
All  human  business  fortune  doth  command 
Without  all  order ;  and  with  her  blind  hand, 
She,  blind,  bestows  blind  gifts,  that  still  have  nnrst. 
They  see  not  who,  nor  how,  but  still  the  worst 

Ben  JouBon, 
That  fortune  still  must  be  with  ill  maintainM, 
Which  at  the  first  with  any  ill  is  gained. 

Lord  Brook's  Alaham. 
*)h  fortune !  thou  art  not  worth  my  least  ezdaim. 
And  plague  enough  thou  hast  in  itij  own  name : 
Do  thy  great  worst,  my  f^ienos  and  I  have  arms, 
Tboi^[h  not  against  thr  strokes,  against  thy  harms. 

Dr.  Donne. 


Fortune,  the  great  oommandreas  of  the  world. 
Hath  divers  ways  to  enrich  her  followers : 
To  some  she  honour  gives  withotat  deserving ; 
To  other  some,  deserving,  without  honour ; 
Some  wit,  some  wealth,  and  some  wit  without 

wealth; 
Some  wealth  without  wit ;  some  nor  wit  nor  wealth. 
But  good  smock  faces,  or  some  qualities 
By  nature,  without  judgment ;  with  the  which 
They  live  in  sensual  acceptation, 
And  make  show  only  without  touch  of  substance 
Chapman'e  All  FooU. 

Fortune  *s  an  xmder  pow*r,  that  is  herself 
Commanded  by  desert    *Tis  a  mere  vainness 
Of  our  credulity  to  give  her  more 
Than  her  due  attribute ;  which  is  but  servants 
To  an  heroic  spirit 

NaWe  Hannibal  and  Scipto 

Wisdom,  whose  strong-built  plots. 
Leave  nought  to  hazard,  mocks  thy  futile  pow*r ; 
Industrious  labour  drags  thee  by  the  locks, 
Bound  to  his  toiling  car,  and  not  attending 
Till  thou  dispense,  reaches  his  own  reward : 
Only  the  lazy  sluggard  yawning  lies 
Before  the  threshold,  gaping  for  thy  dole. 
And  licks  the  easy  hand  that  feeds  his  sloth; 
The  shallow,  rash,  and  unadvised  man 
Makes  thee  his  state,  disburthens  all  the  follies 
Of  his  misguided  actions  on  thy  shoulders. 

Cartto'e  Codvm  Britanmeum. 

Let  not  one  look  of  fortune  cast  you  down ; 
She  were  not  fortune,  if  she  still  did  frown : 
Such  as  do  braveliest  bear  her  scorns  awhile. 
Are  those  on  whom  at  last  she  most  will  smile. 

Earl  qfOrrey'e  Henry  V. 

Fortune  came  smiling  to  my  youth,  and  wooM  it, 
And  purpled  greatness  met  my  ripenM  years. 

Dryden^e  AUfor  Loot, 

Be  juster,  heav*ns  I    Such  virtue  punish*d  tfana, 
Will  make  us  think  chance  rules  all  above. 
And  shuffles  with  a  random  hand  the  lots 
Which  man  is  forc*d  to  draw. 

Drydan^s  AUfor  Laos, 

What  trivial  influences  hold  dominion 
0*er  wise  men*s  counsels,  and  the  flite  of  empire ! 
The  greatest  schemes  that  human  wit  can  forge. 
Or  bold  ambition  dares  to  put  in  practice. 
Depend  upon  our  husbanding  a  moment. 
And  the  light  lasting  of  a  woman's  will ; 
As  if  the  Lord  of  nature  should  delight 
To  hang  this  ponderous  globe  upon  a  hair. 
And  bid  it  danoe  before  a  breath  of  wind. 

Rowe'e  Lady  Jane  Otaif, 
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Look  into  those  they  call  unfortunate. 
And  closer  yiewM  you^ll  find  they  are  unwise : 
Some  flaw  in  their  own  conduct  lies  beneath. 
And  *t  is  the  trick  of  fools  to  save  their  credit, 
^Vhlch  biDOght  another  languagre  into  use. 

Young^t  Revenge, 

OA,  what  seems 
A  trifle,  a  mere  nothing,  by  itself, 
In  some  nice  situation,  turns  the  scale 
Of  fate,  and  rules  the  most  important  actions. 

Tbrnison's  Tancred  mid  SigiMmumda, 
Fortune  made  up  of  toys  and  impudence, 
That  common  judge  that  has  not  common  sense. 
Bat  ibnd  of  business,  insolently  dares 
Pretend  to  rule,  yet  spoils  the  world^s  afiairs ; 
She 's  fluttering  up  and  down,  her  favour  throwB 
On  the  next  met,  nor  minding  what  she  does. 
Nor  why,  nor  whom  she  helps,  nor  merit  knows; 
Sometimes  she  smiles,  then  like  a  fliry  raves, 
And  seldom  truly  loves  but  fools  or  knaves. 
Let  her  love  whom  she  will,  I  scorn  to  woo  her, 
While  afae  stays  with  me,  I  *11  be  civil  to  her ; 
But  if  she  ofiers  once  to  move  her  .wings, 
I  'II  fling  her  back  all  her  vain  gew-gaw  things. 

Bueldngham, 
On  high,  where  no  hoarse  winds  nor  cbuds  resort. 
The  hood.wink*d  goddess  keeps  her  partial  court. 
Upon  a  wheel  of  amethyst  she  sits, 
Gives  and  resumes,  and  smiles  and  frowns  by  fits : 
In  this  stiU  labyrinth  around  her  lie 
Spells,  philters,  globes,  and  schemes  of  palmistry ; 
A  sigil  in  this  hand  the  gipsy  bears. 
In  t'other  a  prophetic  sieve,  and  shears. 

Oarih'M  Ditpenaary^ 
Heav'n  has  to  all  allotted,  soon  or  late, 
Some  lueky  revolution  of  their  fate : 
Whose  motions  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  skill, 
(For  human  good  depends  on  human  will) 
Our  fortune  rolls  as  from  a  smooth  descent, 
And  from  the  first  impression  takes  its  bent; 
But  if  unseix'd,  she  glides  away  like  wind. 
And  leaves  repenting  fi>Ily  far  behind ; 
Nowi  now  she  meets  you  with  a  glorious  prize. 
And  spreads  her  locks  befi>re  her  as  she  flies. 

Dryden, 
All  human  projects  are  so  faintly  framM, 
So  feebly  plann'd,  so  liable  to  change. 
So  mizM  with  error  in  their  very  form. 
That  mutable  and  mortal  are  the  same. 

Hannah  More' 9  Damtl 
Alas !  the  joys  that  fortune  brings 
Are  trifling,  and  decay; 
And  those  who  priie  the  paltry  thnigs, 
More  trifling  still  than  they. 

OoldmML 


Who  thinks  that  fortune  cannot  change  her  mind. 
Prepares  a  dreadful  jest  for  all  mankind. 
And  who  stands  safest  7  tell  me,  is  it  he 
That  spreads  and  swells  in  puBfd  prosperity  1 
Or  blest  with  little,  whose  preventing  care 
In  peace  provides  fit  arms  against  a  war. 

Pope, 
la  losing  fortune,  many  a  lucky  elf 

Has  found  himselfj— 
As  all  our  moral  bitters  are  designed 

To  brace  the  mind. 
And  renovate  its  healthy  tone,  the  wise 
Their  sorest  trials  hail  as  blessings  in  disguise. 

Horace  Smith* 
To  catch  dame  fortune's  golden  smile. 

Assiduous  wait  upon  her ; 
And  gather  gear  by  every  wile 

That's  justified  by  honour. 
Not  for  to  hide  it  ip  a  hedge,    . 

Nor  for  a  train  attendant; 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege 

Of  being  independenL 

Burnt, 
Fortunes  are  made,  if  I  the  fiicts  may  state,-^ 
Though  poor  myself  I  know  the  fortunate : 
First,  there's  a  knowledge  of  the  way  from 

whence 
Good  fortune  comes  •—  and  this  is  sterling  sense : 
Then  perseverance,  never  to  decline 
The  chase  of  riches  till  the  prey  is  thine ; 
And  firmness  never  to  be  drawn  away 
By  any  passion  from  that  noble  prey— 
By  love,  ambition,  study,  travel,  fimie, 
Or  the  vain  hope  that  lives  upon  a  name. 

CrabU 
O I  ye,  who  bask  in  Fortune's  sun. 

And  Hope's  bright  garlands  wear,—- 
Your  blessings  fit)m  the  God  of  love 

Let  his  poor  children  share  I 

Mr9,Hak 
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A  hungry,  lean-fac'd  villain, 
A  mere  anatomy,  a  mountebank, 
A  threadbare  juggler,  and  a  fortune-teller; 
A  needy,  hollow-eyed,  sharp-looking  wretch, 
A  living  dead  man ;  this  pernicious  slave, 
Forsooth,  took  on  him  as  a  conjurer; 
And  gazing  in  mine  eyes,  fooling  my  pulse, 
And  with  no  face,  as  't  were,  outfacing  me. 
Cries  out,  I  was  possess'd. 

Shdk$.  Comedy  of  Err» 

Pray  thee,  maiden,  hear  him  not ! 
Take  thou  warning  by  my  lot. 
Read  my  scroll,  an'*  mark  thou  aU 
I  can  tell  thee  of  thy  thralL 
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Qaoth  Hudilvas,  the  stan  determine 
Yoa  are  mj  prisoners,  base  vermin ! 
Could  thej  not  tell  you  so,  as  well 
As  what  I  came  to  know  fbretel? 
By  this  what  cheats  you  are  we  find. 
That  in  your  own  concerns  are  blind. 

BiUUr^B  Hudibra$. 

Lady,  throw  back  thy  raven  hair, 
Lay  thy  white  brow  in  the  moonlight  bare, 
I  will  look  on  the  stars  and  look  on  thee, 
And  read  the  page  of  thy  destiny. 

Mist  London. 

FRANCE. 

The  French  are  passing  courtly,  ripe  of  wit ; 
Kind  but  extreme  dissemblers.    You  shall  have 
A  Frenchman  ducking  lower  than  your  knee. 
At  the  instant  mocking  ey*n  your  very  shoe-ties. 

Fora. 

Gay  sprightly  land  of  mirth  and  social  ease, 
PleaitM  with  thyself  whom  all  the  world  can  please. 
GoUUmith'i  Traveller. 

fltndioos  to  please,  and  ready  to  submit; 
The  supple  Gaul  was  bom  a  parasite. 

Dr,  Jahmm^B  Inrndon, 

Tlie  sun  rises  bright  in  France, 
And  fair  sets  he. 

AUan  Cunfungham. 

But  let  Freedom  rejmoe. 
With  her  heart  in  her  voice; 
But,  her  hand  on  her  sword. 
Doubly  shall  she  be  adored ; 
France  hath  twice  too  well  been  taught 
The  **  moral  lesson**  dearly  bought — 
Her  safety  sits  not  on  a  throne, 
With  Capet  or  Napoleon ! 
But  in  equal  rights  and  laws. 
Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  cause  — • 
Freedom  such  as  God  hath  given 
Unto  all  beneath  his  Heaven. 

ByroH. 

Farewell  to  thee,  France !  when  thy  diadem  crownM 

me 
1  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth,  ^- 
But  thy  weakness  decrees  I  should  leave  as  I  found 

thee, 
DecayM  in  thy  glory  and  sunk  in  thy  worth. 
Farewell  to  thee,  France !  but  when  Liberty  ralliet 
Unce  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  me  then— - 
T!ie  violet  still  grows  in  the  depths  of  thy  valleys, 
'nK)ivh  withered,  thy  tears  will  nnfbld  it  again. 

Byroa. 


Why  this  is  France  T 
Nature  is  here  like  a  living  romance. 
Look  at  its  vines,  and  streams,  and  skieii 
Its  glowing  feet  and  dreamy  eyes ! 

BaOey'B  Fettm, 

I  heard,  as  m  a  glorious  dream, 

A  clarion  thrill  the  startled  air. 
And  saw  an  answering  people  stream 

Through  every  noisy  thoroughfare. 
These  were  the  old,  whose  hairs  were  few, 

Or  white  with  memory  of  the  days 
Of  Egypt,  Moscow,  Waterloo,— 

And  now  they  sang  the  **  Marseillaise  !** 
The  Bourbon's  throne  was  trampled  down. 

And  France  no  longer  knelt ;  but  now, 
Struck  with  a  patriot's  hand  the  crown 

From  off  the  Orleans'  dotard  brow ;  — 
Releas'd  from  slavery  and  tears 

She  rose  and  sang  hlr  Freedom's  praise, 
Till  fax  along  the  future  years 

I  heard  the  sweUing  <"  Marseillaise  !«* 

T.  Btiehanan  Reai, 
A  great  voice  wakes  a  foreign  land. 

And  a  mighty  murmur  sweeps  the  sea. 
While  nations  dumb  with  wonder  stand. 

To  note  what  it  may  be ;  — - 
The  word  rolls  on  like  a  hurricane's  breath  -» 
■'Dotofi  wUh  the  tyrant — come  life  or  <2ttrtA— 

France,  France  is  freer 

T.  Buehanem  Read» 


FREEDOM. 

Liberty !  Freedom !  tyranny  is  dead ! 
— Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 
Shake.  JttUue  Cceaat* 

And  what 
Made  thee,  all-honour'd,  honest  Roman  Bmtus, 
With  the  arm'd  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  Free- 
dom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  .but  a  man? 

Shake.  Antmty  and  Cleepatnu 

Oh  give,  great  God,  to  Freedom's  waves  to  ride 

Sublime  o'er  Conquest,  Avarice,  and  Pride, 

To  sweep  where    Pleasure   decks    her    guilty 

bowers. 
And  dark  Oppression   builds    her    thick-ribb'd 

towers. 
And  grant  that  every  sceptred  child  of  clay. 
Who  cries  presomptuous,  **  Here  their  tides  shall 

•tay," 
Swept  in  their  anger  firom  th*  affirighted  shore. 
With  all  his  creatures  sink— to  rise  no  more ! 

Wordsworth — DeoeripHoe  Sketehaa. 
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— SI&Tes  who  once  conceive  the  {rlowing  thought 

Of  (reedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 

An  that  the  contest  caUs  for ; — spirit,  strength. 

The  soom  of  danger,  and  tmited  hearts, 

The  sorest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek. 

WordtwtrtJu 

Stone  valb  do  not  a  prison  make. 

Nor  iron  hars  a  cage; 
Minds  innocent  and  quiet  take 

That  for  an  heritage; 
If  I  have  freedom  in  mj  love. 

And  in  my  soul  am  free. 
Angels  alone,  that  soar  above. 

Enjoy  such  liberty. 

Laodact  —  To  AUhea^from  primm. 

What  art  thou.  Freedom  7    Oh !  could  slaves 

Answer  ftom  their  living  graves 

Tliis  demand,  tyrants  would  floe 

Like  a  dream's  dim  imagery ! 

Hum  art  Justice — ne*er  lor  gold 

Hay  thy  righUK>us  laws  be  sold. 

As  laws  are  in  England :  thou 

Shieldeet  alike  high  and  low. 

Thou  art  Peace  —  never  by  thee 

Would  blood  and  treasiure  wasted  be. 

As  tyrants  wasted  them  when  all 

Leagued  to  quench  thy  flame  in  Gaul  I 

Thou  art  Love :  the  rich  have  kist 

Thy  feet,  and  like  him  following  Christ, 

Given  their  substance  to  be  free. 

And  through  the  world  have  foUowM  thee. 

ShdUy. 

Is*t  death  to  fell  for  Freedom's  right? 
He 's  dead  alone  who  lacks  her  light ! 

Campbell. 

Better  to  dwell  in  Freedom's  hall. 
With  a  cold  damp  floor  and  mouldering  wall. 
Than  bow  the  head  and  bend  the  knee 
In  the  proudest  palace  of  slaverie. 

Moore. 

For  Freedom's  battle  oft  begun, 
Bequeath'd  from  bleeding  sire  to  son. 
Though  baffled  oft,  is  ever  won. 

ByronCo  Oiaour, 

In  the  Vmg  vista  of  the  years  to  roll. 
Let  me  not  see  my  country's  honour  fade ; 

Qb!  let  me  see  our  land  retain  its  soul ! 
Her  pride  in  freedom,  and  not  Freedom's  shade. 

Keato. 

Sod  of  the  moral  worid !  eflhigent  source 
Of  man's  beet  wisdom  and  his  steadiest  force, 
fionl-eearcliing  Freedom !  here  assume  thy  stand, 
And  radiate  henoe  to  every  distant  land. 

Jod  Barlmo, 


Stranger,  new  flowers  in  our  vales  are  seen. 
With  a  dazzling  eye,  and  a  lovely  green.—- 
They  scent  the  breath  of  the  dewy  mom : 
Tliey  feed  no  worm,  and  they  hide  no  thorn. 
But  revel  and  glow  in  our  balmy  air; 
They  are  flowers  which  Freedom  hath  pla«^ted 
there. 

JIfrs.  Sigoumey, 

Oh !  not  yet 
May'st  thou  unbrace  thy  cocslet,  nor  lay  by 
Thy  sword,  nor  yet,  O  Freedom !  close  thy  lids 
In  slumber ;  for  thine  enemy  never  sleeps. 
And  thou  must  watch  and  combat,  till  the  day 
Of  the  new  Earth  and  Heaven. 

BryanCa  Poema. 

Freedom's  soil  hath  only  place 
For  a  free  and  fearless  race ! 

WhiUier*$  Pnemi, 

When  Freedom,  on  her  natal  day, 

Within  her  war-rock'd  cradle  lay. 

An  iron  race  around  her  stood, 

Baptiz'd  her  infant  brow  in  blood. 

And,  through  the  storm  that  round  her  sweft, 

Tlieir  constant  ward  and  watching  kcpt^ 

WhtUieT'e  Poma 
Go  ring  the  bells  and  fire  the  guns, 

And  fling  the  starry  banner  out ; 
Shout  **  Freedom"  till  your  lisping  ones 

Give  back  their  cradle  shout 

WJtUtier^a  Poema, 

Oh,  joy  to  the  world !  the  hour  is  come, 

When  the  nations  to  freedom  avrake. 
When  the  royalists  stand  agape  and  dumb. 

And  monarchs  with  terror  shake ! 
Over  the  walls  of  majesty 

**  UpHARfiiN"  is  writ  in  words  of  fire, 
And  the  eyes  of  the  bondsman,  wherever  they  be. 

Are  lit  with  wild  desire. 
Soon  shall  the  thrones  that  blot  the  world. 
Like  the  Orleans,  into  the  dust  be  burl'd. 
And  the  word  roU  on  like  a  hurricane's  breath. 
Till  the  farthest  slave  hears  what  it  saith  — 
Ariae^  arise^  be  free  ! 

T.  BuchatuM  Read. 
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Ingrate,  he  had  of  me 
All  he  could  have:  I  made  him  just  and  right. 
Sufficient  to  have  stood,  though  free  to  fall. 
Such  I  created  all  th'  ethereal  powers 
And  spirits,  both  them  who  stood,  and  them  wim 

fail'd; 
FVeely  they  stood  who  stood,  and  fell  who  fell 

MUtmCe  ParadUe  LaaL 
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Thej  therefore  as  to  right  bclong'd, 
So  were  created,  nor  can  justly  accuse 
TTieir  Maker,  or  their  making*,  or  their  fate, 
Afl  if  predestination  over-rui'd 
Their  will,  disposM  by  absolute  decree 
Or  high  foreknowledge ;  they  themselves  decreed 
Their  own  revolt,  not  I ;  if  I  foreknew. 
Foreknowledge  had  no  influence  on  their  faults, 
Whicli  had  no  less  prov'd  certain  unforeknown. 
Milton'g  Paradise  Lost. 


God  made  thee  perfect,  not  immutable, 
And  good  he  made  thee,  but  to  persevere 
He  lefl  it  in  thy  pow*r ;  ordainM  thy  will 
I)y  nature  froe^  not  over-rul*d  by  Ate 
Inextricable,  or  strict  necessity. 

'   MiUon's  Paradise  Lost. 
Our  voluntary  service  he  requires, 
Not  our  necessitated ;  such  with  him 
Finds  no  acceptance,  nor  can  find ;  fi>r  how 
Can  hearts,  not  free,  be  try'd  whether  they  serve 
Willing  or  no»  who  will  but  what  they  must 
By  destiny,  and  can  no  other  chooee  7 

Mikon's  Paradise  Lost, 
Each  had  his  oouBcience,  each  his  reason,  will. 
And  understanding  fi>r  himself  to  search. 
To  choose,  reject,  believe,  consider,  act; 
And  God  proclaimM  from  heaven,  and  by  an  oath 
(>)nfirm*d,  that  each  sliould  answer  for  himself; 
And  as  his  own  peculiar  work  should  be 
Done  by  his  proper  self;  should  live  or  die. 

PoUoek's  Course  ^  Time. 
Free-will  is  but  necessity  in  play. 
The  clattering  of  the  golden  reins  that  guide 
The  thunder-footed  coursers  of  the  sun. 

Bailey*s  Festus. 
He  only  hath  free-will  whose  will  i^  fate. 

Bailey. 

FRIENDSHIP. 

A  golden  treasure  is  the  tried  friend ; 
But  who  may  gold  from  counterfeits  defend? 
Trust  not  too  soon,  nor  yet  too  soon  mistrust! 
With  th'  one  thyself,  with  th'  other  thy  friend  thou 

hurt'st. 
Who  twines  betwixt,  and  steers  the  golden  mean. 
Nor  rashly  lovcth,  nor  mistrusts  in  vain. 

Mirror  for  Magistrates. 
For  all  things,  friendship  excepted, 
Aro  subject  to  fortune  :  love  is  but  an 
Eye-worm  which  only  ticklcth  the  head  with 
Hopes  and  wishes :  friendship 's  the  image  of 
l-tcrnity,  in  which  there  is  nothing 
iMoroablc  -  nuthuig  mischievous;  as  much 


Difference  as  there  is  between  beauty 
And  virtue,  bodies  and  shadows,  colours 
And  life,  so  great  odds  is  there  between  love 
And  friendship. 

LiUy*s  EndymUm. 

When  adversities  flow, 
Then  love  ebbs :  but  friendship  standeth  stiffly 
In  storms.    Time  draweth  wrinkles  in  a  fair 
Face,  but  addeth  fresh  colours  to  a  fast 
Friend,  wliich  neither  heat,  nor  cold,  nor  miaVy, 
Nor  place,  nor  destiny,  can  alter  or 
Diminish.    O  friendship !  of  all  things  the 
Most  rare,  and  therefore  most  rare,  because  mos* 
Excellent ;  whose  comforts  in  misery 
Aro  always  sweet,  and  whose  counsels  in 
Prosperity  arc  ever  fortunate. 
Vain  love !  that  only  coming  near  to  friendship 
In  name,  would  seem  to  be  the  same,  or  better, 
In  nature. 

Xi&y*«  Endymkn. 

Friendship  is  constant  in  all  other  things. 
Save  in  the  offiee  and  affairs  of  love : 
Therefbre,  all  hearts  in  love  use  their  own  tongues; 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  itself; 
And  trust  no  agent:  for  beauty  is  a  witch, 
Against  whose  charms  &ith  melteth  into  blood. 

Shake.  Much  Ado. 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness, 
And  show  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have : 
You  bear  too  stubborn,  and  too  strange  a  hand. 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Shahs.  Julius  Casar. 
I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions. 
Which  you  deny'd  me :  Was  that  done  like  Cas- 

sios? 
Should  I  have  answerM  Caius  Cassius  so? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous. 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends. 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  ihunder-bolts, 
Dash  him  to  pieces ! 

Shaks.  Julius  Ceesar. 
Brutus  hath  riv'd  my  heart : 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend's  infirmities. 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  aro. 

Shaks.  Julius  Cmuew, 
Give  him  all  kindness :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies. 

Shaks.  Julius  C^aar. 
Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend,  lago. 
If  thou  but  tbink'st  him  wrong*d,  and  mak^st  his 

ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Shaks.  OdkeOA 
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I  oomt  mjwelT  in  nothing  elie  so  happy, 
Ai  in  a  soul  rememb'ring  my  good  friends ; 
And,  as  my  fbrtnne  ripena  with  my  love, 
It  shall  be  still  thy  tnie  lovers  recompense. 

Shaka.  Richard  IL 

Dost  thou  hear  7 
Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her  choice. 
And  could  of  men  distinguish  her  election, 
^e  hath  sealed  thee  for  herself:  for  thou  hast  been 
As  one,  in  suffering  all,  that  su^rs  nothing ; 
A  man,  that  fortune's  bufifets  and  rewards 
ilast  ta*en  with  equal  thanks. 

Shak$.  HamUL 

So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you: 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack. 

ShaU.  HamUL 

The  fnends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried, 
Grapple  them  by  the  soul  with  hooks  of  steeL 

Shdk9,  HamUL 

In  companions 
That  do  eonverse  and  waste  the  time  together, 
Whose  souk  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love. 
There  needs  must  bo  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  spirit. 

Shaka.  MtreharU  €f  Vemee, 

The  dearest  friend  to  me,  the  kindest  man. 
The  best  condition*d  and  unwearied  spirit 
In  doing  courtesies ;  and  one  in  whom 
Hie  ancient  Roman  honour  more  appears, 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy. 

Shakt.  Merchant  €f  Vemee. 

That  wo  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  fbrgetfulness  shall  poison,  rather 
Than  pity  note  how  much. — Therefore,  be  gone. 
Shaka,  Coriolamu, 

By  heav*n  I  cannot  flatter:  I  defy 
The  tongues  of  soothers ;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love,  hatli  no  man  than  yourself; 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  lord. 

Shak$,  Henry  JV.    Parti. 

As  we  do  turn  our  backs 
From  our  oompanimi,  thrown  into  his  grave : 
So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 
Slink  all  away :  leave  their  false  vows  with  him, 
Like  empty  purses  picked ;  and  his  poor  aclf^ 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 
With  bin  disease  of  all-shunn'd  poverty. 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone. 

Shakt.  Timmt  9f  AihaM, 


Is  all  the  counsel  that  wo  two  have  shar'd. 

The  sister's  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  spent, 

When  we  have  chid  the  hasty-fbotcd  time 

For  parting  us — O,  and  is  all  forgot? 

All  school-day's  friendship,  childhood  mnoceucef 

We,  Hermia,  like  two  artificial  gods. 

Have  with  oar  needles  created  both  one  flower, 

Both  on  one  sampler,  sitting  on  one  cushion. 

Both  warbling  of  one  song,  both  in  one  key ; 

As  if  our  hands,  our  sides,  voices  and  minds 

Had  been  incorporate.    So  we  grew  together, 

Like  to  a  double  cherry,  seeming  parted. 

But  yet  a  union  in  partition. 

Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  stem : 

So,  with  two  seeming  bodies,  but  one  heart. 

Shake.  Midtummer  Nighte  Dream, 

And  will  you  rend  our  ancient  love  asunder. 
To  join  with  men  in  scorning  your  poor  firiend  7 
It  is  not  friendly,  't  is  not  maidenly : 
Our  sex  as  well  as  I  may  chide  you  for  it ; 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  injury. 

Shake.  Mideummer  Night e  Dream, 

We  still  have  slept  together. 
Rose  at  an  instant,  Icam'd,  play'd,  eat  together ; 
And  wheresoe'er  wo.  went,  like  Juno's  swans. 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  inseparable. 

Shake.  AeyouUkeiL 
I  will  take  your  friendship  up  at  use. 
And  fear  not  that  your  profit  shall  be  small ; 
Your  interest  shall  exceed  your  principal. 

Tmtmeur*e  AtheieVe  Tragedy 
True  happiness 
Consists  not  in  the  multitude  of  friends. 
But  in  the  worth  and  choice :  nor  would  I  have 
Virtue  a  popular  regard  pursue; 
Let  them  be  good  that  love  me,  though  but  fbw. 
Jonwn's  Cynthia^e  ReoeU, 

Turn  him,  and  sec  his  threads :  look,  if  he  be 
Friend  to  himself,  that  would  be  friend  to  thee : 
For  that  is  first  requir'd,  a  man  be  his  own ; 
But  he  that 's  too  much  that,  is  friend  to  none. 

JoneorCe  Undeneood, 
Friendship  is  the  cement  of  two  minds, 
i\s  of  one  man  the  soul  and  body  is ; 
Of  which  one  cannot  sever  but  the  other 
Suffers  a  nee  dful  separation. 

Chapmari'e  Revenge 
Friendship's  an  abstract  of  love*s  noble  flame, 
'T  is  love  refin'd,  and  purg'd  from  all  its  drom^ 
The  next  to  angel's  love,  if  not  tlio  same. 
As  strong  in  passion  is,  though  not  so  gross  • 
It  antedates  a  glad  eternity. 
And  is  a  heaven  in  epitome. 

Catherine  PhH^ 
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Lay  this  into  your  breast : 
Old  friends,  like  old  sMrords,  still  are  trusted  best 
Webtter^B  DuehM9  tfUa^y. 

O  sammer  friendship, 
Whose  flatteringr  leaws,  that  shadowM  us  in 
Our  prosperity,  with  the  least  gust  drop  off 
In  th*  autumn  of  adversity ! 

Jlfassti^er*f  Maid  of  Honour. 

That  friendship's  ralsM  on  sand. 
Which  every  sudden  g\3sA  of  discontent, 
Or  flowing  of  our  passions,  can  change 
As  if  it  ne*er  had  been. 

Masnnger, 

Elssential  honour  must  be  in  a  friend. 
Not  such  as  every  breath  &ns  to  and  fro ; 
fiut  bom  within,  is  its  own  judge  and  end. 
And  dares  not  sin,  though  sure  that  none  should 

know. 
Where  friendship  *s  spoke,  honesty's  understood ; 
For  none  can  be  a  friend  that  is  not  good. 

Catkerine  PhUips, 

A  friend  is  gold,  if  true,  he  *11  never  leave  thee : 
Vet  both,  without  a  touchstone,  may  deceive  thee. 

Randolph. 
A  season*d  friend !  not  tainted  with  design ; 
Who  made  those  words  grow  useless  — mine  and 
thine.  Cartwnghl, 

1  do  here  entertain  a  friendship  with  thee. 
Shall  drown  the  memory  of  all  patterns  past; 
We  will  oblige  by  turns  and  that  so  thick 
And  fast,  that  curious  studiers  of  it 
Shall  not  once  dare  to  cast  it  up,  or  say, 
By  way  of  guess,  whether  thou  or  I 
Remain  debtors  when  we  come  to  die. 

Suckling''$  Aglaura, 

Friendship's  an  empty  name,  made  to  deceive 
Those  whose  good  nature  tempts  them. to  believe; 
There 's  no  such  thing  on  earth,  the  best  that  we 
Can  hope  for  here  is  faint  neutrality. 

Take's  Adventures* 
lie  ought  not  to  pretend  to  friendship's  name. 
Who  reckons  not  himself  and  friend  the  same. 

Take's  Adventures. 
Friendship  above  all  ties  does  bind  the  heart ; 
And  faith  in  friendship  is  the  noblest  part 

EaH  of  Orrenfs  Henry  V. 
frust  is  the  strongest  bond  upon  the  soul ; 
'Hiat  saored  tie  has  virtue  ofl  begot; 
It  binds  where  'tis,  and  makes  it  where  'twas  not. 

Earl  <^  Orrery's  Henry  V. 
Acquaintance  I  would  have,  but  when 't  depends 
Not  on  toe  number,  but  Uto  choice  of  friends. 

CotoUy. 


In  their  nonage,  a  sympathy 

Unusual  join'd  their  loves : 

They  pair'd  like  turtles;  stili  together  drank. 

Together  eat,  nor  quarrell'd  for  the  choice. 

Like  turning  streams  both  from  one  fountain 

fell. 
And  as  they  ran  still  mingled  smiles  and  tears. 
Lu's  Casar  Borgia. 

I  had  a  fHend  that  lov'd  me : 

I  was  his  soul :  he  liv'd  not  but  in  me : 

We  were  so  cloee  within  each  other's  breast, 

The  rivets  were  not  found  that  join'd  us  first. 

That  does  not  reach  us  yet :  we  were  so  mix'd. 

As  meeting  streams  —  both  to  ourselves  we>« 

lost 
We  were  one  mass,  we  could  not  give  or  take, 
But  from  the  same :  for  he  was  I ;  I,  he: 
Return  my  better  hal^  and  give  me  all  myself 
For  thou  art  all ! 

If  I  have  any  joy  when  thou  art  absent, 
I  grudge  it  to  myself:  methinks  I  rob 
Thee  of  thy  part 

DrydsfL 

Who  knows  the  joys  of  friendship? 
The  trust,  securitf,  and  mutual  tenderness, 
The  double  joys,  where  each  is  glad  fbr  both  7 
Friendship  our  only  wealth,  our  last  retreat  and 

strength. 
Secure  against  ill-fortune  and  the  world. 

Rows. 
Thou  art  the  man  in  whom  my  soul  delights, 
In  whom,  next  heaven,  I  trust 

Rome's  Lady  Jane  Grey. 

Friendship's  the  privilege 
Of  private  men ;  for  wretched  greatness  knows 
No  blessing  so  substantial. 

Tate*s  Loyal  OeneraL 
Friendship,  like  love,  is  but  a  name. 
Unless  to  one  you  stint  the  flame. 
The  child,  whom  many  fathers  share, 
Hath  seldom  known  a  father's  care. 
'T  is  thus  in  friendships ;  who  depend 
On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 

Oay. 

Heaven  gives  us  friends  to  bless  the  prenent  scene ; 
Resumes  them,  to  prepare  us  for  the  next 

Ymaigfs  Night  Thougkis. 
Celestial  happiness !  Whene'er  she  stoops 
To  visit  earth,  one  shrine  the  goddess  finds. 
And  one  alone,  to  make  her  sweet  amends 
For  absent  heaven -^  the  bosom  of  a  friend. 
Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  sof^ 
Each  other's  piUow  to  repose  divine. 

Yomig. 
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iagdf  &QBI  fiiendahip  galfaar  half  their  joj. 

Ymng. 
Sodi  k  the  ose  and  noble  end  of  fiiendship* 
To  bear  a  part  in  every  storm  of  fbte, 
Aad,  b/  dividing,  make  the  lighter  weight 

Higgons^t  Genenut  Conqueror. 
Friendship  is  still  accompnnjM  with  virtue, 
And  always  lodg'd  in  great  and  generous  minds. 
Trap*o  Ahrmmilo. 
The  friendships  of  the  world  are  oft 
CenfedVacies  in  vice,  or  lesgnes  of  pleasare* 

AddiBOH*o  Caia. 
Great  sonls  by  instinct  to  each  other  turn. 
Demand  alliance,  and  in  friendship  burn. 

Addioon'o  Campaigiu 

Hianks  to  my  stars,  I  have  not  rangM  about 
The  wilds  of  life,  ere  I  could  find  a  friend : 
Natore  first  pointed  oat  my  brother  to  me, 
And  early  taught  me,  by  her  sacred  fi>rce, 
To  love  thy  person,  ere  I  knew  thy  merit. 
Till  what  was  instinct  grew  up  into  fKendshipi 
Ours  has  severest  virtue  for  its  basis, 
And  such  a  fiiendship  ends  not  but  with  life. 

Additon, 
YoQ*l]  find  the  fHendship  of  the  world  a  show ! 
Mere  outward  show  I  His  like  the  harlot's  tears, 
Hie  statesman's  promise,  or  false  patriot's  zeal. 
Foil  of  &ir  seeming,  but  delusion  alL 

Smag^o  Sir  Thomao  Oeer5«ry. 

I  have  too  deeply  read  mankind 
To  be  amusM  with  fHendship ;  't  is  a  name 
Invented  merely  to  betray  credulity  : 
T  is  intercourse  of  interest — not  of  souls. 

Jiavard'o  ReguluB. 
Friendship !  mysterious  cement  of  the  sod ! 
Sweetener  of  life,  and  solder  of  society  I 
I  owe  thee  much.  Tliou  hast  deserv'd  of  me 
Far,  &r  beyond  ^hat  I  can  ever  pay. 
Oft  have  I  provM  the  labours  of  thy  love : 
And  the  warm  efibrts  of  the  gentle  heart. 
Anxious  to  please. 

Blaif^o  Grave, 
And  what  is  firiendship  but  a  name, 

A  charm,  that  lulls  to  sleep ; 
A  shade  that  follows  wealth  or  fiune, 
And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep. 

GoUomilk'o  HermU. 
Whatspectre  ean  the  ehamel  send. 
So  dreadful  as  an  injur'd  firiend? 

SeaU'o  RoMnf. 
Friendship  is  no  pknt  of  hasty  growth ; 
IVo'  planted  in  esteem's  deep  fixed  soil. 
The  gradual  coltore  of  kind  interooorse 
Hart  bring  it  to  perfection. 

Joanna  BamWo  Do  MorH^ord. 
N 


1 1  take  of  worthy  men  whato'er  they  give : 
Their  heart  I  gladly  take,  if  not,  their  hand ; 
If  that  too  is  withheld,  a  courteous  word, 
Or  the  civility  of  placid  looks. 

Jseitna  AnUm's  Do  MmOford 

He  who  will  not  give 
Some  portion  of  his  ease,  his  blood,  his  wealth. 
For  others'  good,  is  a  poor  f%>ogDen  churl. 

Joanna  BaiUie^o  EihtDoid, 
Unequal  fortune 
Made  him  my  debtor  for  some  oonrtcsies. 
Which  bind  the  good  more  firmly. 

Bynm'o  Doge  of  Vemee, 

What  is  friendship? —do  not  trust  her, 
Nor  the  vows  which  she  has  made ; 

Diamonds  dart  their  brightest  lustre 
From  a  palsy-shaken  head. 

IForaftcorM. 

Friendship  has  a  power 
To  soothe  affliction  in  her  darkest  hour. 

H.K.  WhUf 
Friend  after  friend  departs;— 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  7 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 
That  hath  not  here  its  end. 

Monigotnery 

Thy  voice  prevails ;  dear  fViend,  my  gentle  friend  I 
This  long-shot  heart  for  thee  shall  be  unseal'd. 

And  though  thy  soft  eye  mournfully  will  bend 
Over  the  troubled  stream,  yet  once  reveal'd 

Sliall  its  freed  waters  flow. 

Mn,  Hemano 

Not  to  the  grave,  not  to  the  grave,  my  soul. 

Follow  thy  firiend  bclov'd  I 

But  in  the  lonely  hour. 

But  in  the  evening  walk. 
Think  that  he  companies  thy  soUtode ! 

Smtihey 

With  a  declining  tasto  fi>r  making  firiends. 
One's  tasto  fixr  the  fiitigue  of  pleasure's  past 

wmu 

Knit  to  him 
The  hearts  he  opens  like  a  clasped  book. 

WiUio 
Thefiiend 
Who  smiles  when  smoothing  down  the  loneij 

couch. 
And  does  kind  deeds,  which  any  one  can  do 
Who  has  a  feeling  spirit, — such  a  friend 

Heals  with  a  searching  balsam. 

PercioaL 
Oh !  let  my  friendship  in  the  wreath. 

Though  but  a  bud  among  the  flowers, 
Its  sweetest  firagrance  round  thee  breathe-* 
'TwiU  serve  to  soothe  thy  weary  hours. 

Mro  WoU% 
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FUNERAL-PURY-FUTURITY. 


There  are  a  thogsand  nameless  ties. 

Which  ofoly  such  u  feel  them  know ; 
Of  kindred  thoughts,  deep  sympathies. 

And  untold  fkncy  spells,  which  throw 
O'er  ardent  minds  and  faithful  hearts 

A  ciiain  whoso  charmed  links  so  blend. 
That  the  light  cirdct  but  imparts 

Its  force  in  these  fond  words, — my  friend, 

Mrt,  DinnUs, 

The  blossoms  of  passion, 
Gaj  and  luxuriant  flowers,  are  brighter  and  fuller 

of  fragrance; 
But  they  beguile  us  and  load  us  astray,  and  their 
odour  is  deadly. 

LongfeOmc'^  Evangeline. 

Let  others  boast  them  as  they  may. 

Of  spirits  kind  and  true. 
Whose  gentle  words  and  loving  smiles 

Have  chcer'd  them  on  life  through ; 
And  though  they  count  of  friends  a  boat, 

To  bless  tlic  paths  they  Ve  trod, 
Tlicsc  arc  the  ones  have  k>v*d  me  most, 

My  mother,  wife,  and  God  1 

Richard  Coe,  Jr, 


FUNERAL.— (See  Mourniwg.) 


FURY. 

Now  he  *11  outstarc  tlic  lightning.    To  be  furious 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear ;  and  in  that  mood 
.  The  dove  will  peck  the  cstridgc ;  and  1  see  still 
A  diminution  in  our  captain*s  brain 
Restores  liis  heart :  when  valour  preys  on  reason. 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with. 

Shaks.  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 


FUTURITY. 

O,  tliat  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  day*8  business,  ere  it  come ! 
fiut  it  sufficeth  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known. 

8hah».  JuUm  Caaar. 
O  heaven  !  tliat  one  might  read  the  book  of  fate. 
And  see  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Make  mountiins  level,  and  the  continent, 
Wuarv  of  solid  firmness,  melt  its^jlf 
Into  the  sea. 

Shakt.  Henry  IV.    Part  I  J. 

O,  if  this  were  seen. 
The  happiest  youth — ^viewing  his  progress  through, 
VVliBt  perils  past,  what  crosses  to  ensuo  — 
Would  shut  the  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die. 
Skak9  Hemy  IV.    Part.  JJ. 


Beyond  is  all  abyi% 
Eternity,  whose  end  no  eye  can  reach. 

IftftoR**  Paradi9e  Lm 

Eternity,  that  puzzles  all  the  world 
To  name  the  inhabitants  that  people  it; 
Eternity,  whose  undiscovcr'd  country 
We  fools  divide  before  we  come  to  see  it. 
Making  one  part  contain  all  happiness, 
The  other  misery,  tlien  unseen  fight  for  it: 
All  sects  pretending  to  a  right  of  choice. 
Yet  none  go  willingly  to  take  a  part. 

Too  curious  man,  why  dost  thou  seek  to  know 
Events,  which,  good  or  ill,  foreknown,  are  woe ; 
Th*  alUseeing  power  that  made  thee  mortal,  gave 
Thee  every  thing  a  mortal  state  should  have ; 
Foreknowledge  only  is  enjoy'd  by  heaven ; 
And,  for  his  peace  of  mind,  to  man  forbidden : 
Wretched  were  life,  if  he  foreknew  his  doom  ; 
Even  joys  foreseen  give  pleasing  hope  no  room. 
And  griefs  assiu-'d  ore  felt  before  they  come. 

Dryden, 

Sure  there  is  none  but  fears  a  future  state ; 
And  when  the  most  obdurate  swear  they  do  not, 
Their  trembling  hearts  belie  their  boasting  tongues. 
DrydetCa  Spanish  Friar. 

Divines  but  peep  on  undiscovered  worlds. 
And  draw  the  distant  landscape  as  they  please ; 
But  who  has  c*er  returned  from  tliose  bright  regions. 
To  tell  their  manners,  and  relate  their  laws? 

Dryden'9  Dan  SAasiiaiL 

Eternity,  thou  pleasing  —  dreadful  thought! 
Thro*  what  variety  of  untry'd  beings, 
Thro*  what  new  scenes  and  changes  must  we  pass? 
The  wide,  tlic  unbounded  prospect  lies  before  me ; 
But  shadows,  clouds,  and  oarkness  rest  upon  it. 

Addi3on^9  C«fa 

Heaven  from  all  creatures  hides  tlic  book  of  fate. 
All  but  the  page  prescribed,  their  present  state : 
From  brutes  what  men,  fh>m  men  what  spirits 

know: 
Or  who  could  suffer  being  here  below  7 
The  Iamb  tJiy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to^ay. 
Had  he  thy  reason  would  ho  skip  and  play  7 
PleasM  to  tlio  lost,  he  crops  tlie  flowery  food. 
And  licks  the  hand  just  raisM  to  shed  his  blood. 
Oh  blindness  to  the  future !  kindly  given. 
That  each  may  fill  tlie  circle  markM  by  heaven : 
Who  sees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  ail, 
A  hero  perish,  or  a  sparrow  fiill. 
Atoms  or  Sjrstems  into  ruin  hurPd, 
And  now  a  bubble  burst,  and  now  a  world. 

Pope's  Essay  sn  Man 
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Lob  tlie  poor  Indiaii !  wIiom  untotorM  muid 
Sees  God  in  clouds,  or  hoars  him  in  the  wind ; 
His  sonl  praod  seienoe  nevor  taught  to  stray 
Far  as  the  solar  walk  or  milky  way; 
fet  simple  nature  to  his  hope  has  giveot 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill,  an  hmnbler  heaven ; 
Same  safer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embracM, 
Some  happier  island  in  the  watery  waste. 
Where  slaves  once  more  their  native  land  behold 
No  fiends  torment,  no  Christians  thirst  for  gold ; 
To  be,  contents  his  natoral  desire, 
tts  asks  no  angcl*s  wing,  no  seraph*s  fire ; 
But  thinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  sky. 
His  fiiithful  dog  shall  bear  him  company. 

Pope*s  Euay  on  Man, 
See  dying  vegetaUes  life  sustain. 
See  liSs  dissolving  vegetate  again; 
All  fbrms  that  perish  other  forms  supply, 
By  tarns  we  catch  the  vital  breath  and  die ; 
Like  bubbles  on  the  sea  of  matter  borne. 
They  rise,  they  break,  and  to  that  sea  return. 
Nothing  is  foreign ;  parts  relate  to  whole ; 
One  all-extending,  all-preserving  soul 
Gonneets  each  being,  greatest  with  tho  least ; 
Made  beast  in  aid  of  man,  and  man  of  beast ; 
All  serv'd,  all  serving ;  nothing  stands  alone ; 
The  chain  holds  on,  and  where  it  ends  unknown. 
Pope's  E$9ay  on  Man, 
ECemity,  tfaon  awftd  golf  of  time, 
Tliis  wide  creation  on  thy  surface  floats. 
Of  life — of  death — what  is — or^what  shall  be, 
I  nothing  know.    The  world  is  all  a  dream, 
The  conscionaness  of  something  that  exists. 
Yet  is  not  what  it  seems.    Then  what  am  1 7 
Death  must  unfold  the  mystery ! 

Dowe*9  Sethma, 
What  avails  it  that  indulgent  heaven 
from  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come, 
If  we,  ingenioos  to  torment  ourselves. 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  7 
Ei^y  the  present ;  nor  with  needless  cares 
Of  what  may  spring  from  blind  misfortune^s  womb, 
Appal  the  shortest  hour  tliat  life  bestoves. 
Serene,  and  master  of  yoiu'self,  prepare 
For  what  may  come ;  and  leave  the  rest  to  heaven. 
Armstrong' »  Art  af  Preterving  Heakh, 
Answer  me,  burning  stars  of  night ! 

Where  is  the  spirit  gone  7 
Hiat  post  the  reach  of  human  sight. 

As  a  swift  brecie  hath  flown  7 
And  the  stars  answer*d  me — ^  we  roll 

In  light  and  power  on  high. 
Bat  of  the  never-dying  soul. 

Ask  that  which  cannot  die.** 

Mro.  Hemano^M  Poena, 


Darkly  we  move,  we  pfess  npon  the  brink 

Haply  of  viewless  worlds,  and  know  it  not : 
Yes,  it  may  be,  that  nearer  than  we  think 

Are  those  whom  death  has  parted  from  our  loi! 
Jfrs.  Henunui'i  Poema, 
Let  me,  then  let  me  dream 

That  love  goes  with  us  to  the  shore  unknown ; 
So  o*cr  the  burning  tear  a  heavenly  gleam 

In  mercy  shall  be  thrown. 

Mro,  Hemana^t  Poemg, 

Shall  I  be  left  forgotten  in  the  dust. 
When  fate,  relenting,  lets  the  flower  revive  7 
Shall  nature^s  voice,  to  man  alone  unjust. 
Bid  him,  though  doom*d  to  perish,  hope  to  live  T 
Is  it  for  this  &ir  virtue  oft  must  strive 
With  disappointment,  penury,  and  pain  7 
No :  heavcn*s  immortal  springs  shall  yet  arrive, 
And  man*s  majosttc  beauty  bloom  again. 
Bright  through  th*  eternal  year  of  lovers  trium 
phant  reign.  BoattU^o  Mimtrd 

We  shape  ourselves  the  joy  or  fear 

Of  which  the  coming  life  is  made. 
And  fill  our  Future's  atmosphere 

With  sun^ine  or  with  shade. 

Whiitier'9  Poemi 

There  is  no  hope — the  Future  will  but  turn 
Thfi  old  sands  in  the  failing  glass  of  Time  ! 

JR,  H,  Stoddard. 

GAMBLING. 

Hush,  pretty  boy,  thy  hopes  might  have  been  better  * 
*T  is  lost  at  dice,  what  ancient  honour  won ; 
Hard  when  ikcfailiar  plays  away  the  son ! 

Skaks,  Yorkafiire  Tragedy^ 

If  yet  thou  love  game  at  so  dear  a  rate. 
Learn  this,  that  hath  old  gamesters  dearly  cost ; 
Dost  lose7  Rise  up;  Dost  win?  Rise  in  that  state* 
Who  strive  to  sit  out  losing  hands  are  lost 

fforbertt 
Some  play  for  gain ;  to  pass  time,  others  play 
For  nothing ;  both  to  play  the  fiwl,  I  say : 
Nor  time  or  coin  1*11  lose,  or  idly  spend ; 
Who  gets  by  play,  proves  loser  in  the  end. 

Heath*o  Clamotdk 
Look  round,  the  wrecks  of  play  behold, 
Instates  dismember*d,  mortgaged,  sold; — 
Their  owners  now  to  jails  confin*d. 
Show  equal  poverty  of  mind. 

Gay'o  FabUo 

A  night  of  fretful  passion  may  consume 
All  that  thou  hast  of  beauty's  gentle  bloom; 
And  one  distemper'd  hoar  of  sordid  fear 
Print  on  thy  brow  the  vrrinklee  of  a  year. 

Skeridmi  on  Femalo  OametUr* 
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GENEROSTTY-GENIUB-GENTLEMAN. 


Oh,  tne  dear  pleasnns  of  the  wltct  plain, 
Tho  pointed  toUeta,  dealt  and  dealt  again ! 

Cowper^t  Progr€$$  of  Error. 

Small  black-leggM  sheep  devour  with  hunger 

ceen. 
The  meagre  herbage,  flesblesa,  lank  and  lean ; 
Such,  o'er  thy  level  turf,  Newmarket !  stray, 
And  there,  with  other  black-legs,  find  their  prey. 

Crahbe, 


GENEROSITY. 

I  will  send  hia  ransom. 
And,  being  enfiranchis'd,  bid  him  come  to  me : 
Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  np, 

But  to  support  him  after. 

Shaki.  Thtton  cf  Athent. 

O,  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word ; 
Were  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 

How  quickly  were  it  gone ! 

Shaki,  Thnon, 

Whose  breast,  too  narrow  for  her  heart;  was  still 
Her  reason's  throne,  and  prison  to  her  wilL 

Sir  W.  DaotmnL 

Thou  can'st  not  reach  the  light  that  I  shall  find ; 
A  genVous  soul  is  sunshine  to  the  mind. 

Sir  Robert  Howard, 

They  that  do 
An  act  that  does  deserve  requital. 
Pay  first  themselves  the  stock  of  such  content 

Sir  Robert  Howard, 

God  blesses  still  the  generous  thought. 
And  still  the  fitting  word  He  speeds. 
And  truth,  at  Ifis  requiring  taught. 

He  quickens  into  deeds. 

WhUHer'e  Poems, 


GENIUS. 

Time,  place,  and  action,  may  with  pains  be 

wrought. 
But  genius  must  hb  bom,  and  never  can  be  taught 

Dryden, 

Genius !  thou  gift  of  Heaven !  then  light  divine ! 
Amid  what  dangers  art  thou  doomM  to  shine  I 
Oft  will  the  body's  weakness  check  thy  fi>rce. 
Oft  damn  thy  vigour,  and  impede  thy  course ; 
And  trembling  nerves  compel  thee  to  restrain 
Thy  noble  eflons,  to  contend  with  pain ; 
in  want  (sad  guest !)  will  in  thy  presence  come. 
And  breathe  around  her  melancholy  gloom ; 
To  life's  low  cares  will  thy  proud  thought  confine. 
And  make  her  sufferings— her  impatience—thine. 

Cnbbe. 


O  bom  of  heaven,  thou  duM  of  nog  ie  aong! 
What  pangs,  what  cutting  hardships  wait  on  tiiee^ 
When  thou  art  doom'd  to  cramping  poverty ; 
The  poisonous  shafts  fimn  defunatioii's  tongoey-* 
The  jeers  and  taimtiyigs  of  the  bk>okhead  throng. 
Who  joy  to  see  thy  bold  exertions  fiul; 
While  hunger,  pinching  as  December's  gale. 
Brings  moody  dark  despondency  along. 
And  should'st  thou  strive  fiime's  lofty  moant  to 

scale. 
The  steps  of  its  ascent  are  cut  in  sand ; 
And  halfway  up^— a  snake^oourge  in  lier  hand, 
Lurks  pallid  envy,  ready  to  assail: 
And  last,  if  thou  the  top,  expiring  gain. 
When  fame  applauds,  thou  hearest  not  the  strain. 
Robert  MiUhoun  to  Gemue, 

One  science  only  will  one  genius  fit, 
So  vast  is  art,  so  narrow  human  wit 

Pepe's  E9$ay  an  Critidgm, 

Talents  angel-bright, 
If  wanting  worth,  are  shining  instruments, 
In  fiilse  ambition's  hand,  to  finish  faults 
Blostrious,  and  give  infancy  renown. 

Young'eNighl  Thoughte, 

Genius,  the  Pythian  of  the  Beautifiil, 
Leaves  its  large  troths  a  riddle  to  the  Doll — 
From  eyes  profime  a  veil  the  Iris  screens. 
And  fix>ls  on  Soois  still  ask-— what  Hamlet  means  7 

Bulwer*9  Poems 
0  Obey 

Thy  genius,  ibr  a  minister  it  is 
Unto  the  throne  of  Fate.    Draw  to  thy  soul. 
And  oentraiiae  the  rays  which  are  around 
Of  tho  Divinity. 

Bailey's  Festus. 

His  was  the  gifted  eye,  which  grace  still  touch'd 
As  if  with  second  nature ;  and  his  dreams. 
His  childish  dreams,  were  tit  by  hues  of  heaven— 
Those  which  make  Genius. 

Miss  Landem. 

Tliey  say  that  he  has  genius.    I  but  see 
Tliat  he  gets  wisdom  as  the  flower  gets  hoe. 

While  others  hive  it  like  the  toUing  bee ; 
That  with  him  all  things  beautiful  keep  new. 
WUUs's  Poems. 


GENTLEMAN. 

Nor  stand  so  much  on  your  gentility, 
Which  is  an  airy,  and  mere  borrow'd  thing. 
From  dead  men's  dust  and  bones ;  and  none  of 

yours. 
Except  you  make,  or  hold  it 

Ben  Jottsom. 
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For  jQor  befaaTMNnr,  let  it  be  £(ee  «iiil 
HcglifBt;  Bot  elo^g'd  with  cemaumj 
Or  olMrvniee  ;  give  no  man  iMmoar  b«t 
UpoB  tqinJ  terms  $  lor  look  bow  mneh  thou 
Civ'it  any  man  above  that,  ao  mnofa  thou 
1U*ft  from  thjeel£ 

Chapman'M  May  Day. 
Es  that  bean  himadf  like  a  gfentlemaa,  is 
Worth  t»  have  been  bom  a  gentleman. 

Chapman^B  May  Day, 
Meuure  not  thy  carriage  by  any  man*6  eye, 
Thj  speech  by  no  man's  ear ;  bat  be  resolate 
And  confident  in  doing  and  saying ; 
And  this  is  the  grace  of  a  right  gentleman. 

Chapman'9  May  Day. 
He  ifl  a  noble  gentleman ;  withal 
Happy  in  *8  endeavoois :  the  gen*ral  voice 
Soonds  him  for  conrtesy,  behavionr,  language, 
Asd  av'iy  ikir  demeanooc,  an  example : 
Titles  of  honour  add  not  to  hie  worth ; 
Who  is  himself  an  honoor  to  his  title. 

John  Pwd* 

I  never  crouch'd 
To  fli*  oflU  of  on  office-promisM 
Reward  for  long  attendance,  and  then  mist 
I  read  no  difference  between  this  huge, 
lliu  monstrous  big  word,  lord,  and  gentleman, 
More  than  the  title  sounds ;  for  aught  I  learn, 
Hie  latter  is  as  noble  as  the  first ; 
I*m  tore  more  ancient 

John  Ford. 

I  do  pity  unlearned  gentlemen  on  a  rainy  day. 

Lord  Falkland. 

Who  mines  or  who  wins  the  prize  7 

Go,  lose  or  conquer  as  you  can ; 
Bat  if  you  fail,  or  if  you  rise, 

Be  each,  pray  God,  a  gentleman. 

Anmu 

Whom  do  we  dub  as  gentlemen?    The  knave, 

the  fool,  the  brute  — 
If  they  but  own  full  lithe  of  gold  and  wear  a 

courtly  suit! 
IV  parchment  scroll  of  titled  line,  the  riband  at 

the  knee, 
Oin  still  sufiice  to  ratify  and  grant  a  high  degree} 
EUxa  Cook's  Poems. 

But  nature,  vrith  a  matehleas  hand,  sends  forth 
her  nobly  bom. 

And  kughs  the  paltry  attributes  of  wealth  and 
rank  to  scorn; 

She  moulds  with  care  a  spirit  rare,  half  human, 
half  divine. 

And  cries,  exulting,  **  Who  can  make  a  gentle- 
man like  mi^ie?** 

EUxa  Coo&*#  Poems, 


There  are  some  apuita  nobly  just,  unwarp*d  by 

pelf  or  pride. 
Gnat  in  the  eafaa,  but  greater  still  wlcen  dashM 

by  adverse  tide;  — 
They  hold  the  rank  no  king  can  give,  no  station 

can  disgrace; 
Nature  puts  forth  her  gentleman,  and  monarchs 

milBt  give  place. 

EHza  Cook's  Poems. 


GHOST. 

But,  soft :  behold  !  lo,  where  it  comes  again ! 
I  '11  cross  it,  though  it  blast  me. — Stay,  illusion ! 
If  thou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  a  voice. 
Speak  to  me. 

SMis.HamUL 

It  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  cock  crew. 
And  then  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons. 

8kaks.Hamki. 

Thrice  he  walk'd. 
By  their  oppress*d  and^fear-sorprised  eyes. 
Within  his  truncheon's  tength ;  whilst  they,  distiU'd 
Almost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear, 
Stand  dumb  and  speak  not  to  him. 

Shahs.  HandeL 
Angels  and  ministers  of  grace,  defend  us ! 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn'd. 
Bring  with  thee  airs  fiom  heaven,  or  blasts  from 

hell. 
Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable. 
Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable  shape. 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee. 

Shaks.  HandeL 

O,  answer  me : 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance !  but  tell. 
Why  thy  canonizM  bones,  hearsed  in  death. 
Have  burst  their  cerements  !  why  the  sepulchre, 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  in-um*d. 
Hath  op*d  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws. 

To  cast  thee  up  again  7 

Shaks.  HandA 

What  may  this  mean. 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again,  in  complete  steel« 
Revisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon, 
M*lt'ng  night  hideous ;  and  we  feols  of  nature, 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition. 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls? 

Shahs.  Honda. 

I  am  thy  fether's  spirit; 
Doom*d  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  mght 
And,  fer  the  day,  confin'd  to  fiist  in  fires. 
Till  the  feul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  na^re, 

Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away 

Sheiks.  HaaM 


t» 


GHOST. 


fiat  soft !  metiimk^  I  Boeat  the  monSng  air; 
Brief  let  me  be. 

My  hoar  is  almost  come, 
When  I  to  salpharons  a&d  tonnentiiig  flames 
Must  render  up  mjsel£ 

Shaki.HmttUL 

Save  me  and  hover  o*er  me  with  your  wings, 
You  heavenly  guards!  What  would  your  gracious 

figure  7  Shaks,  HamkL 

Hood  hath  been  shed  ere  now,  i'  the  olden  time, 
Kre  human  statute  purg*d  the  gentle  weal ; 
Ay,  and  since  too^  murders  have  been  perfbrmM 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear :  the  times  have  been, 
That  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would 

die, 
And  there  an  end :  but  now  they  rise  again. 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns, 
And  push  us  from  our  stools :  this  is  more  strange 

Than  such  a  murder  is. 

Skak$.  Macbeth. 

Thou  canst  not  say  I  did  it :  never  shake 
Thy  gory  locks  at  me. 

Shah,  Maehdh. 

Avaunt!  and  quit  my  sight!  let  the  earth  hide 

thee! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  cold ; 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with ! 

Shah.  Moi^eih. 

Why,  what  care  1 7  If  thou  canst  nod,  speak  too, — 
If  charnel-houses,  and  our  graves,  must  send 
Those  that  we  bury,  back,  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites. 

8kak$.  Maehetk 
Show  his  eyes  and  grieve  his  heart ; 
Come  like  shadows,  so  depart 

Shaks.  MacheO, 
OUndowtr^ — I  can  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep. 
Ifctfspur^— \Vhy,  so  ca^  I,  or  so  can  any  man : 
But  wiU  they  oome  when  yon  do  eall  for  them  7 
Shdki.  Hmry  IV.   Pati.  I. 

Spirits  when  they  please 
Can  either  sex  assume,  or  both ;  so  soft 
And  uncompounded  is  their  essence  pure. 

MiUon*$  Paradi$e  Lott. 

All  heart  they  live,  all  head,  all  eye,  all  ear. 
All  intellect,  all  sense ;  and  as  they  please 
They  limb  themselves,  and  colour,  shape  or  size 
Assume,  as  likes  them  best,  condense  or  rare. 

MUUm'B  Paradi$e  Lott 
'f flf,  spirits,  fi'eed  from  mortai  .aws,  with  ease 
%asume  what  sexes  and  what  shapes  they  please. 
Pepe*»  Rape  of  the  Lock 


The  marshal  and  myself  had  east 
To  stop  him  as  he  outward  p«st| 
But  lighter  than  the  whirl-wiadV  Uasti 
He  vanish*d  from  oor  eyta, 
like  sunbeam  on  the  bUtow  oast, 
That  glances  but,  and  dies. 

SeotCe 

O  speak,  if  voice  thou  hast ! 
Tell  me  what  sacrifice  can  soothe  your  spirits ; 
Can  still  the  unquiet  sleepers  of  tho  grave : 
For  this  most  horrid  visitation  is 
Beyond  endurance  of  the  noblest  mind. 
In  flesh  and  blood  enroVd. 

Joanna  BatlUe*$  Ethwald.    Pari  II 

A  horrid  spectre  rises  to  my  sight, 
Qose  by  my  side,  and  plain,  and  palpable. 
In  all  good  seeming  and  close  circumstance. 
As  man  meets  man. 

Joanna  Baillie*9  EthuHild.    Part  IL 

What  form  is  that— 
Why  have  they  laid  him  there  7 
Plain  m  the  gloomy  depth  be  lies  before  i9k : 
The  cold  blue  wound  whence  blood  hath  ceas*d  to 

flow. 
The  stormy  clenching  of  the  bared  teeth — 
The  gory  socket  that  the  balls  have  burst  fit>m— 
I  see  them  all- 
It  moves — it  moves— it  rises — it  comes  on  me. 
Matuna^e  Bertram. 

He  shudder'd,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 
When  he  can't  teU  what  'tis  that  doth  appal. 
How  odd  a  single  hobgoblin's  nonentity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host's  identity! 

Byron. 

Speak  to  me ! 
For  I  have  call'd  on  thee  in  the  still  night. 
Startled  the  slumbering  birds  from  the  hush'd 

boughs. 
And  woke  the  mountain  wolves,  and  made  the 

caves 
Acquainted  with  thy  vainly  echoed  name. 
Which  answer'd  me— many  things  answer'd  me— 
Spirits  and  men — but  thou  wert  silent  alL 

ByroOm 

What  is  here 
Which  look  like  death  in  life,  and  speak  like  things 
Bom  ere  this  dying  world  7  They  come  like  clouds. 
Byron* 9  Heaven  and  Earlk 

Ghostly  mother,  keep  aloof 

One  hour  longer  from  my  soul  — 
For  I  still  am  thinking  of 

£arth*s  warm  beating  joy  and  dole. 

MinBmrretL 


GIFTS-GLORY. 
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Mother,  mother,  thoa  art  kiiid« 

Thoa  srt  standing  in  the  zoonv— 
h  a  molten  glory  ahrin'd. 

That  rays  off  into  the  gloom ! 

But  thy  smile  is  bright  and  bleak, 

like  cold  wares — I  cannot  speak : 

I  sob  in  it,  and  grow  weak. 

Mi§9  BarreiL 

And  now  the  mist  seems  taking  shape, 

Fonning  a  dim,  gigantic  ghost, — 
Enormoos  thing ! — There  *s  no  escape ; 

Tis  dose  upon  the  coast! 

Dana*8  Buccaneer. 
To-night  the  charmed  number's  told ; 

**T*rice  hare  I  come  for  thee,"  it  said, 
*Once  more,  and  none  shall  thee  bohold. 

Come !  live  one  to  the  dead  !** — 
So  hears  his  soul,  and  fears  the  coming  night; 
Tet  sick  and  weary  of  the  soft  calm  light 

Donate  Buccaneer, 
If  the  spirit  ever  gazes, 

From  its  jonmeyings  back ; 
If  the  Immortal  ever  traces 

O'er  its  mortal  track ; 
Wilt  thou  not,  O  brother,  meet  us 

Sometimes  on  our  way. 
And  in  hours  of  sadness  greet  us, 

As  a  spirit  may  7 

Wl^ttiei*9  Poeme 

GIFTS. 
Win  her  with  gifts,  if  she  respect  not  words ; 
Dumb  jewels  often,  in  their  silent  kind. 
More  quick  than  words  do  move  a  woman's  mind. 
Shaike,  TtDO  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 
Wear  this  for  me ;  one  out  of  suits  with  fortune ; 
Hist  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks 
means.  Shakspeare, 

She  prises  not  such  trifles  as  these  are : 
The  gifts  she  looks  from  me  are  pack'd  and  lock'd 
Up  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  given  already. 
But  not  deliver'd. 

Shake.  Winter*§  Tale. 

HaadeL  —  I  never  gave  you  aught 

Ojhelia,  —  My  honoured  lord,  you  know  right  well, 

yon  did; 
And  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  compos*d 
Aa  made  the  things  more  rich :  their  perfume  lost, 
Ttko  these  again ;  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Kicfa  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 

Shake.  HamleL 
Tliey  are  the  noblest  benefits,  and  sink 
Deepest  in  man ;  of  which  when  he  doth  think* 
Hie  memory  delights  him  more,  firom  whom, 
k  what  he  hath  received. 

JoiMOR*#  UniervMid. 


In  alms,  regard  thy  neuis,  and  others*  merit ; 
Think  heaven  a  better  bargain  than  to  give 
Only  tliy  single  marketmoney  for  it ; 
Join  hands  with  God ;  to  make  a  poor  man  live. 

Beaumont  and  FleUhet, 
Flowers  are  all  the  jevrek  I  can  give  thee. 

Miee  Landon, 
I  had  a  seeming  friend ;  —  I  gave  him  gifls,  and 

he  was  gone; 
I  had  an  open  enemy ; — I  gave  him  gifts,  and  won 

him.  Tupper^e  Preveririal  PhUaeophjf. 

Policy  counsellcth  a  gifl,  given  wisely  and  in 

season, 
And  policy  afterwards  approvcth  it,  for  great  is 

the  influence  of  gifls.  Tupper. 

Why  shouldst  thou  hold  thy  tenderness  aside 
From  all  thy  lavishment  of  other  gifls? 

Mre.  E.  Oakee  Smith, 


GLORY. 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water. 
Which  never  ceaseth  to  enlarge  itself^ 
Till  by  broad  spreading,  it  disperse  to  nought 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    PaH  I 
Glories,  like  glow-worms,  afar  off  shine  bright ; 
But  look'd  too  near,  have  neither  heat  nor  light. 
Webeter'e  Ducheee  of  Malfy. 
For  this  world's  glory 
Is  figured  in  the  moan ;  they  both  wax  dull, 
And  sufibr  their  eclipses  in  the  full. 

Aleyn^e  Creecey, 
Glory,  like  time,  progression  does  require ; 
When  it  does  cease  t*  advance,  it  does  expire. 

JBar/^Orreryii 
If  glory  was  a  bait  that  angels  swallow'd. 
How  then  should  souls  allied  to  sense  resist  it ! 

DrydetCe  Aurenzdte, 
,  Real  glory 
Springs  from  the  silent  conquest  of  ourselves  * 
And  without  that  the  conqueror  is  naught 
But  the  first  slave. 

Thomeon^e  Sophonuba 

What  is  glory? — in  the  socket 
See  how  dying  tapers  flare! 

WordewenK 
What  is  glory?    What  is  fame? 
The  echo  of  a  long-lost  name ; 
A  breath,  an  idle  hour*s  brief  talk ; 
The  shadow  of  an  arrant  naught ; 
A  flower  that  blossoms  for  a  day, 

Dying  next  morrow; 
A  stream  that  hurries  on  its  way. 

Singing  of  soirow. 

MeAenMoPeeme 
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llie  secret  enemy  whoee  ■leepleat  ejre 
Stands  sentinel,  avenger,  judge  and  spy. 
The  foe,  the  fool,  the  jealous  and  the  Tain, 
The  envious  who  bat  breathe  in  others*  pain. 
Behold  the  host !  delighting  to  deprave, 
Who  track  the  steps  of  glory  to  the  grave. 

Byrwi, 

Our  glories  float  between  the  earth  and  heaven 
Like  clouds  that  seem  pavilions  of  the  sun. 
And  are  the  playthings  of  the  casual  wind. 

BuliDtr^M  RicheliaL 

Befi)re  I  knew  thee,  Mary, 
Ambition  was  my  angeL    I  did  hear 
For  ever  its  witch'd  voices  in  mine  ear; 

My  days  were  visionary — 
My  nights  were  like  the  slumbers  of  the  mad— 
And  every  dream  swept  o'er  me  gIory.clad. 

TVtZZif '•  Poem. 
Would  I  vrare  in  some  lonely  desert  bom. 

And  'neath  the  sordid  roof  my  being  drew ; 
Were  nursM  by  poverty  the  most  forlorn, 

And  ne*er  one  ray  of  hope  or  pleasure  knew ; 
Then  had  my  soul  been  never  taught  to  rise. 

Then  had  I  never  dreamed  of  power  or  fame ; 
No  pictured  scene  of  bliss  deceived  my  eyes. 

Nor  glory  lighted  in  my  brea«t  its  flame. 

PercioaL 


GLUTTONY. 
And  by  his  side  rode  loathsome  gluttony. 
Deformed  creature,  on  a  filthy  swine ; 
His  belly  was  up-blown  with  luxury, 
And  eke  with  &tness  swollen  were  his  eyne. 

Spenger^9  Fairy  Queen. 
Whose  U&*s  the  table  and  the  stage, 
He  doth  not  spend,  but  lose  his  age. 

KUUgrew'e  Conepiraey, 
Fat  paunehes  have  lean  pates ;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankrupt  quite  the  wits. 

Shake.  Love*e  Labour. 
Make  less  thy  body  hence,  and  more  thy  grace : 
Leave  gormandizing. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 

For  swinidi  gluttony 
Ne*er  looks  to  heaven  amidst  his  gorgeous  feast ; 
ftnt  with  besotted,  base  ingratitude 
Trams,  and  blasphemes  his  feeder. 

MUUnCe  Comae. 
Sotnc,  as  thou  saw'st,  by  violent  stroke  shall  die, 
Ify  fire,  flood,  flimine,  by  intemp*ranoe  more 
III  meats  and  drinks,  which  on  the  earth  shall 

bring 
Uiseases  dire. 

AftZton*«  Paradiee  LoeL 


The  tankards  foam;  and  the  stzisBg  taUe  groans 
Beneath  the  smoking  sirtoin,  streteh*d  immense 
From  side  to  side,  in  whioh  with  da^erate  knift 
They  deep  indsieps  make* 

Themeem 
Prompted  by  instinct's  never-erring  povrer, 
£2ach  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment ; 
But  man,  th'  inhabitant  of  every  clime. 
With  all  the  commoners  of  nature  feeds. 
Directed,  bounded,  by  this  power  within. 
Their  cravings  are  well  aim'd :  voluptuous  man 
Is  by  superior  faculties  misled ; 
Misled  from  pleasure  even  in  quest  of  joy : 
Sated  with  nature's  boons,  what  thousands  seek, 
With  dishes  tortur'd  from  their  native  taste, 
And  mad  variety,  to  spur  beyond 
Its  wiser  will  the  jaded  appetite ! 
Is  this  for  pleasure  7  learn  a  juster  taste  I 
And  know  that  temperance  is  true  luxury. 

Armetrong*e  Art  qfPreeerving  HedUh 
Beyond  the  sense 
Of  light  reflection,  at  the  genial  board 
Indulge  not  oflen ;  nor  protract  the  foast 
To  dull  satiety ;  till  sofl  and  slow 
A  drowsy  death  creeps  on  th*  expansive  soul, 
Oppress'd  and  smother'd  the  celestial  fire. 

Armetrong'e  Art  qfPreeermng  Health. 
Some  men  are  bom  to  feast,  and  not  to  fight; 
Whose  sluggish  minds,  e'en  in  foir  honour's  field. 
Still  on  their  dinner  turn  — 
Let  such  pot-boiling  varlets  stay  at  home. 
And  wield  a  flesh-hook  rather  than  a  sword. 

Joanna  BaUUe'e  BaeH 


GOD. 

God,  who  oft  descends  to  visit  men 
Unseen,  and  through  their  habitations  walks 
To  mark  their  doings. 

MUton*e  Paradiee  LoeL 
To  God  more  glory,  more  good  will  to  men 
From  God,  and  over  wrath  shall  grace  abound. 

MiUon*e  Paradiee  LoeL 
When  God  reveals  his  march  through  Nature's 

night. 
His  steps  are  beauty,  and  his  presence  light 

Jamee  Monigommf, 
Spirit !  whose  lifo-sustaining  presence  fills 
Air,  ocean,  central  depths,  by  man  untried, 
Tliou  for  thy  worshippers  hast  sanctified 
All  place,  all  time !    The  silence  of  tiie  hills 
Breathes  veneration :  —  founts  and  choral  rills 
Of  Thee  are  murmuring : — to  its  inmost  glade 
The  living  forest  with  Thy  whisper  thrills, 
And  there  is  holiness  in  every  shade. 

Mre.  Hemane*e  PoemM, 
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CSodof  myfatben!  holy,  jut*  and  good! 
My  God!  myFatber!  ray  unlkiliiiff  Hopo ! 
Jehomkl  bt  tbe  inoeiwe  of  thy  pniae, 
Accepted,  bom  before  thy  meroy-aeat; 
And  let  thy  preeence  bum  both  day  and  night 

PoOocft^t  Coune  of  Time, 

Maker !  Preeerver !  my  Redeemer !  God ! 
Whom  have  I  in  the  heayene  but  Thee  alone  7 
On  earth  bat  Thee,  whom  ahould  I  praise,  whom 

lOTC? 

For  thou  hast  brought  me  hitherto,  upheld 
By  thy  immipotence ;  and  from  thy  grace, 
Unbooght,  unmerited,  though  not  unsought— 
The  wells  of  my  salvation,  hast  refreshed 
'  BIf  spirit,  watering  it  at  mora  and  eve. 

PoUock'a  Count  of  Time. 
Thy  great  name 
In  an  its  awful  brevity,  hath  nought 
Ihiboly  breeding  it,  but  doth  bless 
'Rather  the  tongue  that  uses  it ;  for  me, 
I  ask  no  higher  office  than  to  fling 
My  spirit  at  thy  feet,  and  cry  thy  name, 
God !  through  eternity. 

BoOey's  Fesfus. 

Jku  Lord,  our  God  and  Saviour !  ht  Thy  gifts 
The  world  were  poor  in  thanks,  though  every  soul 
Were  to  do  nought  but  breathe  them,  every  blade 
Of  grass,  and  every  atomie  of  earth 
To  utter  it  like  dew. 

BatUy'8  Fuhu. 

Praise  to  oor  Father — God, 

High  praise  in  solemn  lay. 
Alike  fivr  what  his  hand  hath  given. 

And  what  it  takes  away. 

Afrt .  Sigowmey, 

Oda  hymn  more,  O  my  lyre ! 

Praise  to  the  God  above. 

Of  joy  and  life  and  love 
Sweeping  its  strings  of  fire. 

Whittm'9  Poem. 

The  hand  of  God 
Has  written  legibly  that  man  may  know 
The  gkiry  of  the  Maker. 

Henry  Ware^  Jr. 

AH  things  thai  axe  on  earth  shall  whoDy  pass  away. 

Except  the  love  of  God,  which  shall  live  and  last 

lor  aye. 

BryanVe  Poemr. 

The  depth 
Of  gkvy  in  the  attributes  of  God, 
Will  measure  the  capacities  of  mind ; 
And  as  the  angehi  diiSer,  will  the  ken 
Of  gifted  spirits  gloriig^  Him  more. 

Wmee  Pi 


GOLD. 

•T  is  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  killed,  and  saves  the 

thief; 
Nay,  sometimes,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man: 

what 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo? 

Shah.  CynibeUne, 

0  thou  sweet  king.killer,  and  dear  divorce 
Twixt  natural  son  and  sire !  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  hymen's  purest  bed !  thou  valiant  Mars ! 
Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer. 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow. 
That  lies  on  Dian*s  lip !  thou  visible  god. 

That  solder'st  close  unpossibilities. 

And  mak*8t  them  kiss !  and  speak'st  with  every 

tongue. 
To  every  purpose ! 

Shake.  Timom  of  AAene. 

Why  this 
Will  buy  your  priests  and  servants  from  your  sides ; 
Pluck  stout  men*s  pillows  from  below  their  heads : 
This  yellow  slave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  bless  the  accursed ; 
Make  the  hoar  leproey  ador*d ;  place  thieves. 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 
With  senators  on  the  bench. 

Shake  Timon  ef  Athene. 
For  this  the  fbolish,  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  sleep  with  thoughts,  their  brain 

with  care. 
Their  bones  with  industry. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 
That  broker,  that  still  breaks  the  pate  of  faith. 
That  daily  break-vow ;  he  that  wins  of  all. 
Of  kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids. 
Shake,  King  John. 
There  is  thy  gold ;  worse  poison  to  men*s  souls, 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  world 
Hian  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  may*st  not 

seU: 

1  sell  thee  poison,  thou  hast  sold  mo  none. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

tHow  quickly  nature 
Falls  to  revolt,  when  gold  becomes  her  object ! 
Shake.  Henry  IV.   Part  II 
O,  I  cry  your  merqy : 
There  is  my  parse,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thme. 

Shake.  Richard  W 
Gold  is  tho  strength,  the  sinews  of  the  world  • 
The  health,  the  soul,  the  beauty  most  divue ; 
A  mask  of  gold  hides  all  defiurmities ; 
GoU  is  heaven's  physie,  li&*s  lestoratne. 

Docket 
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Can  i^d  calm  pusion,  or  make  reason  abine  7 
Can  we  dig  peace,  or  -wisdom,  from  the  mine  7 
Wisdom  to  gold  prefer ;  fi>r  *t  is  much  leas 
To  make  our  fortune,  than  our  happiness. 

Youiag. 
To  purchase  heaven  has  gold  the  power  7 
Can  gold  remove  the  mortal  hour  ? 
In  life  can  love  he  bought  witli  gold  7 
Are  friendship's  pleasures  to  be  sold  7 
No-— all  that's  worth  a  wish  —  a  thought, 
Fair  virtue  gives  unbribM,  unbought 
Cease  then  on  trash  thy  hopes  to  bind. 
Let  nobler  views  engage  thy  mind. 

Dr,  Johnson, 
But  scarce  observ'd,  tho  knowing  and  the  bold. 
Fall  in  the  general  massacre  of  gold ; 
Wide  wasting  pest  I  that  rages  unconfin'd, 
And  crowds  with  crimes  the  records  of  man- 
kind: 
For  gold,  his  sword  the  hireling  ruffian  draws, 
For  gold  tlie  hireling  judge  distorts  the  laws ; 
Wealth,  hcapM  on  wealth,  nor  truth  nor  safety 

buys, 
The  dangers  gather  as  the  treasures  rise. 

Dr.  Johnstm'a  Vanity  of  Human  Wishts, 
Judges  and  senates  have  been  bought  for  gold ; 
Esteem  and  love  were  never  to  be  sold 

Pope's  Essay  on  Man, 
For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  main, 
The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor. 

Bums, 

Thou  more  than  stone  of  the  philosopher ! 
Thou  touchstone  of  philosophy  herself! 
Thou  bright  eye  of  the  mine  !    Thou  lode-star  of 
The  soul !    Thou  true  magnetic  pole,  to  which 
All  hearts  point  duly  north,  like  trembling  needles. 

Byron. 
The  plague  of  gold  strikes  far  and  near,  — 

And  deep  and  strong  it  enters ; 
Our  thoughts  grow  blank,  our  words  grow  strange, 

We  cheer  the  pale  gold-diggers, — 
Each  soul  is  worth  so  much  on  'change, 

And  mark'd,  like  sheep,  with  figures. 

MissBarrdt 

O,  knew  I  the  spell  of  gold, 

I  would  never  poison  a  fresh  young  heart 

With  the  taint  of  customs  old. 
7  would  bind  no  wreath  to  my  forehead  free. 

In  whose  shadow  a  thought  might  die, 
Nor  drink,  from  the  cup  of  revelry. 

The  min  my  gold  would  buy. 

WUUs'b  PotSM. 
Ours  IS  the  land  and  age  of  gold. 
And  ows  th9  haUow'd  time. 

GrsamlU  M^EUiu 


Gold !  gold !  in  aU  ages  the  corse  of  mankind. 
Thy  fetters  are  forged  fbr  the  eonl  and  the  mind  * 
The  limbs  may  be  free  as  the  wings  of  a  bird. 
And  the  mind  be  the  slave  of  a  look  and  a  word. 
To  grain  thee,  men  barter  eternity's  crown. 
Yield  honour,  affection,  and  lasting  renown. 

Park  BcBjanisL 
Searcher  of  gold,  whose  days  and  nights 
All  waste  away  in  anxious  care. 
Estranged  from  all  of  life's  delights, 
Unleam'd  in  all  that  is  most  fiiir— 
Who  sailest  not  with  easy  glide. 
But  delvest  in  the  depths  of  tide. 
And  strugglest  in  tho  foam ; 
O !  come  and  view  this  land  of  graves, 
I>eath*s  northern  sea  of  froxen  waves, 
And  mark  thee  out  thy  home. 

J,  O.  RoehodL 


GOODNESS. 

Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodness  never  fearfUL 

Skaks.  Mea.fsr  Mem. 

There  is  some  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil. 
Would  men,  observingly,  distil  it  out 

Shnks,  Henry  JV, 
It  is  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  say  well. 
And  yet  words  are  not  deeds. 

Shaks.  Henry  VIIL 

Groodness  is  beauty  in  its  best  estate. 

Jfisf  fsioe. 

But  sacred  wisdom  doth  apply  that  good. 
Which  simple  knowledge  barely  understood. 

Quaries, 
The  soul 
Is  strong  that  trusts  in  goodness  and  shows  clearly 
It  may  be  trusted. 

MasstngeTm 

The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his  &te. 

Is  privileged  beyond  the  common  walk 

Of  virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven. 

Young. 
Some  there  are 
By  their  good  deeds  exalted,  lofty  minds 
And  meditative  authors  of  delight 
And  happiness,  which  to  the  end  of  time 
WUl  live  and  spread  and  flourish. 

WordnoortK 
The  good  man  may  bo  weak,  be  indolent, 
Nor  is  his  claim  to  riches,  but  content. 
And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  he  would ; 
One  he  must  want,  which  is, — to  pass  fbr  good. 
Psp^s  Bssay  en  Man, 
Good, 
Only,  is  great,  and  generous,  and  froitfuL 

Bailn^s  JFWfus. 


GOSSTP-OOVERNMENT. 


*» 


Hoire'er  H  be,  it  Mems  to  nw 

Tib  only  noble  to  be  good ; 
Kmd  heaits  are  more  than  eoroneta, 

And  nmple  ikith  than  Norman  blood. 

Angels  are  round  the  good  man,  to  eatoh  the  in- 

cenae  of  his  prayera. 
And  thej  fly  to  minister  kindnoM  to  thoee  ftr 

whom  he  pleadeth. 

Tupper'8  Proverhkd  PJUU)§ophf, 

See  the  lone  wanderer,  *mid  the  wastes  of  death, 
Rejoicing  hails  the  Alpine  blossom's  breathy — 
As,  shuddering  at  the  glaoier^s  awfbl  power, 
He  seeks  the  beauty  of  the  meek-ey*d  flower. 
And  there  reposes  in  a  stedfkst  trust 
That  on  the  plant  no  avalanche  storm  will  burst 
What  kindles  thus  his  faith,  and  cahns  his  fears? 
The  seal  of  love  and  hope  the  blossom  bears; 
Tliough  round  him  heave  a  dark  and  flt»en  flood, 
One  thought  is  peace,  is  safely— *  God  is  good  !* 
Nor  could  the  wanderer  idly  turn  away; 
His  lip  might  move  not,  but  his  heart  would  pray ; 
And  he  would  gather,  in  that  musing  hour. 
Amid  those  trophies  of  Jehovah's  power. 
New  strength  of  aoul,  a  grander  scope  of  thought, 
His  mind  to  nobler  purpose  would  be  wrought, 
And  feel  and  own,  in  this  calm,  solemn  mood. 
That  t  is  man*s  highest  glory  to  be  good ! 

Mr$.  Hale's  Contlaniia, 
Han  should  dare  all  things  that  he  knows  is  right, 

And  fear  to  do  no  act  save  what  is  wrong; 
But,  guided  safely  by  his  inward  light. 

And  with  a  permanent  belief  and  strong. 
In  Him  who  is  our  Father  and  our  Friend, 
He  should  walk  stedfastly  unto  the  end. 

PhcAt  Carey. 
The  words  which  thou  hast  uttor*d 

Are  of  thy  soul  a  part. 
And  the  good  seed  thou  hast  scattered 

Is  springing  flx>m  the  heart. 

WhUUer'B  Poena, 

And  while  **Lord,  Lord  !**  the  pious  tjrrants  cried. 

Who  in  the  poor  their  Master  crucified. 

Hie  daily  prayer,  &x  better  understood 

In  acte  than  words,  was  mmply  doing  good^ 

WAittter's  Potm$. 


GOSSIP.— (See  Scandal.) 

GOVERNMENT. 

So  work  the  honey-bees. 
Creatures,  that  by  a  rule  in  natore  teach 
llie  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  hingdiftm> 
llsy  hate  a  king,  and  officeis  of  sorts, 


Where  some,  like  magistrates,  oorroct  at  home; 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad ; 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stings. 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  buds, 
Which  pillage  they  with  meny  march  bring  hone 
To  the  tent  royal  of  their  emperor  • 
Who,  busy*d  in  his  tent,  surveys 
T^e  singing  ntfason  building  roofii  of  gold ; 
Tlie  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey ; 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burthens  at  his  narrow  gate : 
The  sad-eyM  justice  with  his  surly  hum. 
Delivering  o*er  to  executors  pole 
The  lazy  yawning  drone. 

Shake,  Henry  V, 

Each  petty  hand 
Can  steer  a  ship  beeaImM;  but  he  that  wiH 
Govern  and  carry  her  to  her  ends,  must  know 
His  tides,  his  currents,  how  to  shift  his  sails ; 
What  she  will  bear  in  foul,  what  in  fair  weathers  s 
Where  her  springs  are,  her  leaks,  and  how  to  slop 

them; 
What  strands,  what  shelves,  what  rocks  do  threaten 

her; 
The  forces,  and  the  natures  of  all  winds, 
Gusts,  storms,  and   tompesto:  when  her   ked 

ploughs  hell. 
And  deck  knocks  heaven,  then  to  manage  her. 
Becomes  the  name  and  office  of  a  pilot. 

JonemCe  CaiUKi^ 

O  madam. 
Your  sex  is  too  imperious  to  rule ; 
You  are  too  busy,  and  too  stirring,  to 
Be  put  in  action ;  your  curiosity 
Would  do  as  much  harm  in  a  kingdom,  as 
A  monkey  in  a  glass  shop ;  move,  and  remove, 
Till  you  had  broken  alL 

CarttonghC9  Royal  Shoe. 

A  kingdom  is  a  nest  of  families,  and  a  femily  a 

small  kingdom ; 
And  the  government  of  whole  or  part  different  in 

nothing  but  extent 

7ti;;per't  Prooerbidl  PkOoeophy. 

The  best  of  human  govemmente  is  the  patriarchal 

rule; 
The  authoriz*d  supremacy  of  one,  the  proscriptivs 

subjection  of  many ; 
llierefore  the  children  of  the  East  have  thriven 

ftom  age  to  age. 
Obeying,  even  as  a  god,  the  royal  ikther  of  Oithay  * 
nierefore  shall  Magog  among  the  nations  arise 

flora  his  northern  lair. 
And  rend,  in  the  flvy  of  hb  pnwer,  the  iniuigvnt 

world  beneath  him; 
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GRACE-GRATTTUDB. 


For  Uifl  thunderbolt  of  ooncentrated  itreofth  cui 

be  hurled  by  the  will  of  one* 
While  the  dissipated  fbrees  of  many  are  hapnleae 

u  snminer  liffhtniiiff* 

TVpper'f  Proverbial  PkOoBophy. 

A  government,  on  freedom's  basis  built, 
Has,  in  all  ages,  been  the  theme  of  song. 
And  the  desire  of  great  and  godlike  men. 
For  this  the  Grecian  patriots  fought;— for  this 
The  noblest  Roman  died.    Shall  I  go  on  7 
Name  Tell,  and  Hampden,  and  our  Washington  7 
The  perfect  hero  whose  example  shows 
How  war  with  righteousness  may  be  allied  — 
The  conqueror  with  the  Christian ;  and  how  man 
In  blessing  others  finds  his  highest  fkme ! 

Jtfrt .  HMb  Omumd  Orenenor, 
And  tlien  we  11  raise,  on  Liberty's  broad  base, 
A  structure  of  wise  government,  and  show, 
In  our  new  world,  a  glorious  spectacle 
Of  social  order.    Freemen,  equals  all. 
By  reason  swayM,  self-goveru'd,  self.improv'd, 
And  the  electric  chain  of  public  good 
Twin'd  round  the  private  happiness  of  each ; 
And  every  heart  thrill'd  by  the  patriot  chord 
That  sounds  the  glory  of  America ! 

Mrs.  HM§  Ormond  Orotvenor, 
A  free  Republic — where,  beneath  the  sway 
Of  mild  and  equal  laws,  fram*d  by  themselves. 
One  people  dwell,  and  own  no  lord  save  God ! 

Jtfff .  HaU^B  Ormond  Orotvenar, 


GRACE. 

Fairer  than  the  ghost  of  the  hills,  when  it  moves 
in  a  sunbeam  at  noon,  over  the  silenoe  of 
Morven.  Ouian. 

See  what  a  grace  is  seated  on  that  brow. 

Shake.  HamUt, 
Impatient  nature  had  taught  motion 
To  start  from  time,  and,  chwrfully,  to  fly, 
fiefine,  and  seize  upon  maturity. 

CraJkno. 
Grace  was  in  all  her  stepe,  heaven  in  her  eye. 
In  every  gesture  dignity  and  love. 

MiUon*8  Paradise  LotL 
Mature  she  was— 
Grace  shaped  her  Hmbs,  and  beauty  deck'd  her 
tuce.  Prisr. 

Sylvia's  like  autumn  ripe,  yet  mild  as  May, 
More  bright  than  noon,  yet  fresh  as  early  day. 

'like  Ught  of  love,  the  parity  of  grace, 

llie  mind^  the  music  breathing  from  her  ikee. 

Bynm* 


A  lovelier  nymph  the  pencil  never  drew; 
For  the  Ibnd  graces  innn'd  her  easy  nden. 
And  heaven's  soft  axnre  in  her  eye  was  seen. 

Tlme*8  wing  but  seem'd,  in  stealing  o'er. 
To  leave  her  knrelier  than  before. 

3foor& 

Oh !  many  &  soft  and  quiet  grace. 
Hath  faded  from  her  fonn  and  face ! 

Mre,  Hemtnm 
Why  a  stranger— when  he  sees  her 
In  the  street  even,  smileth  stilly, 
Just  as  yon  would  at  a  lily. 

Mist  Barrett. 

Her  grace  of  motion,  and  of  look,  the  smooth 

And  swimming  majesty  of  step  and  tread, 

T*he  symmetry  of  form  and  feature,  set 

The  soul  afloat,  even  like  delicious  airs 

Of  flute  and  harp.  Milmam, 

The  ruffling  bird  of  Juno— 

The  wren  in  the  old  wall. 
Each  knew  her  sweet  persuasiveness, 

And  came  at  her  soft  calL 

Mrs.  HaU'B  AJUee  Rof, 
'T  would  take  an  angel  from  above 
To  paint  th'  immortal  soul  — 
To  trace  the  light,  the  inborn  grace 
The  spirit  sparkling  o'er  her  fb,ce. 

Mrs.  Wdby. 

Thou  art  not  here — and  yet  methinks 

Thy  form  is  floating  by. 
With  the  dark  tress  shading  pleasantly 

The  sofUy  brilliant  eye : 
A  smile  is  sleeping  on  thy  lip— 

And  a  fidnt  blush  melting  through 
The  light  of  thy  transparent  check, 

Like  a  rose-leaf  bathed  in  dew. 

J.  O.  WhUAsr. 


GRATITUDE. 
Does  the  kind  toot  bleed  out  his  livelihood 
As  parent  distributions  to  his  branches, 
Proud  that  his  pride  b  seen,  when  he 's  unseen ; 
And  must  not  gratitude  descend  again 
To  comfort  his  old  limbs  in  flruitless  winter 
Impnmdent  7 

Maeeinger,  MiddUton  and  RovHetfB  Old  Law, 
Thie  benefits  he  sow'd  in  me,  met  not 
Unthankful  ground,  but  yielded  him  his  own 
Wiih  fiur  increase ;  and  I  still  glory  in  it 

Maeeinget'e  Duke  efMdan., 

A  gratefhl  mind 
By  owing  owes  not,  but  still  pays,  at  once 
Indebted  and  discharg'd. 

UObm'e  PorOlu  Lml 


/V,/, 


Byrmu  I  Jftbm'j  PmniA*  L$tL 


^y^. 


^i^y 


GRAVE. 
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I  fisd  a  pious  gratitude  dlspene 

Within  my  soul;  and  every  thought  of  him 

fiogenden  a  warm  sigh  within  me,  which, 

LUie  curb  of  holy  incense,  overtake 

Etch  other  in  my  bosom,  and  enlarge 

With  their  embrace  his  sweet  remembrance. 

Sbirley^B  Bntken. 
I  haye  five  hundred  crowns, 
Tbe  thrifty  hire  I  saVd  under  your  father, 
l^liich  I  did  store,  to  be  my  foster  nurse, 
When  service  shoidd  in  my  old  limbs  lie  kme. 
And  miregarded  age  in  comers  throne ; 
Take  that;  and  He  that  doth  the  ravens  fted, 
Yea  providently  caters  for  the  sparrow 
Be  oomibrt  to  my  age. 

Shaks,  As  yoa  lilkt  it 

0  call  not  to  my  mind  what  you  have  done ! 
It  leti  a  debt  of  that  account  before  me. 
Which  shows  me  poor  and  bankrupt  ev'n  in  hopes ! 
Congreve^9  Maurmng  Bride, 

What  can  I  pay  thee  for  this  noble  usage, 
Bat  grateful  praise !  so  heavep  itself  is  paid 

Row€*a  Tanteriane. 
When  gratitude  overflows  the  swelling  heart. 
And  breathes  in  free  and  uncorrupted  praise 
For  benefits  receivM :  propitious  heaven 
Takes  such  acknowledgement  as  fragrant  incense. 
And  doubles  all  its  blessings. 

XiOo's  Eknerick. 

He  that  hath  nature  in  him,  must  be  gratefiil; 

*T  is  the  Creator's  primary  great  law 

That  links  the  ehain  of  beings  to  each  other. 

Maddm*9  Thani$iock9, 
To  the  generous  mind 
The  heaviest  debt  is  that  of  gratitude, 
Wlien  His  not  in  our  power  to  repay  it 

Frunkl^*8  MaUXda, 

Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 
Can  move  or  warp,  and  gratitude  for  small 
And  trivial  favours,  lasting  as  the  life 
And  glist'ning  even  in  the  dying  eye. 

Cowper'B  Tiuk. 

I've  heard  of  hearts  unkind,  kind  deeds 
With  coldness  still  returning; 
Alas !  the  gratitude  of  men 
Hath  oflener  left  me  mourning. 

WcrdncoiHL 

GRAVE. 

Here  may  thy  storme-bett  vessell  safely  ryde 
Hiis  is  the  port  of  rest  from  troublous  toyle, 
Tlie  worlde's  sweet  inn  from  peine  and  wearisome 
tnrmoyle.  Spenrnt^e  Fairy  Queen. 


Even  such  is  time,  that  takes  on  trust 
Our  youth,  our  joys,  our  all  we  have. 
And  pays  us  but  with  age  and  dust ; 
Who  in  the  dark  and  silent  grave, 
When  we  have  wander'd  all  our  ways, 
Shuts  up  the  story  of  our  days  I 
But  fix>m  this  earth,  this  grave,  this  dust, 
My  God  shall  raise  me  up,  I  trust ! 

Sir  W.RdUigk 

Fade,  flowers !  fade :  nature  will  have  it  so; 
Tis  what  we  must  in  our  autunrn  do ! 
And  as  your  leaves  lie  quiet  on  the  ground. 
The  loss  alone  by  those  that  lov'd  them  found , 
So  in  the  grave  shall  we  as  quiet  lie, 
Mias'd  by  some  £bw  that  lov'd  our  company; 
But  some  so  like  to  thorns  and  nettles  live, 
Tliat'none  for  them  can,  when  they  perish,  grievOi 

WuUer. 

I  envy  not  such  grraves  as  take  up  room. 
Merely  with  jet  and  porphyry ;  since  a  tomb 
Adds  no  desert;  wisdom,  thou  thing  divine, 
Convert  my  humble  soul  into  thy  shrine ; 
And  then  this  body,  though  it  want  a  stone, 
ShaU  dignify  all  places  where  't  is  thrown. 

ROebam, 

Oft  let  me  range  the  gloomy  aisles  alono, 
Sad  luxury !  to  vulgar  minds  unknown. 
Along  the  walls  where  speaking  marbles  show 
What  worthies  fi>rm  the  hallow'd  mould  below ; 
Froud  names,  who  once  the  reins  of  empire  heldt 
In  arms  who  triumph'd,  or  in  arts  excell'd  ; 
Chieft,  g^c'd  with  scars,  and  prodigal  of  blood ; 
Stern  patriots  who  for  sacred  freedom  stood ; 
Just  taien,  by  whom  impartial  laws  were  given ; 
And  saints  who  taught,  and  led  the  viray  to  heaven. 
Tiekell  on  the  Death  ofAddieon, 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  shade, 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  nuiny  a  mouldering  heap, 
Eajch  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid. 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep. 
The  breezy  call  of  incense^reathing  mom. 
The  swallow  twittering  from  the  straw-built  shed. 
The  cock's  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn. 
No  more  shall  rouse  them  firom  their  lowly  bed. 
For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  shall  bum. 
Or  busy  house-wife  ply  her  evening  care ; 
No  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return. 
Or  dimb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  share. 

Oray*e  Churchyard, 

Here  scattcr'd  ofl,  the  loveliest  of  the  year. 
By  hands  unseen  are  showers  of  violets  found  * 
The  redbreast  loves  to  build  and  warble  here, 
And  little  footsteps  lightly  print  the  ground 

Orsy'f  Charekyart 
18 


909 


GRAVE. 


Perhaps  in  thk  neglected  spot  is  laid 
Some  heart  once  pregfnant  with  celestial  fire; 
Hands  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  swayed. 
Or  waVd  to  ecstasy  the  living  lyre. 

Oray^B  Churehfard, 
Some  village  Hampden,  that  with  danntless  breast 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood  ; 
Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rest, 
Some  Cromwell  guiltless  of  his  country^s  blood. 
Th*  applanse  of  listening  senates  to  command. 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  despise, 
To  scatter  plenty  o*cr  a  smiling  land, 
And  read  their  history  in  a  nation's  eyes, 
Their  lot  forbade :  nor  circumscrib*d  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confined, 
Forbade  to  wade  through  slaughter  to  a  throne, 
And  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind. 

Gray's  Churchyard. 

Yet  e*en  tlieso  bones  from  insult  to  protect, 

Some  firail  memorial  still,  erected  nigh. 

With  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  sculpture 

deck*d,  . 

Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh. 
Their  name,  their  years,  spelt  by  th'  miletter'd 

muse, 
The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  supply ; 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  she  strews, 
To  teach  the  rustic  moralist  to  die. 
For  who,  to  dumb  forgctfulness  a  prey, 
This  pleasing  anxious  being  e'er  resign'd, 
Lefl  the  warm  precincts  of  the  cheerful  day. 
Nor  cast  one  longing,  lingering  look  behind 
On  some  fond  breast  the  parting  soul  relies, 
Some  pious  drops  the  closing  eye  requires ; 
E'en  f>om  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  cries, 
E'en  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

Gray's  Churchyard. 

The  grave,  dread  thing ! 
Men  shiver  when  thou  *rt  nam'd :  nature  appall'd 
Shakes  off  her  wonted  firmness. 

BUnt'i  Orate. 

When  sclflesteem,  or  others'  adulation, 

Would  cunningly  persuade  us  we  are  something 

Above  the  common  level  of  our  kind ; 

The    grave    gainsays   the   smooth-complexion'd 

flatt'ry, 
And  with  blunt  truth  acquaints  us  what  we  are. 

BlaWa  Grave. 

Pull  grave*  Qaou  spoil'st  the  dance  of  youthful 

blood, 
Strik'st  out  the  dimple  from  the  cheek  of  mirth, 
Anu  every  smirking  feature  from  the  face ; 
Branding  our  laughter  vrith  the  name  of  madness. 
Whe**  are  the  jesters  now  7  the  man  of  health 


Comt^ezionany  pleasant  f  where  the  droll. 
Whose  eveiy  look  and  gestoro  was  a  joke 
To  clapping  theatres  and  shooting  crowdsi, 
And  made  e'en  thick-lipp'd  musing  melancholy 
To  gather  up  her  face  into  a  smile 
Before  she  was  aware  7  ah !  sullen  now. 
And  dumb  as  the  green  turf  that  covers  them. 

Blair*B  Gram. 
Here  all  the  mighty  troublers  of  the  earth. 
Who  swam  to  sov'reign  rule  tlirough  seas  of  blood , 
The  oppressive,  sturdy,  man-destroying  villains. 
Who  ravag'd  kingdoms,  and  laid  empires  waste. 
And  in  a  cruel  wantonness  of  power 
Thinn'd  states  of  half  their  people,  and  gave  up 
To  want  the  rest ;  now,  like  a  storm  that 's  spent. 
Lie  hush'd,  and  meanly  sneak  behind  tliy  covert 
Vain  thought !  to  hide  them  from  the  general  scorn 
That  haunts  and  dogs  them  like  an  injur'd  ghost 
Implacable. 

BZmr's  Grmot. 
Prood  royalty !  how  alter'd  in  thy  looks  \ 
How  blank  thy  features,  and  how  wan  thy  hue ! 

Blair**  Grave 
Here  too  the  petty  tyrant. 
Whose  scant  domains  geographer  ne'er  notic'd, 
And,  well  for  ncighb'ring  grounds,  of  arm  as  short, 
Who  fix'd  his  iron  talons  on  tlie  poor. 
And  grip'd  tlicm  like  some  lordly  beast  of  prey; 
Deaf  to  the  forceful  cries  of  gnawing  hunger, 
And  piteous  plaintive  voice  of  misery, 
(As  if  a  slave  was  not  a  shred  of  nature  ' 
Of  the  same  common  substance  with  his  lord,) 
Now  tame  and  humble,  like  a  child  that 's  whipp'd. 
Shakes  hand  with  dust  and  calls  the  worm  his 

kinsman; 
Nor  pleads  his  rank  and  birthright  Under  ground 
Precedency 's  a  jest ;  vassal  and  lord. 
Grossly  familiar,  side  by  side  consume.    * 

Blau^B  Grave. 
Where  are  the  mighty  thunderbolts  of  war  7 
The  Roman  Caesars  and  the  Grecian  chiefs, 
The  boast  of  story  7    Where  the  hot-brain'd  youth. 
Who  the  tiara  at  his  pleasure  tore 
From  kings  of  all  the  then  discovcr'd  globe. 
And  cried,  forsooth,  because  his  arm  was  hamper'd. 
And  had  not  room  enough  to  do  its  work  7 
Alas  I  how  slim,  dishonourably  slim  ! 
And  cramm'd  into  a  place  we  blush  to  name. 

Blair'9  Grass. 
Here  the  great  masters  of  the  healing  art. 
These  mighty  mock-defrauders  of  the  tomb. 
Spite  of  their  juleps  and  catholicons, 
Resign  to  fate !     Proud  .£sculapius'  son, 
Where  are  thy  boasted  implements  of  art, 
And  all  thy  well-cramm'd  magazines  of  health  7 

Blair's  Gravt. 
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Here  tae  tongoe  warrior  lies!  diaaUed  now, 
Diium*d,  dishonoorM,  like  a  wretch  that  *8  gagg'd 
And  eaanot  tell  hie  ail  to  paaeers-by. 
Great  man  of  language;  whenoi)  this  mighty 

thange  7 
Tliis  dumb  despair,  and  drooping  of  the  head  7 
Tlioagh  strong  persaaaion  hong  upon  thy  tip. 
And  sly  insinuation's  softer  arts 
In  ambush  lay  about  thy  flowing  tongue ; 
Alas !  how  chop-&ll*n  now !  thick  muts  and  silence 
Rest,  like  a  weary  cloud,  upon  thy  breast 
Uneeaaing.    Ah !  where  is  the  lifted  arm. 
The  strength  of  action,  and  the  force  of  words, 
The  well-turnM  period,  and  the  wcll.tun'd  verse, 
With  all  the  lesser  ornaments  of  phrase  7 
Ah  I  fled  for  ever,  as  they  ne'er  had  been, 
Raz*d  from  the  book  of  flime ;  or,  more  provoking, 
Peihaps  some  hackney  hunger-bitten  scribbler 
Insoits  thy  memory,  and  blots  thy  tomb 
With  long  flat  narrative,  or  duller  rhymes. 
With  heavy.halting  pace  that  drawl  along ; 
Enough  to  rouse  a  dead  man  into  rage. 
And  warm  with  red  resentment  the  wan  cheeL 

BUdr'$  Grave, 

T is  here  all  meet! 
The  shivering  Icelander,  and  sun-burnt  Moor; 
Men  of  all  climes,  that  never  met  before ; 
And  of  all  creeds,  the  Jew,  the  Turk,  and  Christian. 
Here  the  prince,  and  favourite  yet  prouder, 
His  sov'reign's  keeper,  and  the  people's  scourge. 
Arc  huddled  out  of  sight    Hero  lie  abash'd 
The  great  negotiators  of  the  earth. 
And  celebrated  masters  of  the  balance, 
Deep  read  in  stratagems,  and  wiles  of  courts; 
Now  vain  their  treaty  skill !  Death  scorns  to  treat 

Blair's  Orave, 
Here  the  overloaded  slave  flings  down  his  burden 
From  his  gall'd  shoulders ;  and  when  the  cruel 

tyrant. 
With  all  his  guards  of  tools  and  power  about  him, 
Is  meditating  new,  unheard-of  hardships, 
Mocks  his  short  arm,  and,  quick  as  thought,  escapes 
Where  tyrants  vex  not,  and  the  weary  rest 

Blair'a  Grave, 
Here  the  warm  lover  leaving  the  cool  shade. 
The  telKale  echo,  and  the  babbling  stream. 
Time  odt  of  mind  the  favourite  seats  of  love, 
Fast  by  his  gentle  mistress  lays  him  down, 
Unblasted  by  foul  tongue.    Here  friends  and  foes 
lie  close  unmindful  of  their  former  feuds. 
The  lawn-rob'd  prelate,  and  plain  presbyter, 
Ercwhile  tliat  stood  aloof  as  shy  to  meet, 
Familiar  mingle  here,  like  sister  streams 
That  some  rude  interponng  roek  had  split 

JBlocr's  Grave, 


I^re  arc  the  prude  severe,  and  gay  coquette ; 
The  sober  widow,  and  the  young  green  virguu 
Cropp'd  like  a  rose  before  't  is  fully  blown. 
Or  half  its  worth  discloe'dv  Strange  medley  here ! 
Here  garrulous  old  a*-e  winds  up  his  talc ; 
And  jovial  youth,  of  lightsome,  vacant  heart. 
Whose  every  doy  was  made  of  melody. 
Hears  not  the  voice  of  mirth :  the  shrill-tongued 

shrew. 
Meek  as  the  turtle-dove,  forgets  her  chiding. 
Here  are  the  wise,  the  gen'rous,  and  the  brave;' 
The  just,  the  good,  the  worthless,  tlie  profane. 
The  downright  clown,  and  perfectly  well-bred ; 
The  fool,  the  churl,  the  scoundrel,  and  the  mean. 
The  supple  statesman,  and  the  patriot  stern ; 
The  wrecks  of  nations,  and  the  spoils  of  time, 
With  all  the  lamber  of  six  tliousand  years. 

Blair'e  Grav$, 
But  know  that  thou  must  render  up  the  dead. 
And  with  high  interest  too !  they  are  not  thine 
But  only  in  tliy  keeping  for  a  season. 
Till  the  grrcat  promised  day  of  restitution ; 
When  loud  difiusive  soimd  of  brazen  trump 
Of  strong-lung'd  cherub  shall  alarm  thy  captives. 
And  rouse  the  long,  long  sleepers  into  life. 
Daylight  and  liberty. 

Bktir*9  Grave 
Why  should  the  grave  be  terrible  7 
Why  should  it  be  a  word  of  fear. 
Jarring  upon  the  mortal  ear  7 
There  repose  and  silenoe  dwell : 
The  living  hear  the  funeral  knell. 
But  the  dead  no  funeral  knell  can  hear. 
Does  the  gay  flower  scorn  the  grave  7  the  aew 
Forget  to  kiss  its  turf  7  the  stream 
Refuse  to  bathe  it  7  or  the  beam 
Of  moonlight  shun  the  narrow  bed. 
Where  the  tired  pilgrim  rests  his  head  7 
No !  the  moon  is  there,  and  smiling  too ! 
And  the  sweetest  song  of  the  morning  bird 
Is  oft  in  that  ancient  yew-tree  heard ; 
And  there  may  you  see  the  hare-bell  blue 
Bending  his  light  form  gently — proudly, 
And  listen  to  the  fresh  winds,  loudly 
Flaying  around  your  sod,  as  gay 
As  if  it  were  a  holiday. 
And  children  freed  ft-om  durance  they. 


Oh !  let  not  tears  embalm  my  tomb. 
None  but  the  dews  by  twilight  given ! 
Oh !  let  not  mghs  disturb  the  gloom. 
None  but  the  whispering  winds  of  heaven. 

— Household  giils  that  memory  saves 
But  help  to  coxmt  the  household  graves. 


Bowriuf 
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There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 
A  rest  for  weary  pilg^rims  found, 
They  sofUy  lie  and  sweetly  sleep 

Low  in  the  ground. 

Jqxmm  Montgomry, 
Blest  are  they 
That  earth  to  earth  entrust ;  for  they  may  know 
And  tend  the  dwelling  whence  the  slumberer's  clay 
^Shall  rise  at  last,  and  bid  the  young  flowers  bloom, 
That  waft  a  breath  of  hope  around  the  tomb, 
And  kneel  upon  the  dewy  turf  and  pray  I 

Mrs,  Hemans. 
In  vain  I  seek  fVom  out  the  past 
Some  cherishM  wreck  to  save ; 
Affection,  feeling,  hope,  are  dead— 
My  heart  Is  its  own  grave. 

Jlfitt  Landon. 
Earth  has  hosts,  but  thou  canst  show         ^ 
Many  a  million  fbr  her  one ; 
Through  thy  gates,  the  mortal  flow 
Has  for  countless  years  rollM  on. 
Back  from  the  tomb 
No  step  has  come : 
There  fix*d  till  the  last  trumpets  sound. 
Shall  bid  thy  prisoners  be  unbound. 

G.  F.  Crdy, 
Our  lives  are  rivers,  gliding  free 
To  that  unfathomM,  boundless  sea. 

The  silent  grave  I 
Hiither  all  earthly  pomp  and  boast 
Roll,  to  be  swallow'd  up  and  lost 
In  one  dark  wave. 

LongfeUaw^B  Poena, 

I  gazed  upon  the  glorious  sky 

And  the  green  mountains  round ; 
And  thought  that  when  I  came  to  lie 

Within  the  silent  ground, 
'Twere  pleasant,  that  in  flowery  June, 
Where  brooks  sent  up  a  cheeiiiil  tune, 

And  groves  a  joyous  sound. 
The  sexton's  hand,  my  grave  to  make. 
The  rich  green  mountain  turf  should  break. 

BryanVa  Poem$. 

GREATNESS. 

Greatness  in  sway  of  state  gives  wings  t*  aspire! 
Advancement  feeds  ambition  with  desire. 

Mirror  for  Magi$tfate», 
0  place  and  greatness,  millions  of  false  eyes 
Are  stuck  upon  thee !  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  these  false  and  most  contrarious  guests 
Upon  thy  doings !  thousand  *scapcs  of  wit 
Make  taee  the  father  of  their  idle  dream. 
And  ra«k  thee  in  their  fancies. 

Shaki,  Mea,forMea, 


Opiate!  Ofocm! 

How  often  dost  thoa  with  thy  case,  thy  halHt, 
Wrench  awe  from  fiiols,  and  tie  the  wiser  Boab 
To  thy  ftJse  seeming. 

Shakt,  Metufar  Mea 

O  it  is  excellent 
To  have  a  giant's  strength :  but  it  is  tyrannous. 
To  use  it  like  a  giant. 

Shake,  Mea,  fir  Mea, 

The  soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting. 
Than  greatness  going  off. 

Shaki,  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 
O,  be  sick,  great  greatness. 
And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure  ! 
Think*st  thou  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 
With  titles  blown  from  adulation  7 
Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  7 
Canst  thou,  when  thou-  command'st  the  beggar's 

knee. 
Command  the  health  of  it  7 

Shake,  Henry  V, 

0  hard  condition !  and  twin  bom  ^th  greatness. 
Subjected  to  the  breath  of  ev'iy  fool. 

Whose   sense  no  more  can  feel  but  his  own 

wringing ! 
What  infinite  heart's  ease  must  kings  neglect, 
Tliat  private  men  enjoy !  and  what  have  kings 
Th&t  privates  have  not  too,  save  ceremony  7 

Shako,  Henry  V, 
Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
Like  a  colossus ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 

Shako,  JvUttO  Costtr. 
TJaiB  man 
Is  now  become  a  god ;  and  Cassius  is 
A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body. 
If  Cesar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 

Shako.  Jtdiuo  Ciooar, 
The  name  of  Cassius  honours  this  corruption. 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Shako,  JuUuo  Ceaar, 
Alas  I  why  would  you  heap  those  cares  on  me  7 

1  am  unfit  for  state  and  majesty : 

I  do  beseech  you,  take  it  not  amiss ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  yield  to  you. 

Shako.  Richard  IIL 
Heaven  knows  I  had  no  such  intent; 
But  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state. 
That  I  and  greatness  are  compellM  to  kiss. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.    Pari  II. 

A  falcon,  towering  in  her  pride  of  place. 
Was  by  a  mousiiiig  owl  hawk'd  at  and  kill'd. 

Shako.  Macbeth 
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GreafDOB  hftUi  iti  caiiken,  worms,  and  moths ; 
Bred  oat  of  too  much  humour  in  the  thingfs    ' 
Wbieb  after  they  coQBume ;  transferring  quite 
The  substance  of  their  makers  into  themselves. 

Jofison**  Sejanus* 
Greatness  is  like  a  cloud  in  1h'  airj  bounds, 
Which  some  base* vapours  have  congealM  above; 
It  brawls  with   Vulcan,  thund>ing  forth  hug^e 

sounds, 
Fet  melts  and  fiiUs  there  whence  it  first  did  move. 
EaricfSteriine. 
Since,  by  your  greatness,  ycu 
Are  nearer  heaven  in  place ;  be  nearer  it 
In  goodness :  rich  men  should  transcend  the  poor. 
As  eloads  the  earth ;  rais'd  by  the  comfort  of 
The  ran,  to  water  dry  and  barren  grounds. 

Toumeur, 
It  is  the  curse  of  greatness 
To  be  its  own  destruction, 

Nabba'B  Hanmbal  and  Scipio. 
I  was  bom  with  greatness ; 
Tve  iionours,  titles,  power,  here  within: 
All  ?ain  external  greatness  I  contemn. 
Am  I  the  higher  for  supporting  mountains  7 
The  taller  for  a  flatt^er^s  humble  bowing  7 
Have  I  more  room  for  being  throng'd  with  followers? 
The  larger  soul  for  having  all  my  thoughts 
Fdl'd  with  the  lumber  of  the  state  affairs  7 
Hcnoars  and  riches  arc  all  splendid  vanities, 
They  are  of  chiefbst  use  to  fools  and  knaves. 

Crvum'a  Ambitious  Statesman, 
Great  wits  and  valours,  like  great  estates. 
Do  sometimes  sink  with  their  ovm  weights. 

Butler's  Hudihras, 
He  above  the  rest 
In  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent 
Stood  like  a  tow'r ;  his  form  had  not  yet  lost 
All  her  original  brightness,  nor  appear'd 
Less  than  archangel  ruin*d. 

AftZton't  Paradiss  Lott. 

Forth 
In  order  came  the  grand  infbmal  peers : 
Midst  came  their  mighty  paramount,  and  seem*d 
Alone  th'  antagonist  of  hcav*n,  nor  less 
Than  hell*8  dread  emperor  with  pomp  supreme, 
And  godlike  imitated  state. 

JtfiZton'f  Paradise  Lost 
Ah  me,  they  little  know 
How  dearly  I  abide  the  boast  so  vain. 
Under  what  tortures  inwardly  I  groan, 
^Vhile  they  adore  me  on  the  throne  of  hell 
With  diadem  and  sceptre  high  advanc*d, 
The  lower  still  I  fall,  only  supreme 
In  misery ;  such  joy  ambition  finds. 

Mikon'^s  Paradise  Lost 


Mark  how  the  palaoe  lifts  a  lying  front, 
Concealing  oflcn  in  raagnific  jail. 
Proud  want ;  a  deep  unanimated  gloom. 

7%nason^s  Liberty, 
As  the  swoln  columns  of  ascending  smoke. 
So  solid  swells  thy  grandeur,  pigmy  man ! 

Young's  Busiris, 
High  stations  tumult,  but  not  bliss  create : 
None  think  the  great  unhappy  but  the  great        ' 
Young's  Love  of  Fame, 
Thrice  happy  they  who  sleep  in  humble  life. 
Beneath  the  stoim  ambition  blows.    'T  is  meet 
The  great  should  have  the  fame  of  happiness, 
The  consolation  of  a  little  envy; 
*T  is  all  their  pay  fbt  those  superior  cares. 
Those  pangs  of  heart,  their  vassals  ne'er  can  fkeh 
Young's  Brothers, 
What  is  station  high  7 
'Tis  a  proud  mendicant ;  it  boasts,  and  begs ; 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng, 
And  ofl  the  throng  denies  its  charity. 

Young's  Night  Thought; 
The  power  to  give  creates  us  all  our  foes : 
Wliere  many  seek  for  fkvour,  few  can  find  it  : 
Each  thinks  he  merits  all  that  he  can  ask ; 
And  disappointed,  wonders  at  repulse ; 
Wonders  awhile,  and  then  sits  down  in  hate. 

Frowde's  Philolas 
Birth  is  a  shadow.    Courage,  self^ustain'd, 
Out-lords  succession's  phlegm  — and  needs  no 

ancestors. 
I  am  above  descent,  and  prize  no  blood. 

HiWs  Mertpe 
Oh  I  greatness !  thou  art  but  a  flattering  /Iream, 
A  wat*ry  bubble,  lighter  than  the  air. 

Tracy's  Penander 
Authority ! 
Thy  worshiped  symbols  round  a  villain's  trunk 
Provoke  men's  mockery,  not  their  reverence. 

*  Jephson's  Braganxa. 

What  is  power? — 'Tis  not  the  state 
Of  proud  tyrants,  whom  men's  hate. 
To  worse  than  death. 
Can  level  with  a  breath  — 
Whose  term  the  meanest  hand  can  antedate  - 
The  peasant  with  a  heart  at  ease, 
Is  a  greater  man  than  these. 
What  b  grandeur  7  Not  the  sheen 
Of  silken  robes ;  no,  nor  the  mien 
And  haughty  eye 
Of  old  nobility— 

Hie  foolish  that  is  not,  but  has  been. 
The  noblest  trophies  of  mankind 
Are  the  conquests  of  the  mind. 

£ir  A  Hum 
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In  parts  Boperior  what  advantaiffe  lies  T 
Tell  (for  yon  can)  what  ia  it  to  be  wise  7 
T  is  but  to  know  how  little  can  be  known ; 
To  see  all  others*  faults,  and  feel  our  own ; 
CondemnM  in  business  or  in  arts  to  dnidge» 
Without  a  second,  or  without  a  jud^ : 
Truths  would  you  teach,  or  save  a  sinking  land  7 
All  fear,  none  aid  you,  and  few  understand. 
Painful  preeminence  !  yourself  to  view 
Above  life's  weakness,  and  its  comibris  too. 

Pope's  E99ay  tm  Man, 

Bring  then  these  blessings  to  a  strict  acoount, 
Ma^Lo  fiiir  deduction ;  see  to  what  they  *mount; 
How  much  of  other  each  is  sure  to  cost ; 
How  much  for  other  oft  is  wholly  lost ; 
How  inconsistent  greater  goods  with  these ; 
How  sometimes  life  is  riskM,  and  always  ease : 
Think,  and  if  still  the  things  thy  envy  call. 
Say  would'st  thou  be  the  man  to  whom  they  fell  7 
To  sigh  for  ribands,  if  thou  art  so  silly  7 
Mark  how  they  grace  lord  Umbra,  or  sir  Billy. 
Is  yellow  dirt  the  passion  of  thy  life  7 
Look  but  on  Gripus,  or  on  Gripus*  wife. 
If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  shin*d. 
The  wisest,  brightest,  meanest  of  mankind. 

Pope's  Enay  on  MatL 

Power !  *tts  the  fev'rite  attribute  of  gods, 
Who  look  with  smiles  on  men,  who  can  aspire  . 
To  copy  them. 

jlfffrfyn's  TimoUon, 

Ay — when  the  red  swoln  stream  comes  roaring 

down, 
Full  many  a  glorious  flower,  and  stately  tree. 
Floats  on  the  ruthless  tide,  whose  unfelt  sway 
Moves  nol  the  mire  that  stagnates  at  the  bottom. 
Matunn*9  Bertram, 

If  ma  mj  youth  upwards 
My  spirit  walk'd  not  with  the  souls  of  men. 
Nor  looked  upon  the  earth  with  Jiuman  eyes ; 
The  thirst  of  their  ambition  was  not  ii|jipe. 
The  aim  of  their  existence  was  not  mme ; 
My  joy%  my  griefs,  my  passions,  and  my  powers. 
Made  tue  a  stranger. 

Byron's  Manfred. 

Wlierc  may  the  wearied  eye  repose 

When  gazing  on  the  great, 
Where  neither  guilty  glory  glows, 

Nor  despicable  state  7 
Vos— one — the  first— the  last — ^the  best — 
Tlie  Cincinnatns  of  the  West, 

Whom  envy  dared  not  hate  — - 
Lequeath'd  tlie  name  of  WaahmgUm^ 
1*o  make  men  blush  tfaeie  was  but  one ! 

BymL 


He  who  ascends  to  mmmtun  tops,  shall  find 

Their  loftiest  peaks  mostwrapp'd  in  ckwdsaad 
snow; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind 

Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below, 
Though  far  above  the  sun  of  glory  glow, 

And  &r  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread, 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 

Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head. 

Bynm'o  CkUdi  HmM 
God  gave  him  reverence  of  laws. 
Yet  stirring  blood  in  fi^eedom's  cause-— 
A  spirit  to  the  rocks  akin. 
The  eye  of  the  hawk  and  the  fire  therein. 

CoUridgt, 

Lives  of  all  great  men  remind  us 

We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 
And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 

Footsteps  on  the  sands  of  time ; 
Footsteps,  that  perhaps  another. 

Sailing  o*er  life's  solemn  main, 
A  forlorn  and  shipwrcck'd  brother. 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 

LongfdUni^i  Poem 
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What  equal  torment  to  the  grief  of  mind. 
And  pining  anguish  hid  in  gentle  heart, 
That  inly  feeds  itself  with  thoughts  unkind. 
And  nourisbeth  her  own  consuming  smart? 
What  medicine  can  any  lecch*s  art 
Yield  such  a  sore,  that  doth  her  grievance  hide. 
And  will  to  none  her  maladie  impart  7 

Spenoer'o  Faky  Qiices 
That  cruel  vrord  her  tender  heart  so  thrill'd. 
That  sudden  cold  did  run  through  every  vein. 
And  stony  horror  all  her  senses  fill'd 
With  dying  fit,  that  down  she  fell  fer  pain. 

Spenoer'o  Fairy  Qwca. 
Which  when  she  heard,  as  in  despightful  wise 
She  vrilfully  her  sorrow  did  augment, 
And  ofier'd  hope  of  oomfert  did  despise: 
Her  golden  locks  most  cruelly  she  rent, 
And  Bcraitcht  her  fece  with  ghastly  dreriment; 
Nc  would  she  speak,  ne  see,  ne  yet  be  seen. 
But  hid  her  visage,  and  her  head  down  bent, 
Either  for  grievous  shame,  or  fer  great  leeoe, 
As  if  her  heart  with  sorrow  had  transfixed  been. 

Spenoer'o  Fairy  Queen, 
When  I  awoke,  and  feund  her  place  devoid 
And  nought  but  pressed  grass  where  she  had  lyeiii 
I  sorrowed  all  so  much  tm.  erst  I  j^^'d. 
And  washed  all  Jier  place  with  wai'ry  eysiii 

Speno€r*o  FiAry  Qaisff. 


6RIEF. 


Sll 


Urns  IB  my  summer  worn  away  and  wasted. 
Tins  is  my  harvest  hnsten'd  all  to  rathe ; 
Hm  ear  that  budded  Mr  is  bomt  and  blasted, 
And  all  my  hoped  gain  is  tam'd  to  scatlie. 
Of  tn  the  seed  that  in  my  youth  was  sown, 
Wu  none  but  brakes  and  brambles  to  be  mown. 
Spenter'a  Shepherd's  Calendar. 
Each  sabstance  of  a  ^icf  hath  twenty  fihadows, 
Which  show  like  grief  itselfj  bnt  are  not  so : 
For  sorrow's  eye  glased  with  blinding  tears. 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects. 

Shak$»  Richard  11, 
When  sorrows  come,  they  oome  not  single  spies, 
But  in  battalions. 

ShaU,  Hamlet, 

For  gnarllng  sorrow  hath  less  power  to  bite 
The  man  that  mocks,  at  it,  and  sets  it  light 

Shak$,  Richard  11. 

What  say  you  now  7  what  comfort  have  we  now  7 
By  heaven,  I  *1]  hate  him  everlastingly, 
Ihat  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 

Sltaki.  Richard  11. 
Of  comfort  no  man  speak : 
Let  *8  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  of  epitaphs ; 
Make  dost  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  sorrow  on  the  bosom  of  the  earth. 
Let*8  choose  executors,  and  talk  of  wills; 
And  yet  not  so —  for  what  can  we  boqueath, 
Sive  oor  deposed  bodies  in  the  ground. 

Slutks.  Richard  11. 

My  grief  lies  all  within. 
And  those  external  manners  of  laments 
Are  merely  shadows  to  the  unseen  griei^ 
That  swells  with  silence  to  the  tortorM  soul. 

Shak9.  Richard  11. 

0  that  this  too,  too  solid  flesh  would  melt. 

Thaw,  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew ! 

Or  that  the  everlasting  had  not  fixM 

His  canon 'gainst  self^laughter!  OGod!  OGod! 

How  weazy,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 

Seem  to  me  ail  the  uses  of  this  world ! 

Fie  on 't!  O  fie !  't  is  an  unweeded  garden. 

That  grows  to  seed:   things  rank  and  gross  in 

nature 
Possess  it  merely. 

Shak».  HamUL 

It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good : 

Bdt  break,  ray  heart ;  for  I  must  hold  my  tongue ; 

Shak9.  HamUL 
There  is  something  in  his  soul, 
O^er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood ; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch,  and  the  disclose. 
Will  be  some  danger. 

Shak9.  HamkL 


'Tie  sweet,  and  commendable  in  your  natore, 

Hamlet, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father ; 
But,  you  must  know  your  father  lost  a  father; 
TbAt  father  kwt,  lost  his;  and  the  survivor  bound 
In  filial  obligation,  for  some  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow :  But  to  persevere' 
In  obstinite  condolement  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness ;  't  is  unmanly  griefl 

Shak9.  HamUL 
He  rais'd  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound. 
As  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk. 
And  end  hi.  bein^.  ^^^  „^^^^ 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion. 
That  I  have,  he  would  drown  the  stage  with  tear^ 
And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech ; 
Make  mad  the  guilty  and  appal  the  free. 
Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed 
Tlie  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears. 

ShakB.  HamleL 
Why,  let  the  stricken  deer  go  weep. 
The  heart  ungallcd  play : 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep; 
Thn.  runs  the  world  away.  Shakt.  HamUt. 

One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel. 
So  fa.t  they  follow.  SidU.  Homfcfc 

There's  matter  in  these  sighs;  these^rofound 

heaves 
Yon  must  translate :  'tis  fit  we  understand  them* 

Shakt.  HamUL 
What  is  he,  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis  7  Whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures  the  wand'ring  stars,  and  makes  them 

stand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers.        oi_jl    wt  .-j.* 

Sorrow  breaks  seasons,  and  reposing  hours. 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noontide  night 
•  Shaka.  Richard  111. 

Skme  grief  shows  much  of  love ; 
But  much  of  grief  shows  still  some  want  of  wit 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 
Thou  canst  not  speak  of  what  thou  dost  not  foel« 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered, 
Doating  like  me,  and  like  me  banished. 
Then  mightst  thou  speak,  then  mightst  thou  tear 

thy  hair. 
And  fall  upon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now. 
Taking  the  measure  of  an  unmade  grave. 

Shaka.  Romeo  amd  JulMk 
Afiiictioa  is  enomoor'd  ofthyparts, 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calaito^^ 

Shako.  Romeo^  ^^^^ 
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O  break,  my  heart !  poor  bankrupt,  break  at  onco ! 
To  priaon,  eyes !  ne'er  look  on  liberty ! 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  resign ;  end  motion  here ; 
Ani  thoa,  and  Romeo,  press  one  heavy  bier. 

8kak9.  Romeo  and  Juliet, 
Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  seen. 
With  tears  augmenting  the  fresh  morning's  dew, 
Adding  to  clouds  more  clouds  with  his  deep  sighs. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  Juliet. 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  post  and  gone, 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 

Shake.  Othelh. 

Hie  robb'd  that  smiles,  steals  something  from  the 

thief; 
He  robs  himself  that  spends  a  bootless  grief; 

Shake.  Othdlo. 

Nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  on  me ;  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o*erbcaring  nature. 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows. 
And  it  is  still  itself. 

Shake.  OiheUo. 

0  insupportable !  O  heavy  hour ! 
Methinks,  it  should  bo  now  a  huge  eclipse 

Of  sun  and  moon ;  and  that  the  af&ighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

Shake.  Othello. 

Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  absent  child ; 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me ; 
Puts  on- his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words. 
Remembers  me  of  ail  his  gracious  parts, 
Stu&  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form ; 
Then,  have  I  reason  to  be  fond  of  grief. 

Shake.  King  John. 

1  am  sick  of  this  false  world ;  and  will  love  naught 
But  even  tho  mere  necessities  upon  it 

Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave ; 
Lie  where  tlie  light  foam  of  the  sea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-stone  daily.  ^ 

Shake.  Timon. 

In  sooth  I  know  not  why  I  am  so  sad; 
It  wearies  me ;  you  say,  it  wearies  you : 
But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it. 
What  stuff  *t  is  made  of,  whereof  it  is  bom, 
I  am  to  learn. 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Venice, 

Such  a  want-i^dt  sadness  makes  of  me, 
fhat  I  have  much  ado  to  know  mysel£ 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

7  am  the  most  onhappy  woman  living, 
>^ipwreck*d  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity, 
Nn  friends,  no  hope ;  no  kindred  weep  for  me, 
Aimost  no  grave  allowM  me. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 


Spirits  of  peacot  where  are  ye?  are  ye  all  geneT 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedness  behind  ye  7 
Shake.  Henry  VUl. 
The  thorny  pomt 
Of  bare  diatress  hath  ta'en  from  mb  the  riiow 

Of  smooth  civility. 

Shake.  AeyouViitiL 

A  heavier  task  could  not  have  been  impos'd 
Than  I  to  speak  my  griefi  unspeakable. 

Shake.  Comedy  cf  Errm. 
Oh !  grief  hath  changM  me,  since  you  saw  me  last; 
And  careful  hours,  vrith  time's  deformed  hand, 
Have  written  strange  defeatures  in  my  face. 

Shake.  Comedy  if  Erron, 
What,  man !  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows; 
Give  sorrow  words :  the  grief,  that  does  not  speak, 
Whispers  the  o'er-flaught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 
Shake.  Comedy  ofErrat, 
Why  do  you  keep  alone. 
Of  sorriest  fkncies  your  companions  making; 
Using  those  thoughts,  which  should  indeed  ha?« 

died 
With  them  they  think  on  7    Things  withoat  all 

remedy 
Should  be  without  regard:  What's  done,  is  done. 

^Shake.  Maeheik, 

Being  that 
I  flow  in  grief,  the  smallest  twine  might  lead  me. 

Shake.  Maebctk 

O,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 
And  oraggart  with  my  tongue ! 

Shake.  MacbcA. 

Afo^o^fli.— Dispute  it  like  a  man. 

Maednf. — I  shall  do  so. 

But  I  must  also  feel  it  like  a  man : 

I  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were. 

That  were  most  precious  to  me. 

Shake.  MacbeA 

Canst  thou  not  administer  to  a  mind  diseased. 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow ; 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  tlie  brain; 
And,  ¥dth  some  sweet  oblivious  antidote, 
Cleanse  tho  stuff  *d  bosom  of  that  perilous  stuff, 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart. 

Shake.  MacliA 

Come  what  come  may ; 
Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day. 

Shake.  Macbeth. 

No,  I  '11  not  weep  :— 
I  have  full  cause  of  weeping :  but  this  heart 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  flaws. 
Or  ere  I'll  weep:^0  fool,  I  shall  go  mad! 

Shake.  Lear. 


CjRIEF. 


91S 


f  ott  Me  me  hero,  jon  gods,  a  poor  M  man, 
As  ibB  of  g;rief  as  age ;  wretched  in  both. 

Shaks.Lear. 
She  shook 
Thft  holy  wate-  from  her  heavenlj  eyes, 
And  then  retired,  to  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Shaks,  Lear, 
I  am  a  man^ 
More  BimiM  against  than  sinning. 

Shaks,  Lear, 
fiat  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev*d, 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect, 
Hian  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war, 
For^ts  the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

ShakM,  JuiiuB  CeBtar. 

Come,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius,  come, 
Bevenge  yourselves  alone  on  Cassius, 
For  Cussios  is  a-weaiy  of  the  world : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves :  brav'd  by  his  brother ; 
Check*d  like  a  bondman;  ail  his  firalts  observ'd, 
Set  in  a  note-book,  leam'd,  and  connM  by  rots. 
To  cast  into  mj  teeth.    O,  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  noine  eyes. 

Shakt,  JuUuB  Ceuar, 
A  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tongue ; 
Excuse  me  soi,  coming  so  short  of  thanks. 

Shaks,  Lovers  Labour, 

I  found  her  straying  in  the  park, 
Seddng  to  hide  herself;  as  doth  the  deer, 
Ibat  hath  received  some  unrecuning  wound. 

Shaks,  TUus  Andronicus, 
These  tidings  nip  me :  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  frost,  or  grass  beat  down  with 

sUnrms.  Shaks,  Titus  Andronicus, 

Like  a  cloistress,  she  wiU  veiled  vralk. 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chamber  round 
With  eye-offending  brine. 

Shaks,  Twelfth  Night 
All  things,  that  we  ordained  festival, 
Tom  from  their  office  to  black  fbneral : 
Oar  instruments,  to  melancholy  bells. 
Oar  wedding  cheer  to  a  sad  burial  feast; 
Our  solemn  hynms  to  sullen  dirges  change ; 
Oar  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  bury'd  corse. 
And  an  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Shaks,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

O  give  me  thy  hand, 
C^e  writ  with  me  in  sour  misfortune^s  book ! 

Shaks,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 
There  *s  nothing  in  this  world,  can  make  me  joy : 
Lift  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 
Veang  the  dull  car  of  a  drowsy  man. 

Shaks,  King  John, 


Once  a  day  1*11  visit 
The  chapel  where  they  lie :  and  tears,  shed  there. 
Shall  be  my  recreation :  so  long  as  nature 
Will  bear  up  this  existence,  so  long 
I  daily  vow  to  use  it 

Shaks,  Winta^s  TaU 

Yea,  this  man*s  brow,  like  to  a  title  leaf| 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragic  volume : 
So  looks  the  strand,  whereon  the  imperious  flood 
Hath  left  a  witnessM  usurpation. 

Shaks,  Henry  VL    Part  IL 
And  but  he  *8  something  stain'd 
With  grief^  that  *s  beauty's  canker,  thou  might*st 

can  him 
A  goodly  person. 

Shaki,  Ten^pesL 

Like  the  lily. 
That  once  was  mistress  of  tlie  field,  that  flourish'd, 
I  *11  hang  my  head,  and  perish. 

Shaks.  Henry  VIIL 
Let  us  not  burthen  our  remembrances 
With  a  heaviness  that*s  gone. 

Shaks,  Tempest* 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet?  hath  sorrow  struck 
So  many  blovra  upon  this  face  of  mine, 
And  made  no  deeper  wounds?  O  flatt'ring  glass, 
Like  to  my  followers  in  prosperity. 
Thou  doet  beguile  me  \ 

Shaks,  Richard  IL 

I  am  the  centre  of  all  miseries : 
What  wander  from  me,  leave  tlicir  proper  places. 

CrownU  Darius, 

He  that 
Foretefls  his  own  calamity  and  makes 
Events  before  they  come,  twice  over  doth 
Endure  the  pains  of  evil  destiny. 

DavenanCs  Distresses, 

I  am  dumb  as  solemn  sorrow  ought  to  be ; 
Could  my  griefr  speak,  the  tale  would  have  no  end. 
^  Otway's  Coins  Marius, 

Retiring  from  the  popular  noise,  I  seek 
This  unfrequented  place  to  find  some  ease. 
Ease  to  the  body  some,  none  to  the  mind 
From  restless  thoughts,  that  like  a  deadly  swarm 
Of  hornets  arm*d,  no  sooner  found  alone. 
But  rush  upon  me  thronging,  and  present 
Time  past,  when  once  I  was,  and  what  am  now. 
MUtori's  Samson  Agonistes. 
Be  not  over  exquisite 
To  cast  the  pasaon  of  uncertain  evils : 
For  grant  they  be  so,  while  they  rest  unknown^ 
What  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  gnef. 
And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid  ? 

MStons  Conms 
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O  might  I  here 
In  8(ditade  live  savage,  in  ume  glade 
ObBCQr*d,  where  highest  woods,  impenetrable 
To  star  or  son-light,  spread  their  umbrage  broad 
And  brown  as  eTening :  cover  me,  ye  pines, 
Ye  cedars,  with  innomerable  bonghs 
Hide  me,  where  I  may  never  see  them  more. 

JtftZton'i  Pand$$$  ImL 
On  the  gnnmd 
Outstretch'd  he  lay,  on  the  cold  gromid,  and  ofl 
Cors*d  his  creation,  death  as  oft  accus*d 
Q£  tardy  execution. 

MiUoaU  Partt^e  LmL 

O  woods,  O  fountains,  hillocks,  dales,  and  bowers, 
With  other  echo  late  I  taught  your  shades 
To  answer,  and  resound  &r  other  song. 

MHUm'B  Parndiw  Lo$L 
My  soul  lies  hid  in  shades  of  grie^ 
Whence,  like  the  bird  of  night,  with  half-shnt  eyes 
She  peeps,  and  sickens  at  the  sight  of  day. 

Dryden^M  Rival  La^M* 

My  heart  is  witherM  at  that  piteous  sight, 
As  early  blossoms  are  with  eastern  blasts. 

DrydeiC§  Sparnih  Friar. 
My  heart  sinks  in  me. 
And  every  slackened  fibre  drops  its  hold. 
Like  nature  letting  down  the  springs  of  lift. 

Drydm'B  SpamA  Friar, 
Oh !  nothing  now  can  please  me : 
]>arknese  and  solitude,  and  sighs,  and  tears. 
And  all  the  inseparable  train  of  grie( 
Attend  my  steps  for  ever. 

Ihyden*§  Aay^kUryen, 
Ye  cruel  powers ! 
IVke  me  as  you  have  made  me  miserable : 
You  cannot  make  me  guilty !  *t  was  my  fiite ; 
And  you  made  that,  not  I. 

DrydeiCt  Dm  SdHuUan, 

Mine  is  a  grief  of  ftiry,  not  despair ! 
And  if  a  manly  drop  or  two  fall  down, 
It  scalds  along  my  cheeks,  like  the  green  wood. 
That  sputtering  in  the  flames,  works  ootv/ard  into 
tears.  Dryden^g  Cteomenes, 

He  withers  at  his  heart,  and  looks  as  wan 
As  the  pale  spectre  of  a  murdered  man. 

DryderCB  Palamon  and  ArciU, 
Alas !  I  have  not  words  to  tell  my  grief; 
To  vent  my  sorrow  would  be  some  relief; 
I  light  sufferings  give  us  leisure  to  complain; 
We  groan,  but  cannot  speak,  in  greater  pain. 

Dryden's  Palamon  and  ArciU, 
There  is  a  kind  of  mournful  eloquence 
In  thy  dumb  grie^  which  shames  all  clam^roos 
Lu^9  TheodonuB, 


By  day  she  seeks  some  melanchdy  shade, 
To  hide  her  sorrow  flrom  the  prying  worlds 
At  night  she  watches  all  the  long,  long  hoars. 
And  listens  to  the  winds  and  beating  rain. 
With  sighs  as  loud,  sad  tears  that  fall  as  last. 

Rowers  Fair  PadUnL 
O,  take  me  in,  a  fellow-mourner  with  thee ; 
I  *]1  number  groan  for  groan,  and  tear  for  tear. 
And  when  the  fountains  of  thy  eyes  are  dry, 
Mine  shall  supply  the  stream,  and  weep  for  both ! 

Rowi^M  Fair  PtmUnL 
The  storm  of  grief  bears  hard  upon  his  youth. 
And  bends  him,  like  a  drooping  flower,  to  earth. 

Rotff^s  Fair  PemievL 

Her  streaming  eyes  bent  ever  on  the  earth. 
Except  when  in  some  bitter  pang  of  sorrow. 
To  heav*n  she  seem*d  in  fervent  zeal  to  raise. 
And  beg  that  mercy  man  denyM  her  here. 

jRotos*«  Jame  Short. 

She  never  sees  the  sun,  but  thro*  her  tears ; 
And  wakes  to  sigh  the  liveJong  nights  away. 

IZowe's  Jane  Share. 

Give  me  your  drops,  ye  soft  descending  rains. 
Give  me  your  streams,  ye  never-ceasing  springs, 
That  my  sad  eyes  may  still  supply  my  duty, 
And  feed  an  everlasting  flood  of  sorrow. 

Rowe'9  Jane  Shore. 

That  eating  canker,  gfrief,  with  wasteful  spite. 
Preys  on  the  rosy  bloom  of  youth  and  beaut  j. 

Rowe*§  AmbHimis  SUpmaiher. 
Some  secret  venom  preys  upon  his  heart; 
A  stubborn  and  unconquerable  flame 
Creeps  in  his  veins,  and  drinks  the  streams  of  life. 

Rowe'9  Lady  Jane  Grey. 
Hie  time  for  tender  thoughts  and  soft  endearments 
Is  fled  away  and  gone ;  joy  has  forsaken  us ; 
Our  hearts  have  now  another  part  to  play. 

Rawe^e  Lady  Jane  Grey 

O  peaceful  solitude ! 
Here  all  things  smile,  and  in  sweet  concert  join: 
All  but  my  thoughts,  that  still  are  out  of  time, 
And  Iveak,  like  janing  strings,  the  harmony. 

TaU'9  Loyal  General 

We  *11  fly  to  some  far  distant  lonely  village. 
Forget  our  former  state,  and  breed  with  slaves, 
Sweat  in  the  eye  of  day,  and  when  night  comes 
With  bodies  coarsely  filled,  and  vacant  souls. 
Sleep  like  labourM  hinds,  and  never  think ; 
For  if  I  think  again,  I  shall  go  mad. 

SeweWe  Sir  W.  RdUigk. 
Words  will  have  way :  or  grief,  suppress'd  in  vain. 
Would  burst  its  passage  with  th*  out^rushing  soul 

HiW9  Alzim. 
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Awhile  she  stood 
rmttioRn'd  by  grief  to  msrble ;  and  appearM 
Ber  own  pale  moniiment;  but  when  she  breathM 
Ihs  weret  anguish  of  her  wounded  aool, 
So  mofing  were  the  plaints,  they  would  have 

sooth'd 
The  stooping  falcon  to  suspend  his  flight, 
And  spsfe  his  monilng  jHrey. 

Fenton'B  Mariamne, 

A  aool  exasperated  in  ills,  fUls  out 
With  eierj  thing — its  fiiend  —  itselH 

Additon's  Cata. 

Alas !  the  muses  now  no  more  inspire, 
Untan*d  my  lute,  and  silent  is  my  lyre ; 
Mj  iangoid  numbers  have  ibrgoi  to  flow, 
And  fancy  sinks  beneath  a  weight  of  woe. 

Pope's  Sappho, 
Oh !  mortals,  short  of  sight,  who  think  the  past 
O'erUown  misfortune  still  shall  prove  the  last : 
Alas !  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train. 
And  oft  in  life  form  one  perpetual  chain ; 
Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend, 
TiU  life  and  soirow  meet  one  common  end. 

Ymmg^e  Force  of  ReUgUm, 
What  a  damp  hangs  on  me ! 
These  sprightly  tunefhl  airs  but  skim  along 
The  surface  of  my  soul,  not  enter  there : 
She  does  not  dance  to  this  enchanting  sound. 
How,  like  a  broken  instrument  beneath 
The  skilful  touch,  my  joyless  heart  lies  dead ! 
Nor  answers  to  the  master's  hand  divine ! 

Young' 9  Brothers. 

How  vain  all  outward  efK>rt  to  supply 

The  soul  with  joy !    Hie  noontide  sun  is  dark. 

And  music  discord,  when  the  heart  is  low.  > 

Young's  Brothers. 
Seme  weep  in  perfect  justice  to  the  dead. 
As  conscious  all  their  love  is  in  arrear. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
Some  weep  to  share  the  fame  of  the  deoeas'd. 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  so  dear. 
They  dwell  on  praises,  which  they  think  they  share ; 
And  thus,  without  a  blush,  commend  themselves. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
Who  fkils  to  grieve,  when  just  occasioh  calls, 
Or  grieves  too  much,  deserves  not  to  be  blest; 
Inhuman,  or  eflfeminate,  his  heart. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
But  who  can  paint  the  lover  as  he  stood, 
nere*d  by  severe  amazement, ^hating  life, 
6|ieechleas,  and  fiz*d  in  all  the  death  of  woe ! 
Be,  faint  resemblance,  on  the  marble  tomb, 
Tke  wdQ-dissembled  mourner  stooping  stands. 
For  efer  aihmt,  and  fat  ever  sad. 

Thomson^ s  Ssasona, 


8wo€t  source  of  virtue, 
O  sacred  sorrow !  he  who  knows  not  thee, 
knows  not  the  best  emotions  of  the  heart. 
Those  tender  tears  that  harmonize  the  sObl, 
The  sigh  that  charms,  the  pang  that  gives  delight 
7%omsofi*s  Agomemnan. 
So  many  great 
Illustrious  spirits  have  convers'd  with  woe. 
Have  in  her  school  been  taught,  as  are  enough 
To  consecrate  distress,  and  make  ambition 
Ev*n  wish  the  frown  beyond  the  smile  of  fortune. 
Thomson^s  Sophomsha, 
There  oft  is  found  an  avarice  in  grief; 
And  the  wan  eye  of  sorrow  loves  to  gaze 
Upon  its  secret  hoard  of  treasur'd  woes 
In  pining  solitude. 

Mason's  Elfrida, 

Thou  look'st  a  very  statue  of  surprise. 
As  if  a  lightning  blast  had  dried  thee  up, 
And  had  not  left  thee  moisture  for  a  tekr. 

Martyn*s  Timoleon, 
'T  b  impotent  to  grieve  for  what  is  past. 
And  unavailing  to  exclaim. 

Havard's  Seanderheg. 

Whole  years  of  foy  glide  unperceivM  away. 
While  sorrow  counts  the  minutes  as  they  pass. 

Havard^s  Scanderbtg 
Half  oi  the  ills  we  hoard  within  our  hearts. 
Are  ills  because  wo  hoard  them.    * 

Proetor'i  MirandoUt 

Still  o*er  these  scenes  my  memory  wakes 
And  fondly  broods  with  miser-care ; 
Time  but  th*  impression  deeper  makes. 
As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear ! 


OppressM  witli  grief,  oppress*d  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 
I  sit  me  down  and  sigh : 

0  life !  thou  art  a  galling  load. 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 
To  wretches  such  as  L 

Bwns 

He  died  that  death  which  best  becomes  a  man. 
Who  is  with  keenest  sense  of  conscious  ill 
And  deep  remorse  assail'd,  a  wounded  spirit 
A  death  that  kills  the  noble  and  the  brave. 
And  only  them.    He  had  no  other  wound. 

Joanna  BaiUie's  De  Momford 
Heaven  ofl  in  mercy  smites  e*en  when  the  blow 
Severest  is. 

Jamna  BaWie'o  Orr» 

1  *I1  do  whato*er  thou  wilt,  I  will  be  silent : 
But  O !  a  reined  tongue,  and  bursting  heart, 
Are  hard  at  onfle  to  bear. 

Joama  BMBk^s  Bamt 
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I  felt  a  sudden  tig^htoeia  gracp  my  throat 
Ab  it  would  fltrangle  me ;  such  as  I  ielt, 
I  knew  it  well,  some  twenty  yean  ago. 
When  my  good  fkther  shed  his  blessing  on  me : 
I  hate  to  weep,  and  so  I  came  away. 

Joofma  BmOUe'e  BmH 

He  did  naught  but  sigh, 
If  I  might  judge  by  the  high-heaving  Testura 
Folded  so  deep  on  his  majestic  breast ; — 

Of  sound  I  heard  not 

McttUTtn  $  BtrifWiu 

No  future  hour  can  rend  my  heart  like  this, 
SaTe  that  which  breaks  it 

Maturin*$  Bertram* 

A  malady 
Preys  on  my  heart,  that  medicine  cannot  reach, 
Inidsible  and  cureless. 

Maturin*9  Bertram, 

They  said  her  cheek  of  youth  was  beautiful. 
Till  withering  sorrow  blanch*d  the  white  rose 
there.  Maturm, 

And  all  clung  round  him  weeping  bitterly ; 
Weeping  the  more  because  they  wept  in  yain. 

JRojgcrt**  JtaUf. 

The  grief  that  on  my  quiet  prey% 

That  rends  my  heart,  that  checks  my  tongue, 

1  fear  will  last  me  all  my  days, 

But  feel  it  will  not  last  me  long. 

Sir  John  Moore. 

The  heavy  sigh, 
Tne  tear  in  the  half^pening  eye, 
The  pallid  cheek  and  brow,  confessed 
That  grief  was  busy  in  his  breast 

SeoWe  Rokehy, 

I  alone  am  left  on  earth ! 
To  whom  nor  relative  nor  blood  remains, 
No !  not  a  kindred  drop  that  runs  in  human  veins. 
CampbeWe  Gertrude  of  Wyoming, 
As  a  beam  o*er  the  face  of  the  waters  may  glow, 
While  the  tide  runs  in  darkness  and  coldness  below, 
So  the  cheek  may  be  ting*d  with  a  warm  sunny 

smile. 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  runs  darkly  the 

while. 
One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  that  throws 
Its  black  shade  alike  o*er  our  joys  and  our  woes. 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can 

bring, 
For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting ! 

Moore. 
For,  ah !  my  heart,  how  very  soon 
The  glitt'ring  dreams  of  youth  are  past  I 
And  long  befere  it  reach  its  noon, 
The  sun  of  life  is  overcast 

Moore. 


The  world  had  jnst  begun  to  steal 
Each  hope,  that  led  me  lightlf  on, 
I  felt  not  as  I  os'd  to  feel. 
And  life  grew  dark  and  lore  was  gono! 
No  eye  to  mingle  sonow's  tear, 
No  lip  to  mingle  pleasure's  breath, 
No  tongue  to  call  me  kind  and  dear — 
T  was  gloomy,  and  I  wishM  fiir  death ! 


Metn. 


"iliBiniisdead!'* 
Oh  grief,  beyond  all  other  griefs,  when  fete 
First  leaves  the  young  heart  lone  and  deaolots 
In  the  wide  world,  without  tiiac  only  tie 
For  which  it  lov*d  to  live  or  fearM  to  die^- 
Lorn  as  the  hung-up  lute,  that  ne'er  hath  spokn 
Since  the  sad  day  its  master-chord  was  broken! 

Jtfbore's  LaUa  Rookk 
Oh  \  ever  thus  from  childhood's  hour, 
I*ve  seen  my  fendest  hopes  decay; 
I  never  lov'd  a  tree  or  flower. 
But  *twas  the  first  to  fede  away. 
I  never  nurs'd  a  dear  gazelle. 
To  glad  me  with  its  soft  black  eye. 
But  when  it  came  to  know  me  well, 
And  love  me,  it  was  sure  to  die. 

Moor^e  LaOa  RoM, 
That  minute  from  my  soul  the  light 
Of  heaven  and  love  both  passM  away; 
And  I  fergot  my  home,  my  birth, 
Profan'd  my  spirit,  sunk  my  brow, 
And  revcIIM  in  gross  joys  of  earth, 
Till  I  became — what  I  am  now. 

Moore^e  Lovee  of  the  Angeli» 

But  never  a  tear  his  cheek  descended. 
And  never  smile  his  brow  unbended : 
And  o'er  that  fair  broad  brow  were  wrought 
The  intersected  lines  of  thought ; 
Those  furrows  which  the  burning  share 
Of  sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there ; 
Scars  of  the  lacerating  mind 
Which  the  soul's  war  doth  leave  behind. 

Byron^e  Paramn. 
Through  many  a  clime  't  is  mine  to  go, 
With  many  a  retrospection  curst. 
And  all  my  solace  is  to  know, 
Whate'er  betides,  I've  known  the  worst 
What  is  that  worst?  nay,  do  not  ask. 
In  pity  fVom  the  search  ferbear : 
Smile  on — nor  venture  to  unmask 
Man's  heart,  and  view  the  hell  that 's  there. 

Not  ofl  to  smiie  desoendeth  ho. 
And  when  he  doth  't  is  sad  to  see 
That  he  but  mocks  at  misety. 

Byrou^o  Giaour. 
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Wliat  IB  the  wont  of  woes  that  wut  on  age? 
What  stamps  the  wrinUe  deeper  on  the  farow  t 
To  Tiew  each  lovM  one  blotted  from  lift's  page, 
And  be  alone  en  earth,  as  I  am  now. 

Byrnes  CAtZdt  HaroUL 

And  she  was  lost — and  yet  I  breathM, 
Bat  not  the  breath  of  human  life ; 
A  serpent  round  my  heart  was  wreathed. 
And  stong  my  eyery  thought  to  strife. 

Byron^B  Oiaour. 

Alxhe  all  time,  abhorred  all  place, 
Shuddering  I  ^rmik  Srom  nature's  face, 
Where  every  hne  that  charmed  before 
The  blackness  of  my  bosom  bore. 

ByroiCB  Giaour, 

Alas !  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds, 
flath  nought  to  dread  from  outward  blow : 
Who  falls  from  all  he  knows  of  bliss, 
Csies  little  into  what  abyss. 

Byron^t  Oiaour, 


My  slnmbers — if  I  slumber  —  are  not 
But  a  continuance  of  enduring  thought, 
Which  tiien  I  can  resist  not :  in  my  heart 
There  is  a  vigil,  and  these  eyes  but  close 
To  look  within;  and  yet  I  live,  and  bear 
The  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 
But  grief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the  wise ; 
Sorrow  is  knowledge :  they  who  know  the  most 
Must  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  truth. 
The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  that  of  life. 

Byron's  Manfred, 

Look  on  me  I  there  is  an  order 
Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
C^d  in  their  youth,  and  die  ere  middle  age, 
Withcmt  the  violence  of  warlike  death ; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasure^ some  of  study  — 
Some  worn  with  toil — some  of  mere  weariness — 
Some  of  disease — and  some,  insanity^ 
And  some  o^  wither'd  or  of  broken  hearts ; 
For  this  last  is  a  malady  which  slays 
More  than  are  numbered  in  the  lists  of  fate. 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  names. 

Byron*e  Manfred, 

Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 
Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill; 
TlKMigh  pleasure  fires  the  madd'ning  soul : 
The  heart — the  heart  is  lonely  stilL 

Despond  not :  wherefore  wilt  thou  wander  thnti 
To  add  thy  silence  to  the  sileilt  night. 
And  lift  thy  tearful  eye  nnto  the  staxs7 
Tbey  cannot  aid  thee. 

Bynm's  Heanen  and  Eartk 


He  asked  no  question —all  were  answered  now 
By  the  first  glance  on  that  still-marble  brow. 
It  was  enough — she  died — ^what  recked  it  how  ? 
The  love  of  youth,  the  hope  of  better  years, 
Tbe  only  living  thing  he  could  not  hate, 
Was  reft  at  once — and  he  deserved  his  fate. 
But  did  not  feel  it  less ;  —  the  good  explore. 
For  peace,  those  realms  where  guilt  can  never 

soar: 
The  proud— the  wayward — ^who  have  fixed  below 
Their  joy — and  find  this  earth  enough  for  woe, 
Lose  in  that  one  their  aU — ^perchance  a  mite— 
But  who  in  patience  parts  with  all  delight  7 
Full  many  a  stoic  eye  and  aspect  stem 
Mask  hearts  where  grief  hath  little  left  to  learn ; 
And  many  a  withering  thought  lies  hid,  not  lost, 
In  smiles  that  least  befit  who  wear  them  most 

Byron's  Corsair. 
Sorrow  preys  upon 
Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more  divests  it 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  world 
Than  calling  it  at  moments  back  to  this. 
The  busy  have  no  time  for  tears. 

Byroads  Two  FosearL 

Upon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  of  grie^ 
The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strifb. 
And  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  eye. 
As  if  its  lid  were  charged  with  unshed  tears. 

ByroiCs  Dream. 
Of  many  an  Ul  untold,  unsung. 
That  will  not — may  not  find  a  tongue, 
But  kept  conceal'd  without  control, 
Spread  the  fell  cankers  of  the  soul. 

Byroa  to  his  Davghter. 

She  stood  a  moment  as  a  Pythoness 

Stands  upon  her  tripod,  agonized,  and  fbll 

Of  inspiration  gathered  firom  distress. 

When  all  the  heartstrings,  like  wild  horses,  puQ 

The  heart  asunder. 

Bynm, 

Silent  and  pensive,  idle,  restless,  slow. 
His  home  deserted  fbr  the  lonely  vrood. 
Tormented  with  a  wound  he  could  not  know, 
His,  Uke  all  deep  grief^  plunged  in  solitude. 

Byroh 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  clay  mixture  undergoes. 
Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
'TIS  the  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  that  wears 
The  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 

Byron 
i-^^Her  hifant  babe 
Had  tnm  its  mother  caught  the  trick  of  grieC 
And  sighed  among  its  playthings. 

WordsworiM 

id 
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We  look  before  and  after, 

And  pine  for  what  is  not; 
Our  sincereet  laugfhter 

With  lome  pain  is  franrht. 

Skdley, 

Thy  grief  nnmane  me,  and  I  fiiin  would  meet 
That  which  approaches,  as  a  braTe  man  yields 
With  proud  submission  to  a  mightier  foe. 

ifrt.  Hemam. 
I  need  not  say  how,  one*by  one, 

LoTe*8  flowers  hare  dropped  ftom  off  lovers  chain. 
Enough  to  say  that  they  are  gone. 
And  that  they  cannot  bloom  again. 

Jtfits  Landan, 

Ah,  tell  me  not  that  memory 

Sheds  gladness  o'er  the  past ; 
What  is  recalled  by  faded  flowers 

Save  that  they  did  not  last! 

Mi$§  Lamdom, 

ThvM  is  a  grief  that  wastes  the  heart. 

Like  mildew  on  a  tulip's  dyes  — 
When  hope,  deferr'd  but  to  depart. 

Loses  its  smiles  but  keeps  its  sighs. 

Afisi  Landmu 

Weep  not  for  him  that  dieth, 

For  he  hath  ceased  from  tears, 
And  a  voice  to  his  roplieth 

Which  he  hath  not  heard  £»  years. 

Afrs.  JVotion. 
I  tell  you,  hopeless  grief  is  passionless—- 
That  only  men  incredulous  of  despair, 
Hal^taught  in  anguish,  through  the  midnight  air. 
Beat  upward  to  God's  throne  in  loud  access 
Of  shrieking  and  reproach. 

MiuBarrdL 
I  hush  my  heart,  I  hide  my  tears, 

Iiest  he  my  grief  should  guess 
Who.  watch'd  thee,  darling,  day  and  night, 

With  patient  tenderness ; 
T  would  grieve  his  generous  soul  to  see 

This  anguish  wild  and  vain. 
And  he  would  deem  it  sin  in  me 

To  wish  thee  back  again; 
But  oh !  when  I  am  all  akme, 

I  eannot  calm  my  grief. 

Mf.  Osgood, 

GUIDE, 
for  double  shame  he  doth  deserve. 
Who  being  guide,  doth  soonest  swerve. 

Brandtm^B  Odono. 
Hiat  man 
.M^/  safely  rsnture  to  go  on  his  way. 
That  is  so  guided,  that  he  oannot  stray. 

Uanmfon^B  HoUtnuTB  LeBguer» 


I  stand  Kk»  one 
Has  lost  his  way,  and  no  man  near  him  to  inqnin 

it  of: 
Tet  there  *s  a  providenoe  above,  that  knows 
The  roads  which  ill  men  tread,  and  can  direct 
Inquiriilg  justice :  The  passengers  that  travel 
In  the  wide  ocean,  where  no  paths  are. 
Look  up,  and  leave  their  conduct  to  a  star. 

Sir  Rtbert  Howar^B  SurpriBd 


GUILT. 


Say  first  what  cause 
MovM  our  grand.parents,  in  that  happy  state, 
Favour'd  of  heav'n,  so  highly  to  fiUl  off 
From  their  Creator,  and  transgress  his  will 
For  one  restraint,  lords  of  the  world  beside. 

MilUnCB  ParadiBB  LobL 
To  vice  industrious,  but  to  nobler  deeds 
Timorous  and  slothfViL 

MUUm'B  ParadiBe  Lod 

Earth  felt  the  wound,  and  nature  from  her  seat 
Sighing  through  all  her  works  gave  rigns  of  woe, 
Tliat  all  was  lost 

MikaCB  Pmmdim  LoBU 

E^rth  trembled  firom  her  entrails,  as  again 
In  pangs,  and  nature  gave  a  second  groan. 
Sky  lower'd,  and  muttering  thunder,  some  Asddiops 
Wept  at  completing  of  the  mortal  sin. 

MUtoiCB  PttradiaB  Lati 
Where,  where,  for  shelter,  shall  the  guilty  fly. 
When  constcmati<m  turns  the  good  man  pale  f 

Young*  B  Night  Tkmtghu, 
Let  no  man  trust  the  first  fiilse  step 
Of  guilt,  it  hangs  upon  a  precipice. 
Whose  steep  descent  in  last  perdition  ends. 

Yottng*B  Btifirtt. 
There  *s  nought  so  monstrous  but  the  mind  of  roan. 
In  some  conditions,  may  be  brought  to  approve ; 
Theft,  sacrilege,  treason  and  parricide. 
When  flattering  opportuni^  enticed. 
And  desperation  drove,  have  been  committed 
By  those  who  once  would  start  to  hear  them  named. 
LiUo'B  Fatal  CurioBtiy. 
How  guilt,  once  harbourM  in  the  conscious  breast, 
Intimidates  the  brave,  degrades  the  great. 

Dr,  JohfiBon^B  Irem. 
*T  is  guilt  alone 
Like  brainsick  phrenzy,  in  its  feverish  mood. 
Fills  the  light  air  with  visionary  terrors. 
And  shapeless  Arms  of  fear. 

FniieiB*B  jByeirfs 
Such  is  the  &t«  of  guilt,  to  make  slaves  tools^ 
And  then  to  make  *em  mast«fs«-by  our  secrets. 
UatanPB  RtguhiB. 


HAIR-HAND. 


He  tint  Mte  onjaatljr, 
b  1^  vont  rebel  to  himself,  and  tho'  now 
Ambition^s  tramppt  and  the  drum  of  pow*r 
May  drown  the  sound,  jet  cooQcience  will,  one  day. 
Speak  kmder  to  him. 

Havard'B  King  Charlti  L 

0  what  a  state  is  guilt!  how  wild!  hom^rretcfaed! 
When  apprehension  can  form  nought  but  fears, 
And  we  diatrast  security  herself. 

HavarttM  Regubu, 

The  guilty  mind 
Debases  the  great  image  that  it  wears, 
And  levels  us  with  brutes. 

Havard?$  Scandafbeg, 

What  a  sUte  is  guilt. 
When  evVy  thing  alarms  it !  like  a  centinel. 
Who  sleepe  upon  his  watch,  it  wakes  in  dread, 
Ev'n  at  a  breath  of  wind. 

Haeard^M  Seandetheg, 

Bat  many  a  crime  deemM  innocent  on  earth, 
b  registerM  in  heay*n,  and  these,  no  doubt, 
HaTe  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annex*d. 

Cwoper'M  Tiuk, 
To  what  golft 
A  angle  denation  from  the  track 
Of  humao  duties,  leads  even  those  who  claim 
Ihe  homage  of  mankind  as  their  bom  due. 
And  find  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themselves. 

ByrmC9  Sardanapalui. 
He  iweara,  but  he  b  sick  at  heart; 

He  laughs,  but  he  turns  deadly  pale ; 
ffis  lestieaB  eye  and  sudden  start — 

These  tell  the  dreadful  tale 
Tliat  will  be  told :  it  needs  no  words  from  thoe, 
llion  sel£«old  slave  to  guilt  and  misery. 

Dana's  Bueeanter. 
God  hath  yok'd  to  guilt 
Her  pak  tonnentor — misery. 

BryanL 

HAIR. 
Hair  >  H  b  the  robe  which  curious  nature  weaves 
To  hang  upon  the  head,  and  does  adorn 
Oar  bodies ;  in  the  first  hour  we  are  bom, 
God  does  bestow  that  garment:  when  we  die, 
lliat,  like  a  soft  and  silken  canopy, 
b  still  spread  over  us :  In  spite  of  death. 
Our  hair  grows  in  our  grave,  and  that  alone 
Looks  firesh,  when  all  our  other  beauty 's  gone. 

Deeker*»  Satironuuiix. 
Her  hair  was  roUM  in  many  a  curious  fret, 
Much  Hke  a  rich  and  curious  coronet ; 
Upon  whose  arches  twenty  Cupids  by. 
And  were  or  ty*d,  or  loath  to  fly  away. 

BnwiC$  PattcrdU. 


Her  hair 
In  ringlets  rather  dark  than  fair, 
Does  down  her  ivory  bosom  roU,^ 
And  hiding  half  Ldoms  the  whale. 


Prbr 


Her  hair  down-<gQBhing  in  an  arnliul  flows, 
And  floods  her  ivory  neck,  and  glitters  as  she  goes. 
AUan  Cunningham, 

Then  there's  that  old  Lord  Maurice,  not  a  whit 
More  tame  for  hu  grey  hairs. 

JlCeate's  Eve  cfSL  Agnet. 
A  silver  line,  that  fiom  die  brow  to  the  crown. 
And  in  the  middle,  parts  the  braided  hair, 
Just  serves  to  show  how  delicate  a  soil 
The  golden  harvest  grows  in. 

Word9W9iik 
An  angel  face !  its  sunny  **  wealdi  of  hair,** 
In  radiant  ripples,  bathed  the  graoefU  throat 
And  dimpled  shoulders. 

Jfrt.  OjfMdL 

She 's  beautiful !  —  Her  raven  curb 
Have  broken  hearts  in  envious  girb;— 
And  then  they  sleep  in  contrast  so, 
Uke  raven  feathers  upon  snow. 
And  bathe  her  neck  —  and  shade  the  bright 
Dark  eye  from  which  they  catch  the  light, 
As  if  their  graceful  loops  were  made 
To  keep  that  glorious  eye  in  ^lade. 
And  holier  make  its  tranquil  spell. 
Like  vraters  in  a  shaded  welL 

walk. 

See  those  smaU  youngsters  whose  expansive  ears 
Maternal  kindness  grai'd  with  frequent  shears ; 
Each  bristling  crop  a  dangling  mass  becomes, 
And  all  the  spoonies  turn  to  Absaloms. 

O.  W.  Hdme$ 

HAND. 

Her  hand, 
In  whose  comparison,  all  whites  are  ink 
Writing  their  own  reproach,  to  whose  soft  seizure 
The  cygnet*8  down  is  harsh,  and  spirit  of  sense 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman ! 

ShaU  TroOits  and  CreMU, 
I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand, 
As  soft  as  dove*s  down,  and  as  white  as  it ; 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann*d  snow. 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blast  twice  o'er. 

Shak$.  Winten's  Tola 
He  who  behohb  her  hand  forgets  her  face. 

Mrs,  BroMB  ZofhuA 
I  love  a  hand  that  meets  mine  own 
With  grasp  that  causes  some  sensatioi* 

Mn.  O9goo^$  P» 
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The  tnftrmnent  of  instnunents,  the  hand ; 
CourteBj's  index;  ehamberiain  to  nature; 
The  body's  soldier;  and  month's  caterer; 
Psyche's  great  secretary;  the  dnmb's  eloqaenoe; 
The  blind  man's  candle,  and  his  fiirehead's  buckler ; 
The  minister  of  wrath ;  and  friendship's  sign. 

Lmgtia, 

The  Hand, — what  wondrons  Wisdom  plann'd 

Hiis  instmment  so  near  divine ! 
How  impotent,  without  the  Hand, 

Proud  Reason's  light  would  shine ! 
InTention  might  her  power  apply. 

And  Genius  see  the  forms  of  heaven,— 
And  firm  Resolve  his  strength  might  try;— 
But  vain  the  WUl,  the  Soul,  the  Bye« 
Unquarried  would  the  marble  lie, 
The  oak  and  cedar  flout  the  sky 

Had  not  the  Hand  been  given ! 

Mn.  HaU^Tke  HondMdiU  Wmtk 

The  Frost's  ice-breath  the  seas  may  block, 
An  Earthquake's  arm  the  mountains  shake, 

The  lightning's  eye  dissolve  the  rock. 
The  heaving  breast  of  Waters  break 

A  pathway  through  tl|e  solid  land ; 
No  form  that  Nature's  force  can  take 
Such  changes  in  the  World  would  make 

As  doth  the  Human  Hand. 

Mrs,  Hale —  The  Hand  and  Ue  Work. 

All  wants  that  from  our  nature  rise. 
Life's  common  cares  the  Hand  supplies ; 
It  tends  and  clothes  our  myriad  raoe» 
And  forms  for  each  a  resting-place ; 
And  ceaseless  ministry  doth  keep 
From  cradle  dream  to  coffin  sleep. 

ATrs.  HaU~^  The  Hand  and  tU  Worlc 

Art's  glorious  things  that  give  the  Mind 

Dominion  over  Time  and  Space,— 
The  silken  Car,  that  rides  the  wind ; 

The  Steel,  that  trackless  seas  can  trace ; 
The  Engine,  breathing  fire  and  smoke 
That  Neptune's  potent  sway  hath  broke, 

And  sails  its  ships  'gainst  wind  and  tide ; 
The  Telescope,  that  sweeps  the  sky. 
And  brings  the  pilgrim  planet  nigh. 

Familiar  as  the  Sun's  pale  Bride ;  — 
The  microscopic  Lens,  which  finds 

On  every  leaf  a  peopled  land,  — 
Ail  these,  that  aid  tlie  mightiest  Minds, 
Were  wrought  and  fashion'd  by  the  Hand ! 

Mte.  Hale^  The  Hand  and  it$  Work. 

t  hough  MinH  Aladdin's  lamp  might  be, 
His  Genie  fias  the  Hand* 

Mrs.  Hale^  The  Hand  and  fti  Work 


HANGING. 

Go,  go,  begone,  to  save  your  ship  from  wreck 
Which  cannot  perish,  having  wee  on  board, 
Being  destined  to  a  drier  death  on  shore. 

Shake,  Too  Gentlemen  of  Verona, 
While  ti^ps  who  turn  and  wind  their  oaths 
Have  sweli'd  and  sunk,  like  other  froths ; 
Prevail'd  awhile,  but  'twas  not  long 
Before  from  world  to  world  they  swung. 
As  they  had  tum'd  from  side  to  side ; 
And  as  the  changelings  liv'd,  they  dy'd. 

BuUer'o  Hudibme, 
When  the  times  begin  to  altor. 
None  rise  so  high  as  from  the  haltor. 

BiOler'o  Hvdibrao, 
For  matrimony  and  hanging  here 
Both  go  by  destiny  so  clear. 
That  you  as  sure  may  pick  and  chooae, 
As  Gross,  I  win ;  and  Pile,  you  lose. 

BtUkr'o  HudibruM. 

HAPPINESS. 
O,  how  bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  look 
Into  happiness  through  another  man's  eyes ! 

Shako.  At  yo^fOx  it 

If  it  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  be  most  happy ;  for  I  fear 
My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute. 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  hi  unknown  fete. 

Shako.  OthoOo. 

What !  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  see : 
The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  yon  have  sfaed, 
ShaU  come  again,  transform'd  to  onent  pearl ; 
Advantaging  their  loan,  with  interest 
Oftentimes  double  gain  of  happiness. 

iSAdb.  Richard  lU. 
AH  the  good  we  have  reste  in  the  mind ; 
By  whose  proportions  only  we  redeem 
Our  thoughts  from  out  conftnion,  and  do  find 
The  measnre  of  ourselves,  and  of  our  powers : 
And  that  all  happiness  remains  confin'd 
Within  the  kingdom  of  this  breast  of  ours. 

Datttd  to  the  Counteoo  of  Bedford^ 
What  thing  so  good  which  not  tome  hann  may 

bring? 
E'en  to  be  happy  is  a  dangerous  thing. 

EaH  qfStoriine'o  Dariuo. 
Happy  are  those. 
That  knowing  in  their  births  they  are  subject  to 
Uncertain  change,  are  still  prepar'd  and  arm'd 
For  either  fortune :  a  rare  principle. 
And  with  much  labour  leam'd  in  wisdom's  8cho<^ 
Maooinger*o  Bondntan 
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That  happiness  does  tii^  longest  thrive, 
When  joys  and  griefs  have  turns  alternathe. 

t  Heniek, 

T  is  with  our  souls 
As  with  our  eyes,  that  after  a  long  darkness 
Are  dazzled  at  th'  approach  of  sudden  light ; 
When  i*  th*  midst  of  fears  we  are  surprised 
With  imexpected  happiness ;  the  first 
Degrees  of  joy  are  mere  astonishment 

Denham*»  Sophy, 
Over  all  men  hangs  a  douhtful  fate : 
One  gains  by  what  another  is  bcrefl ; 
The  frugal  deities  have  only  leA 
A  common  hank  of  happiness  below. 
Maintained,  like  nature,  by  an  ebb  and  flow. 

Sir  Rdbert  Howird's  Indian  Queen, 

Happiness  is  &  stranger  to  mankind, 
And,  like  to  a  fbrcM  motion,  it  is  ever 
Strongest  at  the  beginning ;  then  languishing 
With  time,  grows  weary  of  our  company. 

Takers  Adventuret  cf  Five  Haur$, 
I  see  there  is  no  man  but  may  make  his  paradise. 
And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love  and  dotage 
Upon  the  world's  foul  joys,  that  keeps  him  out  on*t; 
For  he  that  lives  retired  in  mind  and  spirit. 
Is  still  in  paradise. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher'e  Nice  Valoar. 

On  earth  he  first  beheld 
Our  two  first  parents,  yet  tlie  only  two 
Of  mankind  in  the  happy  garden  plac*d, 
Reaping  immortal  fruits  of  joy  and  love, 
Uninterriipted  joy^unrivalPd  love. ' 

Mikon*9  Paradise  Lott 
They  live  too  kng,  who  happiness  outlive : 
For  life  and  death  are  things  indifierent ; 
Each  to  be  chose,  as  either  brings  content 

Dryden'a  Indian  Emperor, 
If  solid  happiness  we  prize. 
Within  our  breast  this  jewel  lies, 
And  they  are  fools  who  roam : 
The  world  has  nothing  to  bestow ; 
From  oar  own  selves  our  joys  must  flow. 
And  that  dear  hot— our  home. 

CotUnCe  Firetide. 

Bliss !  sahlonary  bliss !  —  prond  words  and  vain ! 

Implicit  treason  to  divine  decree ! 

A  bcdd  invasion  of  the  rights  of  heaven ! 

I  claspM  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  them  air. 

O  had  I  weigh*d  it  ere  my  fond  embrace ! 

What  darts  of  agony  had  miss'd  my  heart ! 

Young'e  Night  ThoughU. 
How  sad  a  sight  is  human  happiness. 
To  those  whose  thoughts  can  pierce  beyond  an 
hoar  I  Young's  Night  Thaaghu. 


Tliou  happy  wretch ;  by  blindness  art  thou  blest* 
By  dotage  dandled  to  perpetual  smiles. 

Youngs  Night  Thmi^hts, 

Know,  smiler !  at  thy  peril  art  thou  pleas*d ; 
Thy  pleasure  is  the  promise  of  thy  pain. 
Misfortune,  like  a  creditor  severe. 
But  rises  in  demand  for  her  delay ; 
She  makes  a  scourge  of  past  posterity, 
To  sting  thee  more,  and  double  thy  distress. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
The  spider's  most  attenuated  thread 
Is  coid — is  cable — to  man's  tender  tie 
On  earthly  bliss ;  it  breaks  at  every  breeze. 

Young's  Night  ThovghtM^ 
Nature,  in  zeal  for  human  amity. 
Denies,  or  damps,  an  undivided  joy. 
Joy  is  an  import ;  joy  is  an  exchange , 
Joy  flies  monopolists;  it  colls  for  two; 
Rich  firnit  I  Heav'a  planted !  never  pluck*d  by  one. 

Young's  Nigla  ThoughU 
O  how  portentous  is  prosperity ! 
How  comet-like ;  it  threatens,  while  it  shines ! 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 
What  makes  man  wretched  7    Happiness  dcny'd  7 
Lorenzo  1  no,  'tis  happiness  disdain'd. 
She  comes  too  meanly  drest  to  win  our  smile, 
And  calls  herself  content^  a  homely  name  I 
Our  flame  is  transport,  and  content  our  scorn. 
Ambition  turns,  and  sliuts  the  door  against  her, 
And  weds  a  toil,  a  tempest,  in  her  stead. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 
Beware  what  earth  calls  happiness ;  beware 
All  joys,  but  joys  that  never  can  expire ; 
Who  builds  on  less  than  an  immortal  base, 
Fond  as  he  seems,  condemns  his  joy  to  death. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts 
Know  thou  this  truth,  (enough  for  man  to  know; 
**  Virtue  alone  is  happiness  below." 
The  only  point  where  l^unan  bliss  stands  still. 
And  tastes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  Ul ; 
Where  only  merit  constant  pay  receives, 
Is  blest  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives ; 
The  joy  uneqnall'd,  if  its  end  it  gain. 
And  if  it  lose,  attended  with  no  pain : 
Without  satiety,  tho'  e'er  so  blest, 
And  but  more  relish'd  as  the  more  distress'd : 
The  broadest  mirth  unfeeling  folly  wears. 
Less  pleasing  &r  than  virtue's  very  tears : 
Good  from  each  object,  firom  each  place  acquir  0, 
For  ever  exercis'd,  yet  never  tir'd ; 
Never  elated,  while  one  man's  opprcss'd ; 
Never  dejected,  while  another's  blest. 
And  where  no  wants,  no  wishes  can  remain, 
Since  but  to  vrish  more  virtue,  is  to  gain. 

Pope's  Essay  on  Man 
10» 


HAPPINESa 


Oh,  happineflfl !  our  beingf*s  end  and  aim, 

Good,  pleasorcjease,  oontentF—whate'er  thy  name : 

That  somethings  still  which  prompts  th*  eternal 

sigh, 
For  which  we  hear  to  live,  or  dare  to  die. 
Which  stiU  so  near  ns,  yH  beyond  vm  lies, 
0*erlook'd,  seen  double,  by  the  fool  and  wises 
Plant  of  celeetial  seed !  if  droppM  below. 
Say  in  what  mortal  soil  thoo  deign*Bt  to  growt 
Pop^a  Esiay  on  Man, 

Ask  of  the  leam'd  the  way?    The  leamM  are 

blind ; 
This  bids  to  serve,  and  that  to  shnn  mankind ; 
Some  place  the  bliss  in  action,  some  in  ease. 
Those  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these : 
Some,  smik  to  beasts,  find  pleasure  end  in  pain ; 
Some,  swelled  to  gods,  oonibss  ev*n  virtue  vain ; 
Or,  indolent  to  each  extreme  they  fall. 
To  trust  in  ev*ry  thing,  or  doubt  of  all. 

Pope*a  E$9ay  on  Man, 

Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals  find, 
Or  God  and  nature  meant  to  mere  mankind. 
Reason's  whole  pleasure,  all  the  joys  of  sense, 
IJe  in  three  words,  health,  peace,  and  competence. 
Rot  health  consists  with  temperance  alone; 
And  peace,  oh  virtue !  peace  is  all  thy  own. 
The  good  or  bad  thtf  gifts  of  fortune  gain ; 
But  these  less  taste  them,  as  they  worse  obtain. 
F0ps*«  Eamof  en  ilfaii. 
/  Flx*d  to  no  spot  is  happiness  sincere, 
\  *T  is  no  where  to  be  fi>und,  or  every  where.  \ 

Papt?9  Esmy  mi  Man, 

Order  is  heav Vs  first  law ;  and  this  oonfest. 
Some  are  and  must  be  greater  than  the  rest, 
More  rich,  more  wise,  but  who  infers  from  hence 
That  such  are  happier,  shocks  all  common  sense. 
Heaven  tc  mankind  impartial  we  confess. 
If  all  are  equal  in  their  happiness: 
But  mutual  wants  this  happiness  increase; 
All  nature's  difierenoe  keeps  all  nature's  peace. 
Condition,  circumstance,  is  not  the  thing ; 
Bliss  is  the  same  in  subject  or  in  king. 
In  who  obtain  defence,  or  who  defend. 
In  him  who  is,  or  him  who  finds  a  friend : 
Heaven  breathes  through  every  member  of  the 

whole, 
One  common  blessing,  as  one  common  soul. 

Pope't  Etaay  an  Man, 

true  happiness  (if  understood) 
C*onsasu  aicne  m  doing  good. 

SamervUU, 
Ofl  when  blind  mortals  think  themselves  secure, 
la  height  of  bliss,  they  touch  the  brink  of  ruin. 
Thomaari'g  Agamemnon, 


Ev'n  not  all  these,  in  one  rich  lot  oombin'd, 
Can  make  the  happy  man,  without  the  mind, 
Where  judgment  sits  cloar-sighted,  and  surveyi 
The  chain  of  reason  with  unerring  gaze ; 
Where  fancy  lives,  and  to  the  brightenuig  eyes, 
His  feirer  scenes,  and  bolder  figures  rise ; 
Where  social  love  exerts  her  soft  command, 
And  plajTS  the  passions  with  a  tender  hand, 
Whence  every  virtue  flows,  in  rival  strife, 
And  all  the  moral  harmony  of  life. 

Oh,  then  the  longest  summer's  day 
Seem'd  too,  too  much  in  haste :  still  the  full  heart 
Had  not  imparted  half:  't  was  happiness 
Too  exquisite  to  last    Of  joys  departed. 
Not  to  return,  how  painful  the  remembrance 

Blair't  Gntt. 
Blessed,  thrice  blessed  days !  but  ah !  how  short ! 
Bless'd  as  the  pleasing  charms  of  holy  men, 
But  fhgitive,  like  those,  and  quickly  gone. 
O  slippery  state  of  things !     What  sudden  tumi, 
What  strange  vicissitudes,  in  the  first  leaf 
Of  man's  sad  history !  to-day  most  happy ; 
And,  ere  to-morrow's  sun  has  set,  most  abject ! 
How  scant  the  space  between  these  vast  extremes ! 

BlaWs  Gnvt 
Our  aim  is  happiness ;  't  is  yours,  't  is  mine, 
He  said,  't  is  the  pursuit  of  all  that  live : 
Yet  few  attain  it,  if  'twas  e'er  attain'd. 
But  they  the  widest  wander  from  the  mark. 
Who  through  the  flowery  path  of  sauntering  joy 
Seek  tliis  coy  goddess ;  that  from  stage  to  stage 
Invites  us  still,  but  shifU  as  we  pursue. 

Arm9trong*9  Art  qfPreierwng  Health, 
Its  no*  in  books,  its  no'  in  lear. 
To  make  us  truly  blest : 
If  happiness  has  not  her  seat 
And  centre  in  the  breast; 
We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great, 
But  never  con  be  blest 

Bums's  EpUiU  to  Daw, 

Think  ye,  that  nc  as  you  and  I, 

Wha  drudge  and  drive  thro'  wet  and  diy, 

Wi'  never-ceasing  toil ; 

Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  they, 

Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  way, 

As  hardly  worth  their  while  f 

Bamako  Epistle  to  Dadt 
Though  duller  thoughts  succeed. 
The  bliss  e'en  of  a  moment,  still  is  bliss. 
Thou  would'st  not  of  her  dew-drops  spoil  the  thorn, 
Because  her  glory  will  not  last  till  noon ; 
Nor  still  the  lightsome  gambols  of  the  colt, 
Whose  neck  to-morrow's  yoke  will  gaU.  Fye  onU ! 
If  this  be  wise, 'tis  crueL 

Joanna  BaUBe'a  Beaeoa, 


HARVEST. 


It  if  ever  thw  with  nappineai : 

It  ia  tiie'  gaiy  tcMiiotrow  of  the  mind 

TWt  never  comes. 

Proctor'9  MirandoUi, 

This  was  his  brigfhtest  hoar,  too  bright 
For  human  weal ;  -r-  a  glaring  light, 
like  san-beam  thro*  the  rent  cloud  pouring 
On  the  broad  lake,  when  storma  are  roaring ; 
Bright  centre  of  a  wild  and  sombre  scene ; 
More  keenly  bright  than  summer's  settled  sheen. 

Joanna  BailUe. 

An  hour  like  this  is  worth  a  thousand  pass*d 
In  pomp  or  ease — 'tis  present  to  the  last! 
Years  glide  away  untold — 'tis  still  the  same ; 
As  fresh,  as  fair  as  on  the  day  it  came  I 

Rogen^a  Human  Lift, 

Tne  happiness  is  not  the  growth  of  earth, 
The  soil  is  fruitless  if  you  seek  it  there ; 
Tis  an  exotic  of  celestial  birth, 
.^d  never  blooms  but  in  celestial  air. 
Sweet  plant  of  paradise !  its  seeds  are  sown 
In  here  and  there  a  breast  of  heavenly  mould. 
It  rises  slow,  and  buds,  but  ne'er  was  known 
To  blossom  here  —  the  climate  is  too  cold. 

R.  B,  Sheridan. 
Vain  schemer !  think  not  to  prolong  thy  joy ! 
But  cherish  while  it  lasts  the  heavenly  boon ! 
Expand  thy  sails !  thy  little  bark  shall  fly 
With  the  full  tide  of  pleasure !  though  it  soon 
May  feel  the  influence  of  the  changeful  moon. 
It  yet  is  thine !  then  let  not  doubts  obscure. 
With  cloudy  vapours  veil  thy  brilliant  noon, 
Nor  let  suspicion's  tainted  breath  impure,    • 
Poison  the  fiivouring  gale  which  speeds  thy  coarse 
secure !  JtTrs.  Tighe'§  PsycAs; 

Oh,  happy  you !  who,  blest  with  present  bliss, 
See  not  with  fiital  prescience  future  tears, 
Nor  the  dear  moment  of  enjojrment  miss 
Hirough  gloomy  discontent,  or  sullen  fears 
Foreboding  many  a  storm  for  coming  years ; 
Change  is  the  lot  of  all.    Oorsolves  with  scorn 
Perhaps  shall  riew  what  now  so  fair  appears ; 
And  wonder  whence  the  fancied  charm  was  bom 
Which  now  with  vain  despair  from  our  fond  grasp 
is  torn.  ilfra.  Tighe't  Ptyeke, 

What  deem'd  they  of  the  future  or  the  past? 
Tlio  present,  like  a  tyrant,  held  them  fast 

Bynm*8  Island, 
Sweet,  as  the  descrt-fbuntain's  wavo 
To  tips  just  cool'd  in  time  to  save. 

Byrm'9  Bride  (f  Alydoa. 
All  who  joy  would  win 
Most  share  it  ^happiness  was  bom  a  twin. 

ByrmL 


There  comes 
For  ever  something  between  us  and  what 
We  deem  our  happiness. 

ByroiCe  Sardanapalue. 

A  month  ago  I  was  happy !  no, 

Not  happy,  yet  encircled  by  deep  joy, 

Which  though 't  was  all  around,  I  c^uld  not  touch. 

But  it  was  ever  thus  with  happiness : 

It  is  tlie  gay  to-morrow  of  the  mind 

Ihat  never  oomes. 

Bryan  W,  Prvctor. 

There  is  a  gentle  element,  and  man 
May  breathe  it  with  a  calm  unruffled  soul. 
And  drink  its  living  waters,  till  his  heart 
Is  pure,  and  this  is  human  happiness. 

wm*. 

How  cheap 
Is  genuine  happiness,  and  yet  how  dearly 
Do  we  all  pay  for  its  base  counterfeit ! 
We  fiincy  wants,  which  to  supply,  we  dara 
Danger  and  death,  enduring  the  privation 
Of  all  free  nature  oflbrs  in  her  bounty. 
To  attain  that,  which,  in  its  full  fruition. 
Brings  but  satiety.    The  poorest  man 
May  taste  of  nature  in  her  element. 
Pure,  wholesome,  never  cloying ;  while  the  richest, 
From  the  same  etotea,  does  but  elaborate 
A  pungent  dish  of  well-concocted  poison. 

J.  JV^.  Barker 
Rapture  is  not  the  aim  of  man ;  in  flowers 
The  serpent  hides  his  venom,  and  the  sting 
Of  the  dread  insect  lurks  in  &irest  bowers. 
We  were  not  made  to  wander  on  the  wing ; 
But  if  we  would  be  happy,  we  must  bring 
Our  buoyed  hearts  to  a  plain  and  simple  school. 

PerdvaL 


HARVEST. 

The  harvest  treasures  all 
Now  gather'd  in,  beyond  the  rage  of  storms. 
Sure  to  the  swain ;  the  circling  fence  shut  up ; 
And  instant  winter's  utmost  rage  defy'd. 
While  loose  to  festive  joy,  the  country  round 
Laughs  with  the  loud  sincerity  of  mirth. 
Shook  to  the  wind  their  cares. 

TTbffuon's  Seasme. 

Her  every  charm  abroad,  the  village  toast. 
Young,  buxom,  warm,  in  native  beauty  rich. 
Darts  not  unmeaning  looks. 

TTiomeon^e  Seaemu, 

Age  too  shines  out ;  and,  garrulous,  recounts 
The  feats  of  youth.    Thus  they  rejoice ;  nor  think 
That  with  to-morrow's  sun,  then  annual  toil 
Begins  again  the  never«oeasiiig  roand. 

el 
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Glowing  scene  I 
Nature*8  long  holiday !  luxuriant — rich. 
In  her  proud  progeny,  she  amiling  marki 
Their  graces,  now  mature,  and  wonder.franght ! 
Hail !  season  exquisite !-»  and  hail,  ye  sons 
Of  rural  toil  !^ye  blooming  daughters !  ye 
Who,  in  the  Jap  of  hardy  labour  roarM, 
Enjoy  the  mind  unspotted ! 

Mary  RMmm, 

Now  the  air 
Is  rich  in  fhigrance !  fragrance  exquisite ! 
Of  new-mown  hay,  of  wild  thyme  dewy  wash'd. 
And  gales  ambrosial,  which  with  cooling  breath 
Ruffle  the  lake's  grey  surface. 

Mary  Rcbiiwnk 

Hail !  harvest-home ! 
To  thee  the  muse  of  nature  pours  the  song. 
By  instinct  taught  to  warble !    Instinct  pure. 
Sacred,  and  gratefbl,  to  that  pow*r  ador*d, 
Which  warms  the  sensate  being,  and  reveals 
The  soul  selflevident,  beyond  the  dreams 
Of  visionary  sceptics !    Scene  sublime ! 
Where  the  rich  earth  presents  her  golden  treasures ; 
"Where  balmy  breathings  whisper  to  the  heart 
Delights  unspealcable !  where  seas  ond  skies. 
And  hills  and  valleys,  colours,  odours,  dews, 
Diversify  the  work  of  nature's  God ! 

Mary  Robnuon, 
The  feast  is  such  as  earth,  the  general  mother. 
Pours  fh>m  her  fairest  bosom,  when  she  smiles 
In  the  embrace  of  autumn.    To  each  other. 
As  some  fond  parent  fondly  reconciles 
Her  warring  children,  she  their  wrath  beguiles 
With  tlioir  own  sustenance ;  they,  relenting,  weep. 

Shdky. 
Around  him  ply  the  reaper  band. 

With  lightsome  heart  and  eager  hand, 
And  mirth  and  music  cheer  the  toil, — 
While  sheaves  that  stud  the  russet  soil, 
And  sickles  gleaming  in  the  sun, 
Tell  jocund  harvest  is  begun. 

Prittgte. 
My  glowing  heart  beats  high 

At  the  sight  of  bumish'd  gold ; 
But  H  is  not  that  which  the  miser's  eys 

Delighteth  to  behold; 
A  brighter  wealth  by  far 

Than  the  deep  mine's  yellow  vein. 
Is  seen  around,  in  the  &r  hiUs  crown'd 

With  sheaves  of  bumish'd  grain. 

EUxa  Cook, 
Then  glory  to  the  steel 

That  shines  in  tbe  reaper's  hand ; 
And  thanks  to  God,  who  has  bleas'd  the  sod. 

And  crowns  the  harvest  land ! 

Eliza  Cook. 


Hiere  's  merry  laughter  in  the  field. 

And  harmless  jest  and  fh>Uc  rout' 
And  the  last  harvest  wain  goes  by, 
With  its  rustling  load  so  pleasantly, 

To  the  glad  and  clamorous  harvest  shouts* 
There  are  busy  gleaners  in  the  field, — 

Tbe  old,  whose  work  is  never  done, 
And  eager,  laughing,  childish  bands. 
Rubbing  the  ears  in  their  little  hands. 

And  singing  'neath  the  harvest  sun. 

Mary  HowiU, 
The  glorious  landscape  smiles  and  melts; 
Green  wave-like  meadows  here  aro  spread, 
There  woodland  shades  are  sweetly  shed. 
In  deepening  gold  there  glows  the  wheat. 
And  there  the  rye-field's  vying  sheet 

SireeC»  Pomi, 


HATRED. 

Why  should'st  thou  hate  men  ? 
Hiey  never  flatter'd  thee :  what  hast  thou  given? 

Shako.  Timm  if  Athm, 
Hate  all,  curse  all :  show  charity  to  none ; 
But  let  the  famish'd  flesh  slide  from  the  bone. 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar :  give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deny'st  to  men ;  let  prisons  swallow 

them. 
Debts  wither  them  to  nothing :  be  men  like  blasted 

woods. 
And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  false  bloods. 

Shako.  Tinum  (f  Aihent. 
Be  abhorr'd 
All  feasts,  societies,  and  throngs  of  men ! 
His  semblable,  yea,  himself  Timon  disdains: 
Destruction  fang  mankind ! 

Shako.  Timm  if  AthiOf, 
I  am  Misanthropes,  and  hate  mankind, 
For  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Shako.  TimomofJUheM. 
Nothing  I  *11  bear  from  theo. 
But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town ! 
Timon  will  to  the  woods ;  where  he  shall  find 
The  unkindest  beast  more  kinder  than  mankind 

Shako.  Timon  (fAihaii. 
Nor  sleep,  nor  sanctuary. 
Being  naked,  sick ;  nor  fane,  nor  capitoI, 
The  prayers  of  priests,  nor  times  of  sacrifice, 
Embarquements  all  of  fury,  shall  liA  up 
Their  rotten  pririlcge  and  custom  against 
My  hate  to  Marcius :  where  I  find  him,  were  it 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,  even  there, 
Against  the  hospitable  canon,  would  I 
Wash  my  fierce  hand  in 's  heart 

Shako.  Coriotanut. 


HATRED. 
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Bf  all  the  operatioDs  of  the  orbs. 
From  whom  we  do  exist,  and  cease  to  be ; 
Here  I  disidaim  all  my  paternal  care, 
Propinqoity  and  property  of  Wood, 
And  as  %  stranger  to  my  heart  and  me 
Hold  tfaee,  from  this,  for  ever. 

Shak8.  King  Lear* 
Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  th*  cars,  and  he 
Tpom  my  party,  I'd  revolt  to  mako 
Ally  my  wars  with  him :  he  is  a  lion 
lliat  I  am  proud  to  famit 

Shakt.  CoHolanuB, 
Had  I  power,  I  should 
Pour  the  ew<eet  milk  of  concord  into  hell. 
Uproar  the  universal  pence,  confound 
All  unity  on  earth. 

ShakB.  Macbeth. 
But  gentle  heaven. 
Oil  abort  all  mtermiBsion ;  front  to  front 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  myself; 
Within  my  sword's  length  set  him ;  if  he  'scape, 
Heaven  forgive  him  too ! 

Shake.  Maehelh. 
Had  not  God,  for  strong  purpose,  steel'd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  must  perfi>rce  have  melted, 
And  barbarism  itself  have  pitied  him. 

Shake.  Richard  JL 
I  do  love  thee  so, 
That  I  will  shortly  send  thy  soul  to  heaven. 
If  heaven  will  take  the  present  at  our  hands. 

Shake.  Richard  J  J  J. 
Guieel  hb  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray. 
That  I  may  live  to  say — the  dog  is  dead. 

Shake.  Richard  III. 
What !  were  you  snarling  aH,  before  I  came, 
Beady  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat. 
And  torn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 

Shake.  Richard  III. 
Sit,  cousin  Percy;  sit,  good  cousin  Hotspur ; 
For  by  that  name,  as  oft  as  Lancaster 
Doth  speak  of  you,  his  cheeks  look  pale ;  and  with 
A  rising  sigh,  he  wisheth  you  m  heaven.  « 

Shake  Henry  IV.    Part  I. 
Would  he  were  wasted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all, 
Tliat  from  his  loins  no  hr  peibl  branch  may  spring, 
To  cross  me  from  the  goncitaL.line  I  look  for ! 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    Part  III. 
Then,  since  the  heavens  have  shap''d  my  body  so, 
Let  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind  to  answer,  it. 
I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother : 
And  this  word — love,  which  grey-beards  oall 

divine. 
Be  rendent  in  men  like  one  another, 
And  not  in  me ;  I  am  myself  alone. 

Shake. Hewy  VI.    PartIII.\ 


Alas,  poor  York !  \  jt  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  should  lament  thy  miserable  state. 
I  pr'ythce,  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York ; 
Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  that  I  may  sing  and  dancob 
Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  III. 
Had  the  passions  of  thy  heart  burst  out, 
I  fear  we  shoul   jave  seen  decypher'd  there, 
iifore  rancorous  spite,  more  furious  raging  broils. 
Than  yet  can  be  imagin'd,  or  suppos'd. 

Shdke.HmryVL    Parti. 
How  like  a  fkwning  publican  he  looks ! 
I  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  Christian : 
But  more,  fbr  that,  in  low  simplicity, 
He  lends  out  money  gratis,  and  brings  down 
The  rate  of  usance  here  with  us  in  Venice. 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Veuiee. 
Ill  have  my  bond ;  speak  not  against  my  bond  : 
I  have  sworn  an  oath,  that  I  will  have  my  bond  : 
Thou  call'dst  me  dog,  before  thou  hadst  a  cause ; 
But  since  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  ftngs. 

Shake.  Merchant  cf  Venice. 
You  'H  ask  me,  why  I  rather  choose  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  flesh,  than  to  receive 
*rhree  thousand  ducats :  I  '11  not  answer  that : 
But,  say,  it  is  my  humour :  Is  it  answer*d  ? 

Shake.  Merchant  cf  Venice. 
I  'U  not  be  made  a  soft  and  dull^y'd  fool, 
To  shake  the  head,  relent,  and  sigh,  and  yield 
To  Christian  intercessors. 

Shake.  Merchant  ef  Vemce. 
And  therefore —since  I  cannot  prove  a  lover, 
To  entertain  these  ftir  well-spoken  days — 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain. 
And  hate  the  idle  pleasures  of  these  days. 

Shake.  Riehatd  III. 
Thou  mayst  hold  a  serpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  chafed  lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 
A  fiuiting  tiger  safer  by  the  tooth. 
Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  dost 
hold.  Shake.  King  John. 

It  is  the  wit,  the  policy  of  sin. 
To  hate  those  men  we  have  abused. 

Sir  W.  Daeenant'e  Jttet  Italian. 

I  see  thou  art  implacable,  more  deaf 

To  prayers  than  winds  and  seas ;  yet  winds  and 

seas 
Aro  reconcil'd  at  length,  and  sea  to  shore : 
Thy  anger,  unappeasable,  still  rages. 
Eternal  tempest  never  to  be  calm. 

MiUon^e  Sameon  Agonietee 
1  know  thee  not,  nor  ever  saw  till  now 
Sight  more  detestable  than  him  and  thee. 

MUtan'e  Paradiet  Lett 


HATRED. 


To  thee  I  caU, 
But  with  no  friendly  voice,  and  add  thy  name» 

0  sun,  to  tell  thee  how  I  hate  thy  beams, 

rhat  bring  to  my  remembrance  from  what  state 

1  fell,  how  glorious  once  above  thy  sphere ; 
Till  pride  and  worse  ambition  threw  me  down. 

MUUmU  ParadUe  LobL 

Ejected  out  of  church  and  state, 
And  all  things  but  the  people^s  hate 

BvOer'B  Hudibras, 
I  had  much  rather  see 
A  crested  dragon,  or  a  basilisk ; 
Both  are  less  poison  to  my  eyes  and  nature. 

DrydefCB  Don  Sdfoitian, 
No  voice  of  friendly  salutation  cheer'd  him, 
Mbne  wiahM  his  arms  might  thrive,  or  bade  God 

speed  him: 
But  through  a  staring,  ghastly-looking  crowd, 
Unhaird,  unblest,  with  heavy  heart  he  went 

Rowe'$  Lady  Jane  Grey, 
Whispers  are  heard,  with  taunts  reviling  loud, 
And  scornful  hisses  run  through  all  the  crowd. 

Pcpe'e  Temple  of  Fame. 
I  *11  keep  ray  way  alone,  and^nim  away — 
Bvil  or  good  I  care  not,  so  I  spread 
TVemendouB  desolation  on  mj  road : 
1*11  be  rememberM  as  huge  meteors  arc; 
fVom  the  dismay  they  scatter. 

Proctor's  MirandoHa. 

Disgust  concealM 
Is  oil-times  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fault 
Is  obstinate^  and  cure  beyond  our  reach. 

Cowper'e  Task, 
Oh,  that  I  could  but  mate  him  in  his  might, 
G4i,  that  we  were  on  the  dark  wave  together. 
With  but  one  plank  between  us  and  destruction. 
That  I  might  grasp  him  in  these  desperate  arms. 
And  plunge  with  him  amid  the  weltering  billows, 
And  view  him  gasp  for  life. 

Maturin^e  Bertram, 

By  heaven  and  all  its  host  he  shall  not  perish  I 
Bertram, — By  hell  and  all  its  host  he  shall  not  live ! 
This  u  no  transient  flash  of  fugitive  passion — 
His  death  hath  been  my  lifb  fw  years  of  misery — 
Which  else  I  bad  not  liv*d  — 
Upon  that  thought,  and  not  on  food,  I  fed, 
Upon  that  thought,  and  not  on  sleep,  I  rested  — 
J  came  to  do  tlio  deed  that  must  be  done  — 
^'ur  thou,  nor  sheltering  angels,  could  prevent  me. 
Maturin'e  Bertram, 
The  hand  of  Douglas  is  his  own ; 
And  never  shall  in  friendship's  g^asp 
THe  hand  of  such  as  Marmion  clasp^ 

PcaU'e  Marmion, 


WarpM  by  the  world  in  disappointment's  Mhoolt 
In  words  too  wise,  in  conduct  there  a  fool ; 
Too  firm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  io  atoap, 
DoomM  by  his  very  virtues  for  a  dupe. 
He  cursM  those  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill. 
And  not  the  traitors  who  betrayM  him  sfiU ; 
Nor  deem'd  that  gifts  bestowM  on  better  men. 
Had  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  give  again. 
Feared,  shunned,  belied,  ere  youth  had  lost  her 

force. 
He  hated  men  too  much  to  feel  remorse. 
And  thought  the  voice  of  wrath  a  sacred  call. 
To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  all. 

Byron*§  Cormnr, 

If  you  come  for  our  thank^  take  them,  and  hence! 
The  dungeon  gloom  is  deep  enough  without  you, 
And  full  of  reptiles,  not  less  loathsome,  though 
Their  sting  is  honester. 

Byron't  Two  Foeearl 

From  thy  fiilse  tears  I  did  distil 

An  essence  which  hath  strength  to  kill ; 

From  thy  own  heart  I  then  did  wring 

The  black  blood  in  its  blackest  spring ; 

From  thy  own  smile  I  snatch'd  the  snake, 

For  there  it  coil*d  as  in  a  brake ; 

From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  charm 

Which  gave  all  these  their  chiefest  harm ; 

In  proving  every  poison  known, 

I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 

Byron's  Mmfrei. 
Down  to  the  dust !  and  as  thou  rott'st  away, 
Even  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous  clay. 

ByrotCs  Sketch  from  Prioate  Life, 
Ah !  fondly  youthful  hearts  can  press. 
To  seize  and  share  the  dear  caress ; 
But  love  itself  could  never  pant 
For  all  that  beauty  sighs  to  grant. 
With  half  the  fervour  hate  bestows 
Upon  the  last  embrace  of  foes. 

Byrtm*«  Giasv, 

Now  hatred  is  by  fiur  the  longest  pleasure ; 
]\{en  love  in  haste,  but  they  detest  at  leisure.' 

ByrotL 
1  hate  it,  as  I  hate  an  argument, 
A  laureate's  ode,  or  servile  peer's  **  content** 

Byron, 
They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  bum 
Jn  hearts  once  changed  from  soft  to  stem ; 
Nor  all  tlie  false  and  fatal  zeal 
The  convert  of  revenge  can  feel. 

Byron's  Siege  of  Corhdh, 
There  are  some  things  I  cannot  bear. 
Some  looks  which  rouse  my  angry  hate, 
Some  hearts  whose  love  I  would  not  sharv, 
Till  earth  and  heaven  were  desolate. 
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HEALTH. 

Die  ooromon  ingredientB  of  health  and  long  lift 

tie 
Giett  teinp*ruioe,  open  air, 
JSasj  laboor,  little  care. 

Sir  P.  Sidneif. 
The  forest  road  to  health,  saj-what  thej  will. 
Is  nerer  to  suppoeo  we  shall  be  ilL 
Most  of  those  evils  we  poor  mortals  know 
From  doctors  and  imagination  flow. 

ChtrehOL 


HEARING. 
Tien  wickets  of  th«  sonl  are  plac*d  so  high, 
Becaue  aO  soonda  do  highly  move  alofl ; 
And  that  they  maj  not  pierce  too  violentlj, 
Tbej  are  delajM  with  tarns  and  twinings  oft. 
For  ibodd  the  voice  directly  strike  the  brain, 
It  would  astonish  and  confuse  it  much ; 
Therefore  these  plaits  and  folds  the  sound  restrain, 
"Hiat  it  the  organ  may  more  gently  touch. 

Sir  John  Damn, 
This  u  the  slowest,  yet  the  daintieat  tense ; 
Fur  er'n  the  ears  of  such  as  have  no  skill, 
Pereeite  a  discord,  and  conceive  oflfence ; 
And  knowing  not  what*s  good,  yet  find  the  iU. 

Sir  John  Daviei, 
These  condoit-pipes  of  knowledge  feed  the  mind, 
Bat  th'  other  three  attend  the  body  still ; 
For  by  their  sorvioes  the  sonl  doth  find, 
What  things  are  to  the  body  good  or  ill. 

Sir  John  Datie$. 

HEART. 

Heaven's  Sovereign  spares  all  beings  but  himself 
Tliat  hideous  sight — a  naked,  human  heart ! 

YoungU  Night  Thmtgkt9. 
The  heart  is  like  the  sky  a  part  <^  heaven. 

But  changes,  night  and  day,  too,  like  the  sky; 
Now  o*er  it  cbuds  and  thunder  must  be  driven. 

And  darkness  and  destruction,  as  on  high ; 
Bat  when  it  hath  been  scorchM  and  piercM  and 
nven, 
Its  Btorms  expire  in  water-drops ;  the  eye 
Poors  forth,  at  last,  the  heart's  blood  tnm'd  to  tears. 

ByroH, 
To  me  the  gave  her  heart— the  all 
Which  tyranny  cannot  enthral 

Byroneo  Oiaawr. 
Father  of  spirits,  hear ! 
Uok  on  the  inmost  heart  to  thee  reveal'd, 
I^ok  on  the  fountain  of  the  burning  tear. 

Jfrt.  Htmtm* 


In  thy  heart  there  is  a  holy  spot. 

As  'mid  the  waste  an  isle  of  fount  and  palm. 
For  ever  green ! — ^the  world's  breath  enters  not. 
The  passion-tempest  may  not  break  its  calm 
'Tis  thine,  all  thine. 

JIfra.  Hemana, 
^  I  have  ease,  and  I  have  health, 
And  I  have  spirits  light  as  air ; 
And  more  than  wisdom,  more  than  wealth — 
A  merry  heart  that  laughs  at  care. 

Jri.  If*  MtbntnL 

The  heart  hath  its  mystery,  and  who  may  reveal  it, 

Or  who  ever  read  in  the  depth  of  their  own. 
How  much  we  never  may  speak  of|  yet  feel  it. 
But  even  in  feeling  it,  know  it  unknown  7 

Mi»9  Londtm, 
The  heart  builds  up  its  hopes,  though  not  address  d 
To  meet  the  sunset  glories  of  the  west. 
But  gamer'd  in  some  still,  sweet-singing  nest 

Miaa  LanduiL 
Oh,  no !  my  heart  can  never  be 

Again  in  lightest  hopes  the  same ; 
The  love  that  lingers  there  for  thee 
Hath  more  of  ashes  than  of  flame. 

JfiseJUMlm. 
—  Seek  for  a  bosom  all  honest  and  true. 

Where  love  once  awaken'd  vnll  never  depart ; 
Turn,  turn  to  that  breast  like  the  dove  to  its  nest, 
And  you'll  find  there's  no  home  like  the  home 
in  the  heart  Ehza  Cook, 

—We,  in  the  dark  chamber  of  the  heart. 
Sitting  alone,  see  the  world  tabled  to  us ; 
And  the  world  wonders  how  recluses  know 
So  much,  and  most  of  all,  how  we  know  them. 
It  is  they  who  paint  themselves  upon  our  hearts 
In  their  own  lights  and  darknesses,  not  we. 

BaOey'o  Feotuo, 
Honour  to  him,  who,  selflcomplcte  and  brave. 
In  soom  can  carve  his  pathway  to  the  grave. 
And  heeding  nought  of  what  men  think  or  say, 
Make  his  own  heart  his  world  upon  the  way 

The  New  Tiuum. 
Mine  be  the  heart  that  can  itself  defend-— 
Hate  to  the  foe,  devotion  to  the  friend  I 

ThoNew  TtmoH, 
The  flush  of  youth  soon  passes  flrom  the  face. 
The  spells  of  fancy  ftom  the  mind  depart ; 
The  form  may  lose  its  symmetry,  its  grace, 
But  time  can  claim  no  victory  o'er  the  heaxu 

itfirt  DimHCs 
How  idly  of  the  human  heart  we  speak. 

Giving  it  gods  of  elay !  

mOKi 


HEAVENa 


A  young  maxden*e  heart 
Is  a  nco  soil,  wherein  lie  many  genna 
Hid  by  the  cunning  hand  of  nature  there 
To  put  forth  bloflsoma  in  their  fittest  season ; 
And  though  the  lore  of  home  first  breaks  the 

soil, 
With  its  embracing  tendrils  clasping  it, 
Other  affections,  strong  and  warm  will  grow, 
While  that  one  fades,  as  summer's  flush  of  bloom 
Succeeds  the  gentle  budding  of  the  spring. 

Mr§,  Franc  f  K.  BvOer, 

My  heart  u  like  the  sleeping  lake, 
Which  takes  the  hue  of  cloud  and  sky, 

And  only  feels  its  surface  break 
When  birds  of  passage  wander  by, 

Who  dip  their  wings,  and  upward  soar. 
And  leave  it  ipiiet  as  before. 

Wiaia*9  Poem$. 

My  heart  is  like  a  lonely  bird. 

That  sadly  sings, 
•Brooding  upon  its  nest  unheard, 

With  folded  wings. 

JHrs.  We%. 

1  am  not  old — though  time  has  set 

His  signet  on  my  brow, 
And  some  faint  furrows  there  have  met, 

Which  care  may  deepen  now  ;— 
For  in  my  heart  a  ibimtain  flows. 
And  round  it  pleasant  thoughts  repose, 
And  sympathies  and  feelings  high 
Spring  like  the  stacs  on  evening  sky 

Pork  BctycmtUm 

A  pure  heart 
That  boms  to  ashes,  yet  conceals  its  pain, 
For  fear  it  mar  its  hc^less  source  of  love. 
Is  not  to  be  despised,  or  lightly  held. 

Boker*9  CaUK^nm. 

The  heart,  methinks, 
M^ere  of  strange  mould,  which  kept  no  cherishM 

print 
Of  earlier,  happier  times,  when  life  was  flresh. 
And  love  and  innocence  made  holiday. 

Who  made  the  heart,  H  is  He  alone 

Decidedly  can  try  us, 
He  knows  each  chord — its  various  tone, 

£ach  spring  its  various  bias : 
Then  at  the  balance  let*s  be  mute, 

We  never  can  adjust  it; 
Wbat's  done  we  partly  may  compute, 

But  know  not  what's  rnkted, 

Burn»U  Pcenu, 


HEAVEN& 

There 's  a  perpetual  spring,  perpetual  youth. 
No  joint-benumbing  cold,  nor  scorching  beat, 
Famine  nor  age  have  any  being  there. 

MaaHnger  and  Decker'a  Virgin  Martyr 

What  a  poor  value  do  men  set  of  heaven ! 
Heaven,  the  perfection  of  all  that  can 
Be  said,  or  thought,  riches,  delight,  or  harmony. 
Health,  beauty ;  and  all  these  not  subject  to 
The  waste  of  time ;  but  in  their  height  eternal ; 
Lost  for  a  pension,  or  poor  spot  of  earth. 
Favour  of  greatness,  or  an  hour's  &int  pleasure ! 
As  men  in  soom  of  a  true  flame  that 's  near. 
Should  run  to  light  their  taper  at  a  glow-worm. 
Shkkjft  St,  Patrick  fmr  IrdmuL 

Blest  heaven,  how  are  thy  ways  just  like  thy  orbs, 
InvoVd  within  each  other  7    Yet  still  we  find 
Thyjudgments  are  like  comets,  that  do  blaze, 
Afiright,  but  die  withal ;  whilst  that  thy  mercies 
Are  like  the  stars,  who  ofUtimes  are  obscurM, 
But  still  remain  the  same  behind  the  clouds. 

Fmtntain^M  Rewarda  cf  Vhtue 

There  is  a  heaven : 
This  shred  of  life  cannot  be  all  the  web 
Nature  hath  wrought  to  govern  divine  spirits ; 
There  is  a  heaven,  because  there 's  misery. 
The  divine  power  ever  blest  and  good. 
Made  not  the  world  for  an  iU-naturM  jest. 
To  sport  himself  in  pains  of  those  he  made. 

Crot0n*s  R^ubta 

Shall  we  serve  heaven 
With  less  respect  than  we  do  minister 
To  our  gross  selves  7 

Shaka,  Mcamurtfor  MmMwrt 

Heaven 
Is  as  the  book  of  God  before  thee  set. 
Wherein  to  read  his  wond*rous  works. 

MiUonU  Paradise  Loat 

Nature  and  nature's  laws  lay  hid  in  night ; 
God  said,  Let  Newton  be ;  and  all  was  light 

Pope, 
Devotion !  daughter  of  astronomy ! 
An  undevout  astronomer  is  mad. 

Young^a  Night  Tkoughia, 
What  involution !  what  extent!  what  swarms 
Of  worlds,  that  laugh  at  earth !  immensely  great. 
Immensely  distant  fix)m  each  other's  spheres  ; 
What,  then,  the  wondrous  space  through  which 

they  roll? 
At  once  it  quite  ingulphs  all  human  thought ; 
'T  is  comprehension's  absolute  defeat 

Ybttfi^f  Night  TkmghU. 


faSLL 


Thk  pro^ieet  vast,  what  is  it  T  — -  weighM  aright, 

Tis  oatore'e  syBtem  of  divinity, 

Aiui  every  stodent  of  the  night  inapires. 

Tie  elder  scriptare,  writ  by  God^s  own  hand : 

Scripture  authentic !  nncormpt  by  man. 

Toung'B  Night  ThoughtB. 
One  nm  by  day,  by  night  ten  thousand  thine ; 
And  light  ns  deep  into  the  deity; 
How  bonndless  in  magnificenoe  and  might ! 
0  what  a  canflnence  of  ethereal  fires, 
Fiom  vms  mmmnber'd,  down  tlie  steep  of  heaven, 
Streanifl  to  a  point,  and  eentres  in  my  sight! 
Nor  taniea  there;  I  ftel  it  at  my  heart: 
My  heart,  at  onee,  it  hanUes,  and  exalts; 
Lays  it  in  dost,  and  calls  it  to  the  sUesi 

Ymmf9  Night  Thoughu. 
IWea  happy  world,  where  gilded  toys 
No  mors  disturb  cnr  thoughts,  no  more  poUnte 

our  joys! 
Tlwre  light  or  shade  snoceed  no  more  by  tarns, 
There  rugns  th*  eternal  smi  with  an  midoaded  ray, 
lliere  all  is  cahn  as  night,  yet  all  immortal  day, 
Aad  tmth  ibr  eter  shinesi  and  lora  &r  ever  boms. 

IF(Stts. 
Bat  the  day  is  spent| 
And  iteci  are  kindling  in  the  firmament, 
To  OB  how  silent — thoogh  like  oars,  perchance, 
Ba^  and  foil  of  life  and  oircomstance. 

Rogeni'9  Hwmm  I^e. 
Ye  sCan !  which  are  the  poetry  of  heaven ; 
If  in  yoor  bright  leaves  we  would  read  the  ilite 
Of  men  and  empires  —-'t  is  to  be  fergiven, 
Hiat  in  our  aapiratioos  to  be  great, 
Oar  destinies  o'erleap  their  mortal  state. 
And  daim  a  kindred  with  you;  fi>r  ye  are 
A  beauty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 
In  us  soch  lore  and  reverence  from  afkr, 
That  ibrtane,  fame,  power,  life,  have  nam*d  them- 

selves  a  star.  Byron's  CAtUs  Hardd. 

Heaven  darkly  works  ^— yet,  where  the  seed  hath 

been, 
Tliera  shall  the  finitage,  glowing,  yet  be  seen. 

Mn^Hemama, 

Hie  bhw,  deep,  glorious  heavens  I — ^I  lift  mine  eye, 
And  bless  thee,  O  my  God!  that  I  have  met 

And  own*d  thine  image  in  the  majesty 
Of  their  calm  temple  still !  that  never  yet 

There  hath  thy  fiice  been  shrouded  firom  my  sight 

By  noontide  bUze,  or  sweeping  storm  of  night ! 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God ! 

Heaven  asks  no  surplice  round  the  heart  that  feels, 
Aad  all  is  holy  where  devotion  kneels. 

O.  W.  Ho&nes. 


Oh,  thou  beautiffal 
And  mdmaginable  ether !  and 
Te  multiplying  masses  of  IncreasM 
And  still  increasing  lights !  what  are  ye  7  wliat 
Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  interminable  air. 
Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  as  I  have  seen 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden  7 
Is  your  course  measur'd  for  ye?  or  do  ye 
Sweep  on  in  your  unbounded  revelry 
Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  my  soul  aches  to  think. 
Intoxicated  with  eternity? 
Oh  God !  oh  Gods !  or  whatsoe'er  ye  are ! 
How  beautifbl  ye  are  \  how  beaudfU 
Tour  works,  or  accident,  or  whatsoe'er 
They  may  be !  let  me  die,  as  atoms  die, 
(If  that  tikey  die)  or  know  ye  in  your  might 
And  knowledge !  My  thoughts  are  not  in  this  hoar 
Unworthy  what  I  see,  though  my  dust  is ; 
Spirit !  let  me  expire,  or  see  them  nearer ! 

Byron's  Ciotik 

I  cannot  be  content  with  less  than  Heaven : 
O  Heaven,  I  love  thee  ever !  sole  and  whole, 
Living,  and  comprehensive  of  all  life ; 
Tliee,  agy  world,  thee,  universal  Heaven, 

And  heavenly  universe ! 

BaiUy'9  Vuhu, 

Oh !  why  do  heavenly  visions  from  the  mind 
Pass,  like  the  rainbow  mists  that  wreathe  aroand« 
And  tinge  with  beauty  the  unsightly  rock  ? 

itfrs.  jRole's  Poana, 

Heaven  would  be  hell  if  lovM  ones  were  not  there^ 
And  any  qiot  a  heaven,  if  we  could  save 
From  every  stain  of  earth,  and  thither  bear 
The  hearti  that  are  to  us  our  hops  and  oars. 
The  soil  whereon  oar  purest  pleasores  grow 
Aroond  the  qoiet  hearth  we  often  share. 
From  the  quick  change  of  thought,  the  tender  flow 
Of  fondness  wak'd  by  smiles,  the  world  we  love 
below.  Perctrat 


HELL. 

Divines  and  dying  men  may  talk  of  hell, 
But  in  my  heart  her  several  torments  dwelt 

Shdka.  Yorkahirt  Tngtd^ 

Tet  fi^m  these  flames 
No  night,  but  rather  darkness  visible 
Serv'd  only  to  discover  sights  of  woe. 
Regions  of  sorrow,  doleful  shades,  ^ere  peaee 
And  rest  can  never  dwell,  hope  comes 
That  oomes  to  all,  but  torture  without  end. 

Jftttoa's  Porsdbs  Lm 
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There  is  a  place  in  a  black  and  hollow  vault, 
Where  day  is  never  seen ;  there  shines  no  sun. 
But  flaming  hcnror  of  consttming  fires ; 
A  UghtlesB  sulphur,  choak*d  with  smoky  fegs 
Of  an  infected  darkness ;  in  this  place 
Dwell  many  thousand  thousand  sundry  sorts 
Of  never-dying  deaths ;  there  damned  souls 
Roar  without  pity ;  there  are  gluttons  fed 
With  toads  and  adders ;  there  is  burning  oil 
Pour'd  down  the  drunkard^s  throat;  the  usurer 
Is  fbro'd  to  sup  whole  draughts  of  molten  gold ; 
There  is  the  murderer  fi>r  ever  stabbed. 
Yet  can  he  never  die ;  there  lies  the  wanton 
On  racks  of  burning  st&el,  while  in  his  soul 
He  feels  the  torment  of  his  raging  lust 
There  stand  those  wretched  things. 
Who  hfive  dream*d  out  whole  yean  in  lawless 

sheets, 
And  secret  incests,  cursing  one  another. 

Jb&nJFbrd. 
Hen  at  last 

Yawning  receiv'd  them  whole,  and  on  them  dosM ; 
Hell,  their  fit  habitation,  firaught  with  fire 
Unquenchable,  the  house  of  woe  and  pain. 

Milton't  PanuUie  LobL 

Fast  we  feund,  fest  shut, 
The  dismal  gates,  barricadoed  strong ; 
But,  long  ere  our  approaching,  heard  within 
Noise,  other  than  the  sound  of  dance  or  song ; 
Torment,  and  loud  lament,  and  fiirious  rage. 

MUton'a  Paradige  Lett. 

Hail,  horrors !  hail, 
Infernal  woild !  and  thou  profeundest  hell. 
Receive  thy  new  possessor ;  one  who  brings 
A  mind  not  to  be  changM  by  place  or  time. 
The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  ^  heaven  of  hell,  a  hell  of  heaven. 

Jlftlfofi's  ParadiH  ImL 

Here  we  may  reign  secure ;  and  in  my  choice 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  hell : 
Better  to  reign  in  hell,  than  serve  in  heaven. 

Mibon^$  Paradiu  LosL 

Lucifer,  —  Behold  my  worid!      Man's  science 

counts  it  not 
Upon  the  brightest  sky.    He  never  knows 
How  near  it  comes  to  him ;  but  swath'd  in  douds, 
As  though  in  plum*d  and  palled  state,  it  steals 
liearse-like  and  thief-like  round  the  universe. 
For  ever  rolling  and  returning  not^ 
Robbing  all  worlds  of  many  an  angel-soul-— 
With  its  light  hidden  in  its  breast,  which  bums 
With  all  coacentrate  and  superfluent  woe. 
B^  sons  ihat  this  b  Hell ! 

BaOsy'f  Ftthf. 


In  utter  darkness  fkr 
Remote,  I  beings  saw  forlorn  in  woe. 
Burning  continually,  yet  unconsum'd. 
And  there  were  groans  that  ended  mrt,  and  rigb 
That  always  sighM,  and  tears  that  ever  wept 
And  ever  fell,  but  not  in  Moray's  sight 
And  still'  I  heard  these  wretched  beings  curse 
Almighty  God,  and  curse  the  Lamb,  and  cone 
The  earth,  the  resurrection  mom,  and  seek, 
And  ever  vainly  seek,  fer  utter  death. 

PtHioek'M  Count  tf  Thnt, 

The  place  thou  saw'st  was  hell ;  the  groans  tlioo 

heard*st 
The  wailings  of  the  damn'd,  of  those  who  would 
Not  be  redeem'd. 

PcOoek'B  Ccmrm  tf  Tim 


HERMIT.— (See  Solitupe.) 


HEROES. 
To  overcome  in  battle,  and  subdue 
Nations,  and  bring  home  spoils  with  infinite 
Manslaughter,  shall  be  held  the  highest  pitch 
Of  human  glory,  and  for  glory  done 
Of  triumph,  to  be  styPd  great  oonqueron, 
Patrons  of  mankind,  gods,  and  sons  of  gods, 
Destroyers  rightlier  call*d  and  plagues  of  men. 
JIf tZtofi^f  Parage  LotL 

Conquerors,  who  leave  behind 
Nothing  but  ruin,  whcresoe'er  they  rove. 
And  all  the  flourishing  works  of  peace  destroy, 
Then  swell  with  pride,  and  must  be  titled  godi, 
Great  benefactors  of  mankind,  deliverers, 
Worshipp'd  with  temple,  priest  and  sacrifice; 
One  is  the  son  of  Jove,  of  Mars  the  other; 
Till  conq'ror  death  discover  them  scarce  men, 
Rolling  in  brutish  vices,  and  defi>rm'd, 
Violent  or  shameful  death  their  due  reward. 

MiUon*9  Paradin  Regaiasi 

For  great  commanders  only  own 
What 's  prosperous  by  the  soldier  done. 

Bidler'9  Hudibrui. 

For  he  was  of  that  noble  trade 
That  demi-gods  and  heroes  made. 
Slaughter  and  knocking  on  the  head. 
The  trade  to  which  they  all  were  bred; 
And  is,  like  others,  glorious  when 
'Tis  great  and  large,  but  base  if  mean. 
The  former  rides  in  triumph  fer  it, ' 
The  latter  in  a  two-wheePd  chariot. 
For  daring  to  proflme  a  thing 
So  sacred  with  vile  bungling. 
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Tluiifs  of  the  noblest  kind  hi*  genius  drew, 

And  look'd  through  nature  at  a  single  Tiew ; 

A  looee  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  soul, 

And  taught  new  lands  U>  rise,  new  seas  to  roll ; 

Can*d  into  being  scenes  unknown  before. 

And,  passing  naturc^s   bounds,  was  something 

more.  ChurehiWa  Roidad, 

Tet  reason  Aowns  in  war*8  unequal  game, 
Where  wasted  nations  raise  a  single  name ; 
And  mortgag'd  states  their  grandsire^s  wreaths 

regret. 
From  age  to  age  in  everlasting  debt ; 
Wreaths  which  at  last  the  dear-bought  right  convey 
To  rust  on  medals,  or  on  stones  decaj. 

Dr,  Johnson'a  Vanity  of  Hitman  Wighet. 
At  every  step 
Out  foot  half  sunk  in  hillocks  green  and  soft, 
Raia*d  by  the  mole,  the  miner  of  the  soiL 
He,  not  unlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind. 
Disfigures  earth,  and  pk>tting  in  the  dark, 
Toils  much  to  earn  a  monumental  pile. 
That  may  record  the  mischief  he  has  done. 

C(nDper*»  Task, 
Let  laurels,  drcnchM  in  pure  Parnassian  dews, 
Reward  his  memory,  dear  to  every  muse. 
Who  with  a  courage  of  unshaken  root. 
In  hcmouT^s  field  advancing  his  firm  foot, 
Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  justice  draws. 
And  will  prevail  or  perish  in  the  cause. 

CowpfT, 

Bat  let  eternal  infamy  pursue 
The  wretch  to  nought  but  his  ambition  true, 
Who  for  the  sake  of  filling  with  one  blast 
Hie  post4ioms  of  all  Europe,  lays  her  waste. 

Cowper, 
Each  with  a  gigantic  stride. 
Trampling  on  all  the  flourishing  works  of  peace 
To  make  his  greatness  greater,  and  Inscribe 

His  name  in  blood. 

Rogera'a  Italy, 
And  though  in  peaceful  garb  arrayed. 
And  weaponless  except  his  blade. 
His  stately  mien  as  well  implied 
A  high-bom  heart  and  martial  pride, 
As  if  a  baron*s  crest  he  wore, 
And  sheathed  in  armour  trod  the  shore. 

Seta's  Lady  tftU  I^ake. 
On  hu  bold  visage  middle  age 
Had  slightly  pressed  his  signet  sage, 
Tet  had  not  quenched  the  open  truth, 
And  fiery  vehemence  of  youth ; 
Forward  and  frolic  glee  was  there,  I 

The  will  to  do,  the  soul  to  dare, 
The  sparkling  glance,  soon  Uown  to  fire. 
Of  hasty  love,  or  headlong  ire. 

Scau's  Lady  rf  the  Laks. 


Proud  was  his  tone,  but  calm ;  his  eye 
Had  tiiat  compelling  dignity, 
His  mien  that  bearing  haught  and  high. 
Which  common  spirits  fear. 

ScoWs  Lord  of  the  laletL 

I  want  a  hero:  an  uncommon  want, 

W^hen  every  year  and  month  sends  forth  a  new 

one, 
Till,  aflcr  cloying  the  gazettes  with  cant. 
The  age  discovers  he  is  not  the  true  one. 

J^yroM. 

Vernon,  the  butcher  Cumberland,  Wolfe,  Hawke, 
Prince   Ferdinand,  Granby,  Borgoyne,  Kcppe^ 

Howe, 
Evil  and  good,  have  had  their  tithe  of  talk. 
And  fillM  their  sign-posts  then,  like  Wellesley  now. 

Byrom» 
*T  is  thus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 
Makes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction. 
As  roll  the  waters  to  the  breathing  wind. 
Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bulPs  protection. 
Or  as  a  little  dog  will  lead  the  blind, 
Or  a  bell.wethcr  from  tlie  flock's  connection. 
By  tinkling  sounds,  when  they  go  forth  to  victual. 
Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 

Byron. 

I  know  thee  for  a  man  of  many  thoughts. 
And  deeds  of  good  and  ill,  extreme  in  both. 
Fatal  and  fated  in  thy  suficrings. 

Byron's  Manfitd 

All  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent ; 
But  where  he  wished  to  win,  so  well  unbent. 
That  kindness  cancelled  fear  in  those  who  heard 
And  other's  gifts  showed  mean  beside  his  word. 
When  echoed  to  the  heart  as  firom  his  own. 
His  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  tone : 
But  such  was  fiireigx  to  his  wonted  mood. 
He  cared  not  what  he  softened,  but  subdued; 
The  evil  passion  of  his  youth  had  made 
Him  value  less  who  loved  ^  than  what  obeyed. 

Byron's  Corsair 
They  crouched  to  him,  for  he  had  skill. 
To  warp  and  wield  the  vulgar  will 

Byron's  Siege  of  Conntk 
Unlike  the  heroes  of  each  ancient  race. 
Demons  in  act,  but  gods  at  least  in  face. 
In  Conrad's  form  seems  little  to  admire. 
Though  his  dark  eyebrow  shades  a  glance  of  fire  i 
Robust  but  not  Herculean  —  to  the  sight 
No  giant  frame  sets  fi>rth  his  common  height; 
Yet,  in  the  whole,  who  paused  to  look  again* 
Saw  more  than  makes  the  crowd  of  vulgar  men , 
They  gaze  and  marvel  how — and  still  confess 
That  thus  it  is,  but  why  they  cannot  guess. 

Bynm's  Ca 
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Tea !  rear  thy  guardian  Hero's  form 
On  thy  proud  soil,  thou  Western  World  I 
A  watcher  through  each  sign  of  storm. 

O'er  Freedom's  flag  unfurl'd. 
Kliere,  as  before  a  shrine  ye  bow, 
Bid  thy  true  sons  their  children  lead ; 
The  language  of  that  noble  brow 

For  all  things  good  shall  plead. 

Mr$,  Hemaru^B  Poemi, 

Whoever,  with  an  earnest  soul. 

Strives  for  some  end  from  this  low  world  afiur. 
Still  upward  travels  though  he  miss  the  goal. 

And  strays— kit  towards  a  star ! 

Bvkoer. 

Better  than  Fame,  is  still  the  wish  for  Fame, 
The  constant  training  for  a  glorious  strife ; 
llie  Athlete,  nurtur'd  fi>r  the  CNympian  game. 
Gains  strength,  at  least  fot  Life. 

BvUmt, 
To  the  Hero,  when  his  sword 

Has  won  the  battle  fer  the  fi*ee, 
Death's  voice  sounds  like  a  pn^het's  word ; 
And  in  its  hollow  tones  are  heard 
Tlie  thanks  of  millions  yet  to  be ! 

HaUeek'9  Boxxaru, 
His  was  Octavian's  prosperous  star, 
The  rush  of  CeBsar's  conquering  car 

AtbatUe'scall; 
His,  Scipio'a  virtue ;  his,  the  skill. 
And  the  indomitable  will 
Of  Hannibal 

Longfdlow*»  TranBhaiaM. 

All  may  be  heroes :  — 
**  The  man  who  rules  his  spirit,"  saith  the  Voice 
Which  cannot  err,  ^**  is  greater  than  the  man 
Who  takes  a  city."    Hence  it  surely  follows, 
If  each  might  have  dominion  of  himself; 
And  each^  would  govern  wisely,  and  thus  show 
Truth,  courage,  knowledge,  power,  benevolence, 
And  all  the  princely  soul  in  private  virtues,  — 
Then  each  would  be  a  prince,  a  Hero — greater- 
He  will  be  man  in  likeness  of  his  Maker ! 

Mr$,  Hal^B  Ormond  OroBvenor, 
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But  seeing  causes  are  the  chiefest  things 
That  should  be  noted  of  the  stoiy  writers ; 
That  men  may  learn  what  end  all  causes  brings, 
'1  hey  be  unworthy  name  of  chroniclers, 
That  .eave  them  clean  out  of  their  registers; 
Or  doubtfully  report  them :  fer  the  fruit 
C*f  reading  stories,  standeth  in  the  suit 

Mirror  for  MagtBtraieB, 


But  story-writers  ooghi  fer  n^tW  gbry, 
Fear,  nor  fiivour,  tmth  of  things  to  spare: 
But  still  it  feres,  as  always  it  did  fera; 
Affections,  fear,  or  doubts  that  daily  brew. 
Do  cause  that  stories  never  can  be  true. 

MuTOT  for  MBgittaiBBk 
Hiere  is  a  history  in  all  men's  lives, 
Fig'ring  the  nature  of  the  times  deoeas'd; 
The  which  observ'd,  a  man  may  prophesy 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  thbgt 
As  yet  not  come  to  life ;  which  in  their  seedi 
And  weak  beginnings  lie  entreasured. 

ShakB.  Henry  IV.   Part  II 
Would  God  our  times  had  had  some  sacred  wight, 
Whose  words  as  happy  as  our  swords  had  been ; 
To  have  prepared  fer  us  trophies  aright 
Of  undecaying  firames  t'  have  rested  in; 
Triumphant  arks  of  perdurable  might: 

0  holy  lines !  that  such  advantage  win 
Upon  the  scythe  of  time,  in  spite  of  years : 
How  blessed  they,  who  gain  wliat  never  wean! 

Damd^B  CM  War. 

1  remember  in  the  age  of  Assaracus 

And  Ninus,  and  about  the  wars  of  Thebes, 
And  the  siege  of  Troy,  there  were  few  thiagi 

committed 
To  my  chsrge,  but  those  that  were  well  worthy 
The  preserving ;  but  now  ev'ry  trifle 
Must  be  wrapped  up  in  the  volume  of  eternity: 
A  rich  pudding  wife,  or  a  cobbler  cannot  die, 
But  I  must  immortalize  his  name  with 
An  epitaph :  a  dog  cannot  tread  on 
A  nobleman's  shoe,  but  it  must  be  sprinkled 
Into  the  chronicles ;  so  that  I  never 
Could  remember  my  treasury  more  full,  and 
Never  emptier  of  honourable 
And  true  heroical  actions.  Liana. 

This  is  a  great  feult  in  a  chronologer 
To  turn  parasite ;  an  absolute  historian 
Should  be  in  fear  of  none ;  neither  should  he 
Write  any  thing  more  than  truth  fer  fiicndshipi 
Or  else  fer  hate ;  but  keep  himself  equal 
And  constant  in  all  his  discourses.  y.. 

Chronologen,  many  of  them,  are  so  Antastic, 
As  when  they  bring  a  eaptain  to  the  combat. 
Lifting  up  his  revengefVil  arm  to  dispart 
The  head  of  his  enemy,  they'U  hold  up 
His  arms  so  long,  till  they  luive  bestow'd  t^«ea 
Or  feur  pages  in  describing  the  gold 
HHiB  of  his  threat'ning  felchion ;  so  tiiat 
In  my  fency  the  reader  may  well  wonder 
His  adversary  stabs  hiao  not,  befero 
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Thft  style  is  ftdl,  an^  piinodj, 
Sutdy  and  ft^solate  beyond  whate'er 
Then  eyes  haire  wen ;  and  Rome,  wboae  majesty 
Ii  there  deseribM,  in  afler  times  diall  owe 
For  her  memorial  to  your  learned  pen. 
More  fhan  to  all  those  fadings  monuments 
Bnilt  with  the  riches  of  the  spoiled  world. 
When  rost  shall  eat  her  Iff  ass,  when  time's  strong 

hand 
Shall  bmise  to  dost  her  marble  palaces, 
TVimnphant  arches,  pillars,  obelisks ; 
When  Julias'  temple,  Claudius'  aqueducts, 
Agrippa's  baths,  and  Pompey's  theatre ; 
Nay,  Rome  itself  shall  not  be  found  at  all, 
Hlstarians*  books  shall  live ; — those  strong  records, 
Tlose  deathless  monuments  alone  shall  show 
What,  and  how  great,  the  Roman  empire  was. 

May*B  AgripfhuL 

Tho  noblest  spur  imto  the  sons  of  fame, 
Is  thirst  of  honour,  and  to  have  their  name 
&iroD*d  in  ftithlul  history :  Thus  worth 
Wu  by  a  wise  ambition  first  brought  forth. 
IVoth  is  the  historian's  crown,  and  art 
Sqoares  it  to  stricter  ooroeliness. 

Jchn  HaU  en  CImrUt  AJkyru 
Hjstorians,  only  things  of  weight, 
Resotts  of  persons,  or  afiBiirs  of  state. 
Briefly,  with  truth  and  deamess  should  relate: 
Laeonic  shortness  memory  feeds. 

HeaA, 
Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars  and  feats 
Of  heroes  little  known,  and  call  the  rant 
A  hijtory ;  describe  the  man  of  whom 
His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note, 
And  paint  his  person,  character,  and  views. 
As  they  had  known  him  from  his  mother's  womb. 

Cowper'B  Task. 
fiit  at  the  ibet  of  history  ^through  night 
Of  years  the  steps  of  virtue  she  shall  trace 
And  show  the  earlier  ages,  where  her  sight 
Cka  pieroe  the  eternal  shadows  o'er  her  face  ;•— 
When  fiom  the  genial  cradle  of  our  race, 
Wenft  Ihrdi  the  tribes  of  men. 

Bryan^-^The  Ag9a. 
Tho  ckssic  days,  &oee  naothers  of  romanoe, 
lliat  rooMd  a  nation  fi>r  a  woman's  gbmoe, 
The  age  of  mystery  with  its  hoarded  power, 
That  girt  the  tyrant  in  his  storied  tower. 
Have  pest  and  faded  like  a  dream  of  youth, 
And  riper  eras  ask  fiir  history's  troth. 

O.  W.  Holme$, 


HOME. 
The  first  sure  symptoms  of  a  mind  in  health. 
^  nrt  of  heart,  and  pleasure  felt  at  home. 

Young'a  Nigki  Thoughtt, 


Home  is  the  resort 
Of  love,  of  Jby,  of  peace  and  plenty,  where, 
Supporting  and  supported,  poiish'd  friends 
And  dear  relations  mingle  into  bUss. 

Thomson's  Seammt, 
Tlie  touch  of  kindred  too  and  love  he  feels ; 
The  modest  eye,  whose  beams  on  his  alone 
Ecstatic  shine :  the  little  strong  embrace 
Of  prattling  children,  twin'd  around  his  neck, 
And  emulous  to  ]dease  him,  caUtng  forth 
The  fond  patemal  soul.    Nor  purpose  gay, 
Amusement,  dance  or  song,  he  sternly  scorns; 
For  happiness  and  tme  philosophy 
Are  of  the  social,  still,  and  smiling  kind. 
This  is  the  lifo  which  those  who  fret  in  guilt. 
And  guilty  cities,  never  know;  the  lifo. 
Led  by  primeval  ages,  uncormpt, 
When  angels  dwelt,  and  God  himself  with  Maa! 
Tftomson's  Seatmm. 
My  country,  sir,  is  not  a  single  spot 
Of  such  a  mould,  or  fix'd  to  such  a  clime ; 
No,  'tis  the  social  circle  of  my  friends. 
The  lov'd  community  in  which  I  'm  link'd. 
And  in  whose  welfare  all  my  wishes  centre. 

Milier^B  Mdhomd 
Let  me  live  amongst  high  thoughts,  and  smil^ 
As  beautiful  as  love ;  with  grasping  hands. 
And  a  heart  that  flutters  with  diviner  Hfe 
Whene'er  my  step  is  heard. 

Proetor't  Mirandola» 

Svreet  Auburn !  loveliest  village  of  the  plain. 
Where  health  and  plenty  dieer'd  the  laboring 

swain. 
Where  smiling  spring  its  earliest  visit  paid. 
And  parting  summer's  ling'ring  blooms  delay'd : 
Dear  lovely  bow'rs  of  innocence  and  ease. 
Seats  of  my  youth,  when  ev'ry  sport  could  please; 
How  often  have  I  loiter'd  o'er  thy  green, 
Where  humble  happiness  endeai^d  each  scene ! 
Gcidmith't  Duerted  ViUags. 

In  all  my  wand'rings  round  this  world  of  cave, 
In  all  my  griefo-^and  God  has  given  my  shar»— 
I  still  had  hopes  my  latest  hours  to  crown. 
Amidst  these  humble  bow'ra  to  lay  me  down; 
To  husband  out  lifo's  taper  at  the  close. 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wasting,  by  repose  s 
I  still  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  still. 
Amidst  the  swains  to  show  my  book-leam'd  skil^ 
Around  my  fire  an  evening  group  to  draw. 
And  ten  of  all  I  folt  and  all  I  saw; 
And,  as  a  hare,  whom  hound  and  horns  pursue. 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  first  she  flew« 
I  stm  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  past. 
Hero  to  return— and  die  at  home  at  last 
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Tht»  every  good  his  native  wilds  impurt 
Imprints  the  patriot  passion  on  his  heart ; 
And  even  those  hills,  that  round  his  mansioo  rise. 
Enhance  the  bliss  his  scanty  fond  supplies. 
Dear  is  that  shed  to  which  his  soul  conforms, 
And  dear  that  hill  which  liils  him  to  the  storms  \ 
And  as  a  child,  when  scaring  sounds  molest, 
Clings  close  and  closer  to  the  mother's  breast. 
So  the  loud  torrent,  and  the  whirlwind's  roar. 
But  bind  him  to  his  native  mountain  more. 

OoldmnUh'a  Trmdier, 

In  ev'ry  government,  though  terrors  reign, 
Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  restrain, 
How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  cause  or  core ! 
Still  to  ourselves  in  ev*ry  place  consigned. 
Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find : 
^th  secret  course,  which  no  loud  storms  annoy, 
Glides  the  smooth  current  of  domestic  joy. 

GoidmiUCz  Traveler, 

At  lengtli  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view. 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
Th*  expectant  wee  things,  todlin  stachcr  through 
To  meet  their  dad,  wi'  flichtering  noise  and  glee; 
His  wee-bit  ingle  blinkin  bonilie, 
Ifis  clean  hcarth-stane,  his  thrifty  wifie's  smile, 
The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee. 
Does  a'  his  weary  kiaugh  and  care  beguile, 
And  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  and  his  toil. 
Bwm»'9  Catter'9  Saturday  NighL 

His  warm  but  simple  home  where  he  enjoys 
With  her  who  shares  his  pleasure  and  his  heart, 
Sweet  converse. 

CoiDper's  Task 

Give  me  my  home,  to  quiet  dear. 
Where  hours  untold  and  peaceful  move ; 
So  fate  ordain  I  sometimes  there 
Hay  hear  the  voice  of  him  I  love. 

Jlfrs.  Opte. 

The  angry  word  suppressed,  the  taunting  thoughts ; 
Subduing  and  subdu'd,  the  petty  strife, 
Which  clouds  the  colour  of  domestic  life. 
The  sober  comfort,  all  the  peace  which  springs 
From  the  large  aggregate  of  little  things; 
On  these  small  cares  of — daughter — wife — or 

friend. 
The  almc«t  sacred  joys  of  home  depend. 

Hannah  More, 

The  land  was  beautiful— 
l^'air  rose  the  spires,  and  gay  the  buildings  were. 
And  rich  the  plains,  like  dreams  of  blessed  isles; 
l^ut  when  I  heard  my  country's  music  breatbei 
I  fligh'd  to  be  among  her  wilds  again ! 

Ifatonn'f  Fredclfik  [ 


On  thy  calm  joys  with  what  delight  I  dream. 
Thou  dear  green  v&Uey  of  niy  nativo  stream ! 
Faney  o'er  thee  still  waves  th'  enchanting  wand. 
And  every  nook  of  time  in  fairy  land. 

Blooo\fiM»  Broken  CruUk 

Breathes  there  a  man  with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  himself  hath  said, 
This  is  my  own,  my  native  land ! 
Whose  heart  hath  ne'er  within  him  burn'd. 
As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  tum'd, 
Yiom.  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand  ?  \ 

ScotCo  Lay  of  the  La9t  MhutnL 

There  blend  the  ties  that  strengthen 

Our  hearts  in  hours  of  grief^ 

The  silver  links  that  lengthen 

Joy's  visits  when  most  brief! 

Then,  dost  thou  sigh  for  pleasure  7 

O !  do  not  widely  roam ! 

But  seek  that  hidden  treasure 

At  home,  dear  home ! 

Bernard  BarUtL 

I  ficw  to  the  pleasant  fields  travers'd  so  oA 

In  life's  morning  march,  when  my  boeom  was 

young, 
I  heard  my  own  mottntain*goats  bleating  aloft. 
And  knew  the  sweet  strain  that  the  oom-ieapers 

sung. 
Then  pledg'd  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fi>ndly  I  ewore. 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to 

part; 
My  little  one  kiss'd  me  a  thousand  times  o'er. 
And  my  wife  sobb'd  aloud  in  her  fulness  of  heart 

CampbdL 

Leans  o'er  its  humble  gate  and  thinks  the  while-^ 
Oh !  that  for  me  some  home  like  this  would  smile. 
Some  hamlet  shade,  to  yield  my  sickly  form, 
Health  in  the  breeze,  and  shelter  in  the  storm. 

CampbeWo  Pleawreo  of  Hope, 

They  gain  by  twilight's  hour  their  lonely  isle, 
To  them  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile ; 
The  haven  hums  with  many  a  cheering  soond. 
The  beacons  blaze  their  wonted  stations  round, 
The  boats  are  darting  o'er  the  early  bay. 
And  sportive  dolphins  bend  them  through  tlia 

spray; 
Even  the  hoarse  sea-bird's  shrill  discordant  shriek, 
Greeti  like  the  welcome  of  his  tuneless  beak! 
Beneath    each    lamp    that    through  its  lattice 

gleams. 
Their  fancy  paints  the  fiiends  that  trim  the 

beams. 
Oh !  what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home^ 
lake  hope's  gay  glance  from  ocean's  troubled  loam. 

Byrai'f  CoTMsr. 


HOMS. 
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Tis  vweet  to  hear  the  watob-do^'s  honest  bark, 
Baj  deep-inoath*d  welcome  ae  we  <lraw  near  home 
Til  eweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  wiU  mark 
Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  oome. 

He  entered  in  his  house — bis  home  no  more, 
For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home ;— and  felt 
The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 
Without  a  welcome. 

Byron. 

And  say,  without  our  hopes,  without  our  fears. 
Without  the  home  that  plighted  love  endears, 
Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  won. 
Oh !  what  were  man  7  —  a  world  without  a  sun. 

Byron, 
We  may  roam  thro*  this  world,  Uke  a  child  at  a 

feast. 
Who  hut  dps  of  a  sweet,  and  then  flies  to  the 

rest. 
And  when  pleasure  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  east. 
We  may  order  our  wings  and  be  off  to  the  west ; 
But  if  hearts  that  feel,  and  eyes  that  smile. 
Are  the  dearest  gifts  that  heaven  supplies. 
We  aerer  need  leave  our  ovTn  green  iele. 
For  sensitive  hearts,  and  for  sun-bright  eyes. 

Jfoore. 

Alona  by  the  Schuylkill  a  wanderer  rov*d, 
And  bright  were  its  flowery  banks  to  his  eye ; 
B«t  fer,  very  far  were  the  flriends  that  he  lov*d, 
And  he  gaz*d  on  its  flowery  banks  with  a  sigh ! 
O  nature !  though  blessed  and  bright  are  thy  rays, 
O'er  the  brow  of  creation  enchantingly  thrown. 
Yet  lUnt  are  they  all  to  the  lustre  that  plays 
In  a  amile  from  the  heart  that  is  dearly  our  own ! 

JIfoore. 

Soenae  of  my  birth,  and  careless  childhood  hours ! 
STe  smiling  lulls,  and  spacious  fertile  vales ! 
Where  oft  I  wanderM  plucking  vernal  flowers, 
And  revellM  in  the  odour-breathing  gales ; 
Should  fickle  fete,  with  talismanic  wand. 
Bear  me  afar  where  either  India  glows, 
Or  fix  my  dwelling  on  the  polar  land, 
Where  nature  wears  her  ever-dnring  snows ; 
Still  shall  your  charms  my  fendest  themes  adorn; 
When  placid  evening  paints  the  western  sky. 
And  when  Hyperion  wakes  the  blushing  mora. 
To  rear  his  goigeous  sapphire  throne  on  high. 
For  to  the  guiltless  heart,  where'er  we  roam. 
No  scenes  delight  us  like  our  much-lovM  home. 

Robert  HUOottse. 
O,  it  was  pitiful! 
Near  a  whole  city  ffaU, 
Booke  t^  had  none. 

I%oma$Hood. 


When  thy  heart,  in  its  pride,  woahl  stray 
From  the  pure  first  loves  of  its  youth  away— 
When  the  sullying  breath  of  the  worid  would  comt 
O'er  the  flowers  it  brought  from  its  childhood's 


Thmk  of  the  tree  at  thy  father's  door. 
And  the  kindly  spell  shall  have  power  once  more. 
Afrs.  HemaiiO^o  Poemo, 

I  love  that  dear  old  home !  my  mother  liv'd  there 
Her  first  sweet  marriage  years,  and  last  sad 

widow'd  ones. 
Hie  sunlight  there  seems  to  me  brighter  far 
Than  wheresoever  else.    I  know  the  forms 
Of  every  tree  and  mountain,  hill  and  ddl ; 
Its  waters  gurgle  like  a  tongue  I  know  ;— 
It  is  my  home. 

Mro.  FrancMO  K.  BuOtr. 

We  leave 
Our  home  in  youth — no  matter  to  what  end— • 
Study ^or  strife — or  pleasure,  or  what  not; 
And  coming  back  in  few  short  years,  we  find 
All  as  we  left  it  outside ;  the  old  elms. 
The  house,  the  grass,  gates,  and  latehet's  self-same 

click : 
But  lift  that  latehet, — all  is  chang'd  as  doom. 

BaUet/*$  FesfuA 

Between  broad  fields  of  wheat  and  com 
Is  the  lowly  home  where  I  was  bom ; 
The  peach-tree  leans  against  the  wall. 
And  the  woodbine  wanders  over  all. 
There  is  the  bam, — and  as  of  yore, 
I  can  smell  the  hay  fl-om  the  open  door, 
And  see  the  busy  swallows  throng. 
And  hear  the  peewee's  mournful  song. 
Oh,  ye  who  daily  cross  the  sill. 
Step  lightly,  for  I  love  it  still ; 
And  when  you  crowd  the  old  bam  eaves. 
Then  think  what  countless  harvest  sheaves 
Have  passed  within  that  scented  door 
To  gladden  eyes  that  are  no  more. 

T.  Buchanan  Read, 

Bright  is  the  beautiful  land  of  our  birth. 
The  home  of  the  homeless  all  over  the  earth ! 

Streei'o  Poemo, 

Home  is  the  sphere  of  harmony  and  peace. 
The  spot  where  angels  find  a  resting-place. 
When,  bearing  blessings,  they  descend  to  earth. 
Mrs.  HdU'8  Poem 

Nor  need  we  power  or  splendour^*- 

Wide  hall  or  lordly  dome; 
The  good,  the  true,  the  tender-*- 

These  ferm  the  wealth  of  home. 

Mio.nde$Fi 


HONESTY-HONOUR. 


My  eon — thoa  wik  dream  the  worM  is  fkir. 
And  thj  epirit  wffl  righ  fo  roun, 

And  thoa  muat  go  ;-^but  ncTer,  when  there, 
Forget  the  light  of  home* 


HONESTT. 

Forgive  mj  general  and  exoeptleai  rashneai^ 
You  perpetoal  aober  gods !    I  do  proclaim 
One  honest  man — mistake  me  not — but  one ; 
No  more,  I  pray  ^  and  he  is  a  steward. 

Shak$.  TkntmefMheM, 

Methinks  tiion  art  mora  honest  now  than  wise ; 
For,  by  oppressing  and  betrajring  me, 
Thou  might^st  have  sooner  got  another  servioe  r 
For  many  so  arriTo  at  second  masters, 
Upon  their  first  lord's  neck* 

Shak9»  Tbnom  of  AihmB. 

O  wretched  fbol, 
TiuLt  Uv*st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice  ^— 
O  monstrous  world !  Take  note,  take  note,  O  world ! 
To  be  direct  and  honest  is  not  safe. 

8hak9.  OtheOo, 

Ay,  sir ;  to  be  honest  as  this  world  goes. 
Is  to  be  one  picked  out  of  ten  thousand. 

Shak$.HamUL 

There  is  no  terrw,  Cassins,  in  your  threats ! 
For  I  am  arm*d  so  strong  in  honesty. 
That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  respect  not 

Shakt.  JuUut  Casar, 

Lands  mortgag'd  may  return,  and  more  esteem'd ; 
But  honesty  once  pawn*d,  is  ne*er  redeem*d. 

MiddUUmU  Trick  to  eateh  Ike  old  One. 

An  honest  soul  is  like  a  ship  at  sea. 
That  sleeps  at  anchor  when  the  ocean  *s  calm ; 
But  when  she  rages,  and  the  wind  blows  high. 
He  cuts  hii  way  with  skill  and  majesty. 

BeaununU  and  FUuhm*9  Htnuat  Btan*9  FmrUtne, 
An  honest  man  is  stiU  an  unmov*d  rock, 
Wash'd  whiter,  but  not  shaken  with  the  shock: 
Whose  heart  conceives  no  sinister  device ; 
Fearless  he  plays  with  flames,  and  treads  on  ice. 
I>avenporC9  City  NighUCap>, 

Take  heed  what  you  say,  sir ! 
An  hundred  honest  men !  why  if  there  were 
Ko  many  i*  th'  city,  Hwere  enough  to  fikrfeit 
Their  charter. 

ShirUy'9  QmMtUr. 

Heav  n,  that  made  me  honest,  made  me  more 
Than  ever  king  did,  when  he  made  a  lord. 


The  man  who  pauses  on  Ms  honesty 
Wants  little  of  the  viHain. 

Mttftjfm9  TsMOlSML 

A  wit*8  a  fttttfaer,  and  a  diief  a  rod ; 

An  honest  man  *b  the  noblest  work  of  God. 

Pept?9  J9fsay  am  Man, 

Honesty, 

A  name  scaroe  echo  to  a  sound — honesty ! 
Attend  the  stately  chambers  of  the  great — 
It  dwells  not  there,  nor  in  the  trading  world : 
Speaks  it  in  councils  7    No :  the  sophist  knows 

To  laugh  it  thence. 

Iiavairff9  Scamderbeg. 

All  is  vanity  which  is  not  honesty — tbns  is  it 

graven  on  the  tomb ; — 
I  speak  of  honest  purpose,  character,  speech  and 

action.        Tttpper'9  ProoeMd  PhSUmnphf, 
Honesty,  even  by  itself,  though  making  many 

adversaries 
Whom  prudence  might  have  set  aude,  or  charity 

have  sc^n'd, 
Evermore  will  prosper  at  the  last,  and  gain  a  man 

great  honour. 

Tupper'9  PrweMd  PhOmophy. 


HONOUR. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life ;  both  grow  in  one ; 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 

Shak9.  Richard  IL 
The  mere  vrord  's  a  slave, 
DebanchM  on  every  tomb;  on  every  grave, 
A  lying  trophy ;  and  as  oft  is  dumb. 
Where  dust  and  damn*d  oblivion  b  the  tomb 
Of  honour'd  bones  indeed. 

83idk9.  AU'9  Wdl  that  End9  WeO 
That  is  honourM  scorn. 
Which  chaUenges  itself  as  honour's  bom. 
And  is  not  like  the  sire :  honours  thrive. 
When  rather  from  our  acts  we  them  derive. 
Than  our  fere-goers. 

Shak9.  AU'9  Wa 

Fhim  lowest  place  when  Wrtuous  things  proceed. 
The  place  is  dignify*d  by  the  doer's  deed : 
When  great  additions  swell,  and  virtue  none. 

It  is  a  dropsied  honour. 

8iak9.  JUU  WA 

Honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  scar, 
As  oft  it  loses  aH 

Shak9.  Att*9  Wfl. 

For  life,  I  prize  it. 
As  I  weigh  grief^  which  I  would  spare :  for  honoor, 
'T  is  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 
And  only  that  I  stand  for. 

SUki.  Wmi9t*9  TVs. 


HCH^OTO. 


Li&  every  man  holds  deer;  but  the  dear  man 
HflUi  henonr  &r  more  preciooa  dew  than  U6. 

SkakB,  TrmliuM  and  Cr$$nda, 
Sightly  Id  be  great, 
Ia»  not  to  sljr  without  great  argument; 
Bat  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw. 
When  honour  *6  at  the  stake. 

Shak$,Hamtd. 

Bf  heaven,  mefhinks,  it  were  an  easy  leap, 

To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  moon ; 

Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 

Where  fiithom-line  could  never  touch  the  groondf 

And  phick  up  dsowned  honour  by  the  locks : 

So  he,  that  doth  redeem  her  thence  might  wear, 

Without  oo-iival,  all  her  dignitiea 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    Pari  L 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  of  gold, 
Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  cost ; 
It  yearns  me  not  if  men  my  garments  wear ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  desires : 
But  if  it  be  a  sin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  most  offending  soul  alive. 

ShaJu.  Henry  V. 
What  is  that  you  would  impart  to  me  7 
If  It  be  aught  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i*  th'  other. 
And  I  will  look  on  both  iudifibien^Iy : 
For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me,  ss  1  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death* 

Shak§,  Julnu  Ca$ar» 
The  king  has  cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  grace :  and  from  these  shoulders, 
These  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  sink  a  navy — ^too  much  honour : 
O,  *t  is  a  burden,  Ciomwell,  *t  is  a  burden. 
Too  heavy  ftr  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven ! 

ShaU  Henry  VIIL 

Let  none  presume 
To  wear  an  undeserved  dignity. 
O,  that  estates,  degrees,  and  offices, 
Were  not  derivM  corruptly  I  and  that  dear  honour 
Wen  pnmhaifd  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  I 
How  many  then  should  cover,  that  stand  bare  7 
How  many  be  commanded  that  command  7 
How  mudi  low  peasantry  would  then  be  gleaa'd 
Fkom  the  true  seed  of  honour  7  and  how  moch 

honour 
PiekM  firom  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  timesi 
To  be  new  vamish'd  7 

Shaktn  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Perseverance,  dear  my  lord, 
Keeps  honour  bright    To  have  done  is  to  hang 
Qmte  out  of  ^hion,  like  a  rusty  mail 
In  monumental  mockery. 

Shake,  IVosZut  and  Creeeida, 


For  Bnitas  is  an  henovrable  roan. 
So  are  they  all -^  all  honouraUe  men. 

Shak$,  Jm&is  C« 
Thoa  idol,  honour,  which  we  fbols  adore ! 
How  many  plagues  do  rest  in  thee  to  grieve  us  7 
Which,  when  we  have«  we  find  there  is  much  more 
Than  that,  which  ouly  is  a  name,  can  give  us : 
Of  real  comforts  thou  dost  leave  us  poor, 
And  of  those  joys  thou  often  dost  deprive  us. 
That  with  ourselves  doth  set  us  at  debate, 
And  makes  us  beggars  in  our  greatest  state. 

DrayUm*9  Baron'e  Wart. 
Tou  still  insist  upon  that  idol,  honour ; 
Can  it  renew  your  youth  7  can  it  add  wealth  7 
That,  take  off  wrinkles  7  can  it  draw  mcn*s  eyes 
To  gase  upon  you  in  your  age  7  can  honour. 
That  truly  is  a  saint  to  none  but  soldiers. 
And  lookM  into,  bears  no  reward  but  danger. 
Leave  you  the  most  respected  person  living  ^ 

Beaunumt  and  Fletcher's  VaUn^ne. 
Honour  is 
Virtue^s  allowed  ascent :  honour  that  clasps 
All  perfect  justice  in  her  arms ;  that  craves 
No  more  respect  than  what  she  gives ;  that  does 
Nothing  but  what  she  *11  suffer. 

Jfefosf tfi^er*s  Very  Woman 
1.  Speak  the  height  of  honour. 
3.  No  man  to  offend, 
Ne*er  to  reveal  the  secrets  of  a  fiiend; 
Rather  to  sufl^  than  to  do  a  wrong ; 
To  make  the  heart  no  stranger  to,  tfao  tongue, 
Provoked,  not  to  betray  an  enemy. 
Nor  eat  his  meat,  I  choke  with  flattary; 
Blushless  to  tell  wherefore  I  wear  my  sttan» 
Or  fi>r  my  conscience,  or  my  countiy's  wars; 
To  aim  at  just  things ;  if  we  have  wildly  run 
Into  offences  ^  wish  them  all  undone. 
'T  is  poor  in  grief,  for  a  wrong  done  to  die, 
Honour  to  dare  to  live,  and  satisfy. 

Jlfasfifiger*f  Very  Woman, 
Ihe  noblest  spur  unto  the  sons  of  fiune, 
Is  thirst  of  honour. 

JohnHeM 
Honour,  thou  spongy  idol  of  man*s  mind, 
Utou  Boak'st  content  away,  thou  hast  confinM 
Ambitious  inani  and  not  his  destiny, 
M^thin  the  bounds  of  form  and  ceremony. 

Sir  P.  Sidney*9  Arradin 
Yain  honour !  thou  art  but  disguise, 
A  cheating  voice,  a  juggling  art; 
No  judge  of  virtue,  whose  pure  eyes 
Comt  her  own  image  in  the  heart; 
More  pleased  with  her  true  fignra  tfaen^ 
Hian  her  fitlse  •cho  ia  the  f  axw 

Cmtm 
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m»  honoor'e  liiikM 
UnfD  his  lift;  he  that  will  eeek  the  one 
Most  Teoture  lor  the  other  or  lose  hoth. 

Tof  Aam'f  DittracUd  8UU. 

Ha  taught  them  honour,  Tirtae^e  bashftilness; 
A  fort  80  yieldlees,  that  it  scorns  to  treat; 
Like  pow*r,  it  grrows  to  nothing,  growing  to  leas : 
Honour,  the  moral  conscience  of  the  great ! 

Sir  W,  DaioenanVt  Ocndibert, 
Poor  frighted  men  at  sea. 
To  save  their  lives,  east  all  their  goods  away. 
In  storms  of  fortune,  where  there  is  a  strife 
Which  shall  be  sav*d,  man's  honour  or  his  life ; 
Who  would  preserve  this  tatterM  bark  from  fate. 
But  sink  the  vessel  to  preserve  the  freight  7 

Sir  Rthert  Hmeard'a  Vestal  Virgin, 
In  other  worlds  devotion  may  have  bliss, 
]  *m  sure  H  is  honour  that  must  save  in  this. 

CrowtCt  JuMtiman, 

Love*s  common  unto  all  the  mass  of  creatures, 
As  life  and  breath ;  honour  to  man  alone : 
Honour  being  then  above  life,  dishonour  must 
Be  worse  than  death ;  fer  fate  can  strike  but  one ; 
Reproach  doth  reach  whole  femilies. 

Cmtwrightt  Siege, 

Honour  is  like  that  glassy  bubble. 
That  finds  philosophers  such  trouble, 
Whose  least  part  crackM,  the  whole  does  fly. 
And  wits  are  crack'd  to  find  out  why. 

Butler*$  HudShras, 
Quoth  Ralpho,  honour's  but  a  word 
To  swear  by  only  in  a  lord : 
In  other  men  *t  is  bat  a  hufi^ 
To  vapour  with,  instead  of  prooC 

ButUf's  HudXbrw, 
If  he  that  in  the  field  is  slain. 
Be  in  tlie  bed  of  honour  lain. 
He  that  is  beaten,  may  be  said 
To  lie  in  honour's  truckle  bed. 

BuOa^e  HudOnu. 

Quoth  he,  that  man  is  sure  to  lose 
That  fouls  his  hands  with  dirty  foes : 
For  where  no  honour's  to  be  gain'd, 
Tis  thrown  away  in  being  maintained. 

Butier^t  Hudibns, 
My  loss  of  honour's  great  enough, 
Tliou  need'st  not  brand  it  witn  a  sco£ 

BttiUr'9  Hudibnu. 
Honour  ill  vain  would  draw  the  sword. 
If  reawn  doth  not  give  the  word ; 
And  though  the  viet'ry  we  may  win, 
Yut  emueiene*  %  itnesses  't  is  sin ; 
lliese  momten  should  guide  your  life, 
When  passinns  fiaroe  engeodflr  strife. 

Anmu 


Wood  wita  honov  being  engaged. 
Is  so  implacably  enrag'd. 
Though  iron  hew  and  mangle  sore. 
Wood  wounds  and  bruises  honour  more. 

Bttdef^B  RmiibrWB, 

He  that  is  valiant  and  darea  fight. 
Though  drubb'd,  can  lose  no  honour  by  *t. 
Honour's  a  lease  fer  lives  to  come. 
And  cannot  be  extended  from 
The  legal  tenant ;  't  is  a  chattel 
Not  to  be  forfeited  m  battle. 

Bvder*9  HudOnm. 
t 
Honour  hurt  is  wont  to  rage 

With  pain  no  med'cine  can  assuage. 
Quoth  he,  that  honour 's  very  squeamish 
That  takes  a  basting  fer  a  blemish ; 
For  what 's  more  honourable  than  scars, 
Or  skin  to  tatters  rent  in  wars  7 
Some  have  been  beaten  till  they  know 
What  wood  a  cudgel 's  of;  by  th'  blow. 
Some  kick'd,  until  they  can  feel  whether 
A  shoe  be  Spanish  or  neat's  leather. 

Bvl2er*f  Hudibrag, 
Honour 's  a  sacred  tie  —  the  law  of  kings. 
The  noble  mind's  distinguishing  perfection. 
That  aids  and  strengthens  .virtue  where  it  meets 

her. 
And  imitates  her  actions  where  she  is  not : 
It  is  not  to  be  sported  with. 

AddiMon*9  Colo, 

Honour 's  a  fine  imaginary  notion. 

That  draws  in  raw  and  inexperienc'd  men 

To  real  mischief,  while  they  hunt  a  shadow. 

Addiaom^t  Coft. 
Better  to  die  ten  thousand  deaths 
Than  wound  my  honour.  ' 

AddmHTM  CaU, 

Woman's  honour 
Is  nice  as  ermine — will  not  bear  a  soiL 

Dryden'a  Don  SAatUmn. 

Honour  and  shame  firom  no  condition  rise ; 
Act  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honour  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  has  some  small  diff'ronce  made ; 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade ; 
The  cobbler  apron'd,  and  the  parson  gown'd. 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crown'd. 
**  What  differ  more,"  you  cry,  **  than  crown  and 

cowl?" 
I  '11  tell  you,  fi-iend  —  a  wise  man  and  a  feol ; 
You  '11  find,  if  once  the  monarch  acts  the  monk. 
Or,  oobbler-like,  the  parson  will  be  drunk : 
Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow. 
The  rest  b  all  but  leather  and  pnmella. 

Pwpa, 
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r,  my  lotd,  b  moeh  too  pfood  to  cfttch 
At  ereiy  lender  twig  of  nioe  diMinetioBe. 
Tbeee  fin*  th'  nnieelin^  vulgar  may  do  well : 
Bat  thoeey  wboee  souls  are  by  the  nicer  rule. 
Of  firlaoQB  delicacy  nobly  swayM, 
Stand  at  aaother  bar  than  that  of  laws. 

TAontwn'a  Tancred  and  Sigismundtu 

How  Tain  are  all  hereditary  honbors, 
ThoK  poor  possessions  from  another's  deeds, 
Unless  our  own  just  virtues  fbrm  our  title, 
And  gvn  a  sanction  to  our  fimd  assumptions. 

Shirley't  Parricide, 

Thit  honoors  of  a  name  'tis  just  to  guard ; 
Tbey  are  a  trust  but  lent  us,  which  we  take. 
And  should,  in  reverence  to  the  donor's  ft.me. 
With  care  transmit  them  down  to  other  hands. 

ShirUjfa  Parridde, 

What  is  honour  7  a  silly  vain  opinion, 
Tliat  hanga  but  on  the  rabble's  idle  breath ; 
For  them  we  court  it,  yet  by  them  H  is  scom'd. 
Martyn'M  TkhaUon, 

I  *ve  ■esnnM  the  actions  of  his  daily  life        # 
With  an  th*  industrious  malice  of  a  foe ; 
And  nothing  meets  mine  eye  but  deeds  of  honour. 
Hannah  Ifore'f  Daniel, 

A  life  of  honour  and  of  worth  ' 

Has  no  etomity  on  earth,— 

Tis  but  a  name  — 
And  yet  its  glory  far  exceeds 
Hiat  base  and  sensual  life  which  leads 

To  want  and  shame. 

Lottgfdlow, 

Where  the  meekness  of  self-knowledge  veileth 
the  fitmt  of  self-respect,  * 

There  look  thou  for  the  man  whose  name  none 
ean  know  but  they  will  honour. 

Tapper's  Prwerbid  PhiUmpky. 
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With  him  went  hope  in  rank,  a  handsome  maid. 
Of  cheerfbl  look,  and  lovely  to  behold ; 
In  silken  samito  she  was  light  array'd. 
And  her  &ir  locks  were  woven  up  in  gold. 
She  always  sniil'd,  and  in  her  hand  did  hold 
AA  holy  water^prinkle,  dipt  in  dew. 
With  which  she  sprinkled  favours  manifold. 
On  whom  she  list,  and  did  great  liking  shew. 
Great  liking  unto  many,  but  true  love  to  few. 

Spen$er''$  Fairy  Queen, 

Tma  hope  is  swifl,  and  flies  with  swallow's  wings, 

Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings. 

8hak$.  Richard  III. 


The  miserable  hath  no  other  medicine 
But  only  hope. 

Shaks,  Mea,for  Mm. 

Hope  is  a  lover's  staff;  walk  hence  with  that. 
And  manage  it  against  despairing  thoughts. 

Shaks,  Two  Gentlemen  of  Venma, 

The  ample  proposition,  that  hope  makes 
In  all  designs  begun  on  earth  below, 
Fails  in  the  promis'd  largeness. 

Shake  TroUui  and  Cressidm, 

There  is  a  credence  in  my  heart. 
An  esperance  so  obstinately  strong. 
That  doth  invert  the  attest  of  eyes  and  ears ; 
As  if  those  organs  had  deceptions  functions. 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 

Shaks,  TroUu*  and  Cressida, 

A  cause  on  foot 
Lives  so  on  hope,  as  in  an  early  spring 
We  see  the  appearing  buds;  which,  to  prove  6rui^ 
Hope  gives  not  so  much  warrant  as  despair. 
That  frosts  will  bite  them. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    PaH  II 
E<ven  here  I  will  put  off  my  hope,  and  keep  it 
No  longer  for  my  flatterer. 

Shaks.  TtmpstH 

I  will  despair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  coxening  hope ;  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parasite,  a  keeper-back  of  death. 
Who  gently  would  dissolve  the  bands  of  life. 
Which  false  hope  lingers  in  extremity* 

ShaU  Richard  II 

Our  hopes,  I  see,  resemble  much  the  sun. 
That  rising  and  declining  casts  large  shadows ; 
But  when  his  beams  are  dress'd  in  mid-day 

brightness. 
Yields  none  at  all :  when  they  are  ftrthest  from 
Success,  their  gilt  reflection  does  display 
Tlie  largest  shows  of  evento  fair  and  prosp'rous. 
Chapman*s  Revenge  fir  Htmonm 

What  can  we  not  endure, 
When  pains  are  lessen'd  by  the  hope  of  cure  T 

Nalbh^s  Mierocosmm, 
When  once  the  main  spring,  hope,  is  fkWn  into 
Disorder,  no  wonder  if  the  lesser  wheels  — 
Desire  and  joy  —  stand  stiU. 

Suckling's  Aglaura 

Hope 
Is  such  a  bait,  it  covers  any  hook. 

JimssuCs  Voipms, 
And  now  her  hope  a  weak  phyncian  seems, 
For  hope,  the  eommon  comfoner,  prefails, 
Like  med'eiMS,  slowly  in  extvenesi 
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Where  an  equal  poise  of  hope  and  fear 
Does  arbitrate  th*  event,  my  nature  !• 
That  I  incline  to  hope  rather  than  fear. 


JRto. 


What  are  our  hopes  7 
Iiike  garlands,  on  affliction's  forehead  worn, 
KissM  in  the  morningr,  and  at  evening  torn. 

DaterqHfrV*  King  John  and  MatUda* 

Hope !  of  all  ills  that  men  endure. 
The  only  cheap  and  universal  cure  I 
Thou  captive*B  freedom,  and  thou  sick  man's  health  I 
Thou  lover's  victory,  and  thou  beggar^s  wealth ! 

Cotoley. 

Hope !  fortune's  cheating  lottery ! 
Where  for  one  prize  an  hundred  blanks  there  be ; 
Fond  archer,  hope !  who  tak'st  thy  aim  so  far, 
That  still  or  short  or  wide  thine  arrows  are ! 

Couieif, 

Brother  of  fear,  more  gaily  clad ! 
The  merrier  fool  o'  th*  two,  yet  quite  as  mad : 
8ire  of  repentance !  child  of  fond  desire ! 
That  blow'st  the  ehymics'  and  the  lovers*  fire : 
Leading  them  still  insensibly  on 
By  the  strange  witchcraft  of  **  anon  !'* 
By  thee  the  one  does  changing  nature,  through 
Her  endless  labyrinths,  pursue ; 
And  th'  other  chases  woman,  while  she  goes 
More  ways  and  turns  than  hunted  nature  knows. 

Couley, 

'  Thus,  through  what  path  soe'er  of  life  we  rove, 
Rage  companies  our  hate,  and  grief  our  love. 
Vex'd  with  the  present  moment's  heavy  gloom, 
Why  seek  we  brightness  from  the  years  to  come  7 
Disturb'd  and  broken  like  a  sick  man's  sleep, 
Our  troubled  thoughts  to  distant  prospects  leap, 
Desirous  still  what  flies  us  to  o'ertake. 
For  hope  is  but  the  dream  of  those  that  wake. 

Prior''*  SoUmian, 

Hope  with  a  goodly  prospect  feeds  the  eye. 
Shows  firom  a  rising  ground  possession  nigh ; 
Shortens  the  distance,  or  o'erlooks  it  quite: 
So  easy  't  is  to  travel  with  the  sight 

Dryden, 

A  beam  of  comfort,  like  the  moon  through  clouds, 
Gilds  the  black  horror,  and  directs  my  way. 

Dryden^B  Love  TVrufRpAant 

Moftiplymg  wishes  is  a  curse, 

Tliat  keeps  the  mind  perpetually  awake. 

DrydaCB  Secret  Loot, 

Hone  m  ihn  ftvming  traitor  of  the  mind, 
Whieh,  wftiile  it  ooiena  with  a  oolour'd  tiriendshlp, 
Kobe  us  of  our  last  virtiie— resolution. 
Lo^$Ci 


Hope,  the  glad  ray,  glanc'd  from  eternal  good. 
That  life  enlivens,  and  exalts  its  powen^ 
With  views  of  fertone. 

Tbomoom'o  Liberty, 

Hope,  of  all  passions,  most  befriends  us  here ; 
Passions  of  prouder  name  befriend  us  lees. 
Joy  has  her  tears ;  and  transport  has  her  death : 
Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent  tho'  strong, 
Man's  heart  at  once  inspirits,  and  serenes ; 
Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wisdom  for  his  joys  ; 
T  is  all  our  present  state  can  safely  bear. 
Health  to  the  frame,  and  vigour  to  the  mind ! 
A  joy  atteroper'd !  a  chastis'd  delight  I 
Like  the  fiiir  summer  ev'ning,  mild  and  sweet ! 
T  is  man's  fbll  cup ;  his  paradise  below ! 

Young>a  Nigkt  ThouigkB. 
Hope,  eager  hope,  th'  assassin  of  our  joy. 
All  present  blessings  treading  under  foot, 
Is  scarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  despair. 

ysttf^t  Night  TJmghiM, 
Hope  humbly  then ;  with  trembling  pinions  soar ; 
Wait  the  great  teacher,  death ;  and  God  adore ; 
Wl|^t  friture  bliss,  he  gives  not  thee  to  know. 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blessing  now. 
Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast: 
Man  never  is,  but  always  to  be,  blest ; 
The  soul,  uneasy,  and  confin'd  from  home, 
Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Pope'B  Eeoay  on  Mam- 
'TIS  the  cruel  artifice  of  fete, 
Thus  to  refine  and  vary  on  our  woes. 
To  raise  us  fi:om  despair,  and  give  us  hopesi, 
Only  to  plunge  us  in  the  gnlph  again. 
And  make  us  doubly  wretched. 

TVsp't  AhranrnXo, 

O  hope !  sweet  flatterer !  thy  delusive  touch 
Sheds  on  afflicted  minds  the  balm  of  comfort— 
Relieves  the  load  of  poverty  — sustains 
The  captive,  bending  with  the  weight  of  bonds,-— 
And  smooths  the  pillow  of  disease  and  pain ! 

Glooer'B  Beadkea. 
Bat  thou,  O  hope,  with  eyes  so  feir. 
What  was  thy  delighted  measure  ? 
Still  it  whisper'd  promis'd  pleasure, 
And  bade  the  lovely  scenes  at  distance  hail ! 
Still  would  her  touch  the  strain  prolong. 
And  fix>m  the  rocks — the  woods  —  the  vale. 
She  caird  on  echo  still  through  all  her  song 
And  where  her  sweetest  theme  she  chose, 
A  soft  responsive  voice  was  heard  at  every  close. 
And  hope  enchanted  smil'd,  and  wav*d  her  golden 
hair.  Oottms't  Fossioiis. 

Whh  what  a  leaden  and  retarding  weight 
Does  expectation  load  tho  wing  of  time ! 

lUAJ^nim 
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To-ckjv  in  soow  &xray*d,  tftern  winter  nile» 
The  enravag'd  plain — anon  the  teeming  earth 
Ualoelu  her  storesy  and  spring  adorns  the  year : 
Aa4  abftU  not  we,  wliile  fate,  like  winter,  frowns, 
Expect  revolving  bhss  ? 

SnwUeU'B  Regicide, 

Know  then  whatever  cheerfol  and  serene 
Supports  the  mind,  supports  the  body  too. 
Beiioe,  the  meet  vital  movement  mortals  fbel 
Is  hope :  the  bahn  and  life-blood  of  the  soul ; 
It  pleases  and  it  lasts.    Indulgent  heaven 
Sent  down  the  kind  delusion,  through  the  paths 
Of  rugged  life  to  lead  ns  patient  on ; 
And  make  oar  happiest  state  no  tedious  thing. 
Oor  greatest  good,  and  what  we  can  least  spare. 
Is  hqie:  the  last  of  all  our  evils,  fear. 

Armtinmg't  Art  of  Pruenaing  HtdttK 

The  wretch  condemnM  with  life  to  part, 

Still,  still  on  h<^  relies ; 

And  ev^ry  pang  that  rends  the  heart. 

Bids  expectation  rise. 

Hope,  like  the  gfimm*ring  taper's  light, 

Adorae  and  cheers  the  way ; 

And  sttQ,  as  darker  grows  the  night, 

Emits  a  brighter  ray. 

OsUmiiA. 

Hope!  let  the  vrretch,  once  conscious  of  the  joy, 
Whom  now  despairing  agonies  destroy, 
Speak,  ibr  he  can,  and  none  so  well  as  he, 
What  treasures  centre,  what  delights  in  thee. 
Had  he  the  gems,  the  spices,  and  the  land, 
Tliat  boasts  the  treasure,  all  at  liis  command ; 
The  fragrant  grove,  th'  inestimable  mine. 
Were  light,  when  weigh'd  against  one  smile  of 
thine.  Cowpet't  Hope, 

When  the  heart  is  light 
V^ih  hope,  all  pleases,  nothing  comes  amiss. 

Eogen'a  Italy, 
Hope  oft,  my  son,  unbraces  the  girt  mind, 
And  to  the  conflict  turns  it  loosely  forth. 
Weak  and  divided. 

Joamut  BmU^e  Bayner. 

Anspieioas  hope !  in  thy  sweet  garden  grow 
Wreaths  fi>r  each  toil,  a  charm  for  every  woe : 
Won  by  their  sweets,  m  nature's  languid  hour. 
The  way-worn  pilgrim  seeks  thy  summer  bower; 
There,  as  the  wild  bee  murmurs  on  the  wing, 
What  peaceful  dreams  thy  handmaid  spirits  bring ! 
What  viewless  forms  th'  iEolian  organ  play, 
And  sweep  the  furrow'd  lines  of  anxious  thought 
away !  Camjhe0?9  Pleasuree  of  Hope, 

CoDgemal  hope  I  thy  passion-kindling  power* 
How  bright,  how  strong,  in  youth's  untroubled 
Campbeir§  PUaeuree  if  Hope, 


Propitious  power !  when  rankling  cares  annoy 
The  sacred  home  of  hymenean  joy ; 
When  doomM  to  poverty's  sequestered  dell. 
The  wedded  pair  of  love  and  virtue  dwell, 
Unpitied  by  the  world,  unknown  to  fame, 
Their  woes,  their  wishes,  and  their  hearts  the 

same: 
Oh,  then,  prophetic  hope !  thy  smile  bestow, 
And  chase  the  pangs  that  worth  should  never 

know.  CampbeWs  Pleasures  of  Hope, 

Eternal  hope !  when  yonder  spheres  sublime 
PealM  their  first  notes  to  sound  the  march  of  time. 
Thy  joyous  youth  began  — but  not  to  fade, — 
When  all  the  sister  planets  have  decay'd ;    ^ 
When  wrapt  in  fire  the  realms  of  ether  glow, 
And  heav'n's  last  thunder  shakes  tlie  world  below ; 
Thou,  undismay'd,  shalt  o'er  the  ruins  smile, 
And  light  thy  torch  at  nature's  funeral  pile ! 

Can^pbeWs  Pletmtrea  of  Hope, 
Unfading  hope !  when  life's  last  embers  bum. 
When  soul  to  soul,  and  dust  to  dust  return ! 
Heaven  to  thy  charge  resigns  the  awfU  hour ! 
Oh !  then  thy  kingdom  comes !  immortal  power! 
What  though  each  spark  of  earth-born  rapture  fly 
The  quivering  lip,  pale  cheek,  and  dosing  eye ! 
Bright  to  the  soul  thy  seraph  hands  convey 
The  morning  dream  of  life's  eternal  day  — 
Then,  then,  the  triumph  and  the  trance  begin ! 
And  all  the  phoenix  spirit  bums  within ! 

^  CampbdVe  PUaeuree  oj  Hope. 

Her  predoiMi  pearl,  in  sorrow's  cup, 
Unmelted  at  the  bottom  lay. 
To  shine  again,  when,  all  drunk  up, 
The  bitterness  should  pass  away. 

Moare'e  Xoeet  of  the  Ang^ 
And  then,  that  hope,  that  fairy  hope. 
Oh !  she  awak'd  such  happy  dreams, 
And  gave  my  soul  such  tempting  scope. 
For  all  its  dearest,  fondest  schemes ! 


White  as  a  white  sail  on  a  dusky  sea. 
When  half  the  horizon 's  clouded  and  half  free, 
Fluttering  between  the  don  wave  and  the  sky. 
Is  hope's  last  gleam  in  man's  extremity 

ByrorCe  TetantL 
Hope 's  at  best 
A  star  that  leads  the  weary  on. 
Still  pointing  to  the  unpossess'd. 
And  palling  that  it  beams  upon. 

Amm 

Fountain  of  soi^,  it  prayer  begins  and  ends 
Hope  is  the  wing  by  which  the  soul  asoenda. 
Some  may  allege  I  wander  from  the  path 
And  gm  to  hope  the  proper  rights  of  fttitfa« 
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]Ii8  house  vms  known  to  all  the  vaiprant  train, 
He  chid  their  wend'rings,  but  reliev'd  their  pain. 

Blest  be  the  spot,  where  cheerful  gfaests  retire. 

To  pause  fitrni  toil,  and  trim  their  evening^  fire. 

Blest  that  abode,  where  want  and  pain  despair, 

And  every  stranger  finds  a  ready  chair : 

Blest  be  those  feasts  with  simple  plenty  crown*d. 

Where  all  the  ruddy  fiimily  around 

Laugh  at  the  jests  or  pranks,  that  never  fail. 

Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  mournful  tale. 

Or  press  the  bashful  stranger  to  his  fixxl. 

And  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good. 

Goldsmith't  Traveller. 

Every  house  was  an  inn,  where  all  were  welcomed 

and  feasted ; 
For  with  this  simple  people,  who  lived  like  brothers 

together. 
All  things  were  held  in  common,  and  what  one  had 

was  another's : 
Yet  under  Benedict's  roof  hospitality  seem*d  more 

abundant  Langfellou^e  Evangeline, 

View  them  near 
At  home,  where  all  their  worth  and  pride  is  placM ; 
And  there  their  hospitable  fires  bum  clear. 

HaUeek. 


HUMILITY. 
Yet  so  much  is  my  poverty  of  spirit, 
So  mighty,  and  so  mai^  my  defects, 
Tliat  I  would  rather  hide  me  fh>m  my  greatness — 
Being  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  sea  — 
Than  in  my  greatness  covet  to  be  hid. 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  ^ory  smotherM. 

Skak$.  Ridkard  III. 
I  will  not  do  *t: 
Lest  I  surcease  to  honour  mine  own  truth. 
And,  by  my  body's  action,  teach  my  mind 
A  most  inherent  baseness. 

ShakB.  dniolamti. 

You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave, 
Tliat,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage. 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  master's  ass. 
For  nought  but  provender,  and  when  he's  old, 

cashier'd ; 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves. 

Shake.  Oth^h. 

Signor  Antonio,  many  a  time,  and  oft 
111  the  Rialto,  you  have  rated  mc 
Aomn  my  moneys,  and  my  usances ; 
SuU  have  I  home  it  with  a  patient  sarag : 
t'^  «ufierance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe. 

ShakB.  MerehavA  ef  Vemee. 


Often  to  our  comfbgrt,  shall  we  find 
Tht  sharded  beetie  in  a  safer  hold 
Than  is  the  fiiiUwing'd  eagle. 

ShakB.  Cymbdim 

Her  voice  was  ever  soU, 
Gentle  and  low;  —  an  excellent  thing  in  woman. 
Shake.  King  Lear. 

Be  wise. 
Soar  not  too  high  to  fall,  but  stoop  to  rise. 

MoBBmger'B  Duke  ^MUatu 

The  noble  find  their 
Lives  and  deaths  still  troublesome ; 
But  humility  doth  sleep,  whilst  the  storm 
Grows  hoarse  with  scolding. 

Sir  W.  Daoetumfe  Crud  BndhBr. 

First  praise 
Her  mighty  spirit;  then,  when  she.weeps^ 
Gather  up  her  tears  fer  scatter'd  peaxL 
This  disguis'd  humility  is 
Both  the  BwiA  and  safest  way  to  pride. 

Sir  W.  DavenafU'B  AJbooma. 

There  are  some  that  use 
Humility  to  serve  their  pride,  and  seem 
Humble  upon  their  way,  to  be  the  prouder 
At  their  wish'd  journey's  end. 

DenhanCe  Sopky. 

He  tliat  will  once  give  the 
Wall,  shall  be  quickly  thrust  into  the  kennel. 

ChapnunCe  Mtnf-Day. 

Humility  is  cidest-bom  of  virtue. 
And  claims  the  birth-right  at  the  throne  of  heav'n. 
I  Murphy*B  Zobeide. 

Humility,  that  low,  sweet  root. 

From  which  all  heavenly  virtues  shoot 

Moon^B  Lovee  of  tia  Angde. 

The  meek  mountain  daisy,  with  delicate  crest. 
And  the  violet  whose  eye  told  the  heaven  of  her 
breast  MrB.  Sigmmeif. 

Lowliness  is  the  base  of  every  virtue : 

And  he  who  goes  the  lowest,  builds  tiie  safest 

My  God  keeps  all  his  pity  fer  the  fntxid. 

BaHey'B  FeatuB. 

Humility  mainly  beoometh  the  convene  of  nun 

with  his  Maker* 
But  oftentimes  it  aeemeth  ont  of  pUee  of  man 

with  man; 
Render  unto  all  men  their  doe,  but  remcmbw 

thou  also  arC  ^  man. 
And  cheat  not  thyself  of  the  reverence  vduch  m 

owing  to  thy  reasonable  be»^« 

Tufptr*B  Proverbial  PMbaofkf, 


HUNTUfG. 


HUNTING. 

Game,  shall  we  go  and  kill  OS  veniion  7 
Aad  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fiwis, 
Bein^  native  burghers  of  this  desert  city. 
Should,  in  their  own  confines,  with  forked  heads 
Hafe  their  xoond  haunches  gor*d. 

Shakg.  AMfOuUkeiL 
Hie  wretched  animal  heaVd  forth  such  groans, 
Hiat  their  discharge  did  stretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almost  to  bursting ;  and  the  big  round  tears 
G>ur8*d  one  another  down  his  innocent  nose. 
In  piteous  chase* 

Shaka.  AtyouUkaiL 

But,  up  to  the  mountains ; 
ThiB  is  not  hunter's  language :  he  that  strikes 
'Hie  venison  first,  shall  be  the  lord  o*  the  feast ; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attendi 
In  place  of  greater  stale. 

Shak9,  CymbeHne. 

Wilt  thou  hunt  7 
Thy  hounds  will  make  the  welkin  answer  them^ 
And  fetch  shrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

Shakg.  Taming  the  Shrew, 

We  win,  fair  queen,  up  to  the  mountain's  top, 
And  mark  the  musical  confusion 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjunction. 

Shake,  Mideummer  NigliVe  Dream, 

Never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding ;  for,  besides  the  groves, 
The  skies,  the  fountains,  oveiy  region  near 
Seem  all  one  mutual  cry :  I  never  heard 
So  musical  a  discord,  such  sweet  thunder. 

Shake,  Mideummer  NighCe  Dream, 
Hunting  is  the  noblest  exercise, 
Makes  men  laborious,  active,  wise, 
Brings  health,  and  doth  the  spirits  delight, 
It  helps  the  hearing,  and  the  sight : 
It  teacheth  arts  that  never  slip 
Hio  memory,  good  horaemanship, 
Search,  sharpness,  courage  and  defence, 
And  chaseth  all  ill  habits  thence. 

JoneotCe  Maequee, 
Poor  is  the  triumph  o'er  the  timid  hare ! 
Scar'd  from  the  corn,  and  now  to  some  lorn  seat 
Retxr'd :  the  rushy  fen ;  the  ragged  furze, 
Stietch'd  o'er  the  stony  heath ;  the  stubble  chapt ; 
The  thistly  lawn ;  the  thick  entangled  broom ; 
Of  the  same  fiicndly  hue,  the  wither'd  fom ; 
Tike  fiJIow  ground  laid  open  to  the  sun, 
Conooctive ;  and  the  nodding  sandy  bank, 
HoBg  o*er  the  mates  of  the  mountain  bnwk; 
Vain  b  her  bmt  preeaution. 


He  stands  at  bay ; 
And  puts  his  last  weak  refuge  in  despair. 
Tlie  big  wvkA  tears  run  down  his  dappled  face ; 
He  groans  .n  anguish ;  while  the  growling  pack. 
Blood-happy,  hang  at  his  &ir.jutting  chest. 
And  mark  his  beauteous  chequer'd  sides  with  gore. 
Thommm^e  Seaeone, 

The  forest  music  is  to  hear  the  hounds 
Rend  the  thin  air,  and  with  a  lusty  cry 
Awake  the  drowsy  echo,  and  confound 
Their  perfect  language  in  a  mingled  sound. 

Day'e  leU  (f  GuOe, 

The  healthy  huntsman,  witli  a  cheerful  horn. 
Summons  the  dogs  and  greets  the  dappled  mom. 
The  jocund  thunder  wakes  th'  enliven'd  hounds, 
They  rouse  from  sleep,  and  answer  sounds  for 

sounds ; 
Wild  through  the  furzy  field  their  route  they  take, 
Their  bleeding  bosoms  force  the  thorny  brake ; 
The  flying  game  their  smoking  nostrils  trace. 
No  bounding  hedge  obstructs  their  eager  pace ; 
The  distant  mountains  echo  from  afar. 
And  hanging  woods  resound  the  flying  war: 
Tlie  tuneful  noise  the  sprightly  courser  hears, 
Paws  the  green  turf;  and  pricks  his  trembling  ears ; 
The  slacken^  rein  now  gives  him  all  his  speed, 
Back  flies  the  rapid  ground  beneath  the  steed ; 
Hills,  dalos,  and  forests,  fkr  behind  remain. 
While  the  warm  scent  draws  on  the  deep-mouth'd 

train.  Gay*e  Rural  Sport, 

My  hoarse-sounding  horn 
Invites  thee  to  the  chase,  the  sport  of  kings ; 
Image  of  war  without  its  guilt 

SomervSWe  Chaee, 

Hie  morning  sun,  that  gilds  with  trembling  rays 
Windsor's  liigh  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  train 
Mount  for  the  chase,  nor  views  in  ail  his  course 
A  scene  so  gay. 

SomerviUe^e  ChoH^ 

Fields,  woods,  and  streams. 
Each  tow'ring  hill,  each  humble  vale  below. 
Shall  hear  my  cheering  voice ;  my  hounds  shall 

wake 
The  lazy  mom  and  glad  th'  horizon  round. 

'  Somerr>iUe*$  Cham, 

Hark !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clam'rous  joy, 
Tlie  gallant  chiding  loads  the  trembling  air. 

SomerviUe*e  CJtoee 

Once  more,  ye  jovial  train,  your  courage  try. 
And  each  clean  eooiser's  speed.    We  scour  aio^g 
In  pleasing  hurry  and  eenfuston  toss'd  * 
Oblivion  to  be  wtsh'd 

SaaurvUle^a  Chtae 
31  • 
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In  Toin  malignuit  utroams  and  winter  §6gB 
lioad  the  doll  air,  and  hover  lonnd  oar  ooaati; 
The  huntaman,  ever  gaj,  roboat,  and  bold, 
Doiiea  the  noziooa  vaiwur,  and  confidea 
In  thia  delightful  ezerciae  to  raiae 
Hia  drooping  bead  and  cheer  hia  heart  with  joj. 
8(nneroilU*9  Cha^e, 
Ye  vig'rona  awaina!  while  youth  fennenta  your 

blood. 
And  purer  apirita  awell  the  aprightly  flood. 
Now  range  the  hilla,  the  gamefol  woods  beaet. 
Wind  the  ahrUl  horn,  or  apread  the  waving  net 
When  milder  autumn  aummer*a  heat  aucoeeda, 
And  in  the  new-ahom  M4  the  partridge  feeda. 
Before  hia  lord  the  ready  apaniel  boonda. 
Panting  with  hope  he  tries  the  fnrrow'd  grounda ; 
But  when  the  tainted  galea  the  game  betray, 
Gouch*d  doae  he  lies,  and  meditatea  the  prey ; 
Secure  they  trust  th*  unfaithful  field  beset, 
*Ti]l  hov*ring  o*er  'em  aweeps  the  awelling  net 

Piipe't  Wind9m-  Forert, 
The  eheerfld  mom 
Beams  o'er  the  hills ;  go,  mount  th'  exulting  ateed. 
Already  see  the  deep-month'd  buglea  catch 
The  tainted  maiea ;  and,  on  eager  aport 
Intent,  with  emuloua  impatience  try 
Each  doubtful  trace.    Or,  if  a  nobler  prey 
Delighta  you  more,  go  chaae  the  deaperate  deer; 
And  through  ita  deepeat  aoUtodea  awake 
The  vocal  foreat  with  the  jovial  hon. 

Aniuirmig't  Art  qfPruermng  HedUK 


Liv'd  in  hia  aaddle,  lov'd  the  chaae,  the 

And  alwaya,  e'er  he  mounted,  Juaa'd  hia  herae. 

Again  impetuoua  to  the  field  he  flies, 
Leaps  ev'ry  &nce  but  one— there  falla  and  diea ; 
Like  a  alain  deer,  the  tumbril  bringa  Jiim  home, 
Unmiaa'd  but  by  hia  doga  and  by  hia  groom. 

Coteper'a  Pngru$  if  Emm. 

Contuaion  hazarding  of  neck  or  apine, 
Whioh  rural  gentlemen  call  sport  divine. 

Coieper'a  NeedU$$  Jlarm, 

Now  therefore  isaned  forth  the  apotted  pack. 
With  taib  high  mounted,  earn  hung  low,  and 

throats 
With  a  whole  gamut  fill'd  of  heav'niy  notea, 
Fot  which,  alaa !  my  destiny  aevere, 
rhoQgh  eara  she  gave  me  two^  gave  me  no  ear. 
Cowper*9  NudU»9  Alarnu 

Rai,  at.  those  dreadful  yeUa  what  aoHloaaiiear, 
Fnat  owna  a  carcaae,  and  not  quake  for  ftar  ? 
I^emonv  produce  them  doubtlesa,  braaan^daw'd 
Ana  &ng'd  with  braaa  the  ^bmoaa  are  abroad, 

Cowpmf*$  NudUn  Alarm. 


When  huntsmen  wind  the  merry  honit 
And  from  ita  covert  starts  the  fearful  prey; 
Who,  warm'd  with  youth'a  blood  in  hia  awcUiog 

veins, 
Would,  like  a  lifeleaa  clod  ootstrotched  lie. 
Shut  up  fiom  all  the  fiur  creation  ofl^av  ? 

Jmtma  BaSOu^B  EdtKoU. 
My  hawk  is  ttred  of  perch  and  hood. 
My  idle  greyhound  loathes  hia  food. 
My  horse  ia  weary  of  hia  stall, 
And  I  am  aick  of  captive  thralL 
I  wish  I  were  aa  I  have  been. 
Ranting  the  hart  in  forests  green. 
With  bended  bow,  and  bloodhound  free,' 
For  that 'a  the  life  ia  meet  for  me ! 

ScatC$  Lady  ^  ike  LaU 
Am  chief  who  hears  his  warder  call, 
"To  arms!  (he  fbemcn  storm  the  wan," 
The  antler'd  monarch  of  the  waste 
Sprung  from  his  heathery  couch  in  haste. 
But,  ere  his  fleet  career  he  took. 
The  dew-dropa  ikom  hia  flanks  he  shook ; 
Like  created  leader  proud  and  high, 
Tosa'd  hia  beam'd  front^t  to  the  sky ; 
A  moment  gaz'd  adown  the  dale, 
A  moment  anuff 'd  the  tainted  gale, 
A  moment  liaten'd  to  the  cry. 
That  thicken'd  aa  the  chase  drew  nigh ; 
Then,  aa  the  headmost  foes  appeax'd. 
With  one  brave  bound  the  copse  he  clear'd. 
And  stretching  forward  i^oo  and  far. 
Sought  the  wild  heaths  of  Uam-Var. 

SeotVa  Lady  of  tit  Lakt. 
An  hundred  doga  hay'd  deep  and  strong, 
C^tter'd  an  hundred  steeds  along. 
Their  peal  the  merzy  houra  rung  out, 
An  hundred  voicea  join'd  the  shout; 
With  hark  and  whoop,  and  wild  halloo^ 
No  reat  Benvoirlich'a  echoea  knew : 
Far  f^om  the  tumult  fled  the  roe, 
Close  in  her  covert  cower'd  the  doe. 
The  falcon  firom  her  cairn  on  high, 
Caat  on  the  rout  a  wandering  eye, 
Till  fiur  beycad  her  piercing  ken, 
The  hurricane  had  swept  the  glen ; 
Faint  and  more  faint,  its  failing  din 
Returned  from  cavern,  cUfi^  and  linn. 
And  silence  settled,  wide  and  still. 
On  the  lone  wood  and  mighty  hilL 

Scott'9  Lady  rf  the  Laka 

He  broke,  t  is  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 
Of  hunting— for  the  sageat  youth  ia  firail ; 
Rode  o'er  tiie  hounda,  it  may  be,  now  and  thai. 
And  onee  o'er  several  country  gentlemen. 

ByrvH. 


HUSBANDS. 
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He  dKMi^  at  beart  liko  courtly  OiMterfield, 
Who  after  a  long  chase  o'er  hills,  dales,  bushes, 
Aad  what  not,  thoQ|^h  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 
Ask'd  next  day,  •*  If  men  ever  hunted  twice  ?•• 

Byron, 

His  ^unt  hound  yell'd,  his  rifle  flash  d, 

The  grrim  bear  hushM  its  savage  growl ; 
In  blood  and  foam  the  panther  gnashM 

Its  ftngs  with  dying  howl ; 
The  fleet  deer  ceasM  its  flying  bound, 
ItB  snariing  wolf.foe  bit  the  ground. 

And  With  its  moaning  cry, 
The  beaTer  sank  beneaUi  tlio  wound. 

Its  pond  built  Venice  by. 

SireeCB  Pi 


A  baAd  of  hunters  were  we.    All  day  long 
Our  ftet  bad  trailM  the  woods.  The  panther  fierce. 
The  snorting  bear,  the  cowering  wolf,  the  deer 
Swift  as  our  balls,  had  fallen,  as  crack*d  the  shots 
Of  our  slim,  deadly  rifles. 

Street*  Poenu. 

HUSBANDS. 
Look  here  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this : 
The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers : 
See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow ; 
Hyperiao*s  curls;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye,  tike  Mars,  to  threaten  or  command ; 
A  station,  like  the  herald  Mercury, 
New  figbted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; 
A  eombination,  and  a  ftrm  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man ! 
This  was  your  haband. — Look  you  now  what 

fellows; 
There  is  your  husband — like  a  mildew'd  ear 
BUating  hie  wholesome  brother. 

Shak9.HamUL 

Many !  no^  fiuth ;  husbands  are  like  lots  m 
The  lottery,  you  may  draw  forty  blanks 
Befi>re  you  find  one  that  has  any  prize 
In  him ;  a  husband  generally  is  a 
Careless  domineering  thing,  that  grows  like 
Coral ;  which  as  long  as  it  is  under  water 
Is  soft  and  tender ;  but  as  soon 
As  it  has  got  its  branch  above  the  waves 
Is  presently  hard,  sti^  not  to  be  bowU 

marttoin. 

What  are  husbands  7  read  the  new  world*s  won. 

ders, 
finch  husbands  as  this  monstrous  world  produoes^ 
And  you  will  scarce  find  such  deformitiea. 

Bmamwnt  mul  Fldckm^o  RuU  m  W^k 


Know  then. 
As  women  owe  a  duty — so  do  men. 
Men  must  be  like  the  branch  and  bark  to  trees, 
Which  doth  deibnd  them  Srom  tempestuous  rage  9^ 
Clothe  them  in  winter,  tender  them  in  age, 
Or  as  ewes  love  unto  their  eanlings  lives ; 
Such  should  be  husbands'  custom  to  their  wivw. 
If  it  appears  to  them  they've  stray'd  amiss, 
They  only  must  rebuke  them  with  a  kiss; 
Or  dttok  them  as  hens'  chickens,  vrith  kind  call, 
Cover  them  under  tlieir  wing,  and  pardon  alL 

Wilkin9*g  MutrUs  of  Enforced  Marriage 
To  all  married  men  be  this  caution. 
Which  they  should  duly  tender  as  tbeir  life, 
Neither  to  doat  too  much,  nor  doubt  a  wife. 

Maanngefg  Piettur$^ 
A  narrow-minded  husband  is  a  thief 
To  his  own  fame,  and  his  preferment  too ; 
He  shuts  his  parts  and  fortunes  from  the  world ; 
While  from  the  popular  vote  and  knowledge. 
Men  rise  to  employment  in  the  state. 

Skirley't  Lady  tfPleamuM 


HYPOCRISY.    (Sec  also  Deceit.) 
Thereto  when  needed,  she  could  weep  and  pray 
And  when  she  listed  she  could  fawn  and  flatter 
N^  smiling  smoothly,  like  to  summer's  day, 
Now  glooming  sadly,  so  to  cloak  her  matter ; 
Yet  wore  her  words  but  wind,  and  all  her  toan 
but  water.  Spen$er'9  Ftdry  Quetm, 

No  man's  condition  is  so  base  as  his ; 
None  more  aoeurs'd  than  be  t  ibr  man  esteenM 
Him  hateful,  'eanse  he  seems  not  what  he  is : 
God  hates  him,  'cause  he  is  not  what  he  seems ; 
What  grief  is  absent,  or  what  mischief  can 
Be  added  to  the  hate  of  Grod  and  man  7 

QuarltM, 
There  is  no  vice  so  simple,  but  assumes 
Some  mark  of  virtoo  on  his  outward  parte. 

^     Shak$,  Merchant  tf  Kent^e. 
How  many  cowards,  whose  hearts  are  all  as  falsa 
As  .stairs  of  sand,  wear  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules,  and  fiowning  Man, 
Who,  inward  search'd,  have  livers  white  as  milk  T 
Shak$.  Mtrehant  ff  V'sniee. 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  sober  habit, 
TWk  with  respect,  and  swear  but  now  and  Jien, 
Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pocket,  look  demurely 
Nay  more,  while  grace  is  saying,  hood  mine  ey«s 
Thus  with  my  nat,  and  sigh,  and  say  Amen; 
Use  all  the  obeervanee  of  civility, 
like  one  well  studied  in  a  sad  ostent 
Topleaar  bis  grandam,  never  trust  me  mora 

Slmk».  Merekant  tf  F«M«a 


S48 


HYPOCSliSY. 


The  devil  can  cite  •criptore  for  his  purpoBe, 
An  evil  ■onl,  producing  holy  witnesB^ 
Itf  like  a  villain  with  a  smilinif  cheek : 
A  goodly  apple,  rotten  at  the  heart: 
O,  what  a  goodly  outside  falaehood  hath  I 

Shak$,  Merchant  €f  Vemee, 
O,  what  authority  and  show  of  truth 
Can  canning  sin  cover  itself  withal ! 

Shakt.  Much  ado  about  Nothing. 
TbiB  outward  sainted  deputy  — 
Whose  settled  visage  and  deliberate  word 
Nips  youth  i*  the  head,  and  follies  doth  enmew 
As  falcon  doth  tho  fowl — is  yet  a  devil 

Shakt,  Mea,for  Mea, 
When  devils  will  their  blackest  sins  put  on. 
They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  show. 

Shaki,  OtkeUo, 

When  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  art  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  compliment  extern,  *t  is  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  doves  to  peck  at — I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Shak$.  OtheUo. 

Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell  pains, 
Yet  for  necessity  of  present  life, 
I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love, 
Which  is  indeed  but  sign.  gj^^  Oth^ 

If  that  the  earth  could  turn  with  woman*s  tears. 
Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile. 

Shako,  OtheOo. 
80  smooth  he  daab*d  his  vice  with  show  of  virtue, 
That — his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted  — 
He  liv*d  from  all  attainder  of  suspect 

Shako.  Richard  III. 
But  then  I  sigh,  and  with  a  piece  of  scripture. 
Tell  them  —  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  I  clothe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends,  stolen  forth  of  holy  writ : 
And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  devil. 

Shako.  Richard  III. 
O  Buckingham,  beware  of  yonder  dog ; 
Look,  when  he  fawns  he  bites ;  and  when  he  bites, 
His  venom  tooth  will  ranlde  to  the  death : 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him ; 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  have  set  their  mark  on  him ; 
And  all  their  ministers  attend  on  him. 

Shaks.  Richard  III. 
Be  not  you  spoke  with,  but  by  mighty  suit : 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand. 
And  stand  between  two  churchmen,  good  my  lord ; 
For  on  that  ground  I  *U  make  a  holy  descant : 
And  be  not  easily  won  to  our  requests ; 
Piav  tho  maid's  part,  still  arswer  nay,  and  take  it 

Shako  Richard  III. 


Tut,  I  can  connlerfeit  the  deep  tmgedian; 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  ereiy  ndi^ 
Tremble  and  start  at  wagging  of  a  straw* 
Intending  deep  suspicion :  gbattiy  looko 
Are  at  my  service,  like  enforced  smiles 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices, 
At  any  time,  to  grace  my  stratagems 

Shako.  Richard  IIL     j 
Glostcr*s  show 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
With  sorrow  snares  relenting  passengers ;  1 

Or  as  the  snake,  rolPd  in  a  flowering  bank. 
With  shining  checkerM  slough,  doth  sting  a  child, 
That  for  the  beauty,  thinks  it  excellent 

Shdko.  Henry  VI.    Pari  II. 
Why,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  while  I  smile : 
And  cry  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart 
And  wet  my  cheeks  witii  artificial  tears, 
And  frame  my  fiuse  to  all  occasions.  I 

Shako.  Henry  VI.    Pari  III 
I  know  thou  art  religious. 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thee,  called  conscience ; 
With  twenty  popish  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
Which  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe. 

Shako.  Tiiu$  Androme^ 
Show  men  deceitful  7 
Why,  so  didst  thou:  or  seem  they  grave  and 

learned? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  come  they  of  noUe  ftmily  T 
Why,  so  didst  thou:  seem  they  religious? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  or  are  they  spare  in  diet, 
Free  from  gross  passion,  or  of  mirth,  or  anger ; 
Constant  in  spirit,  nor  swerving  with  the  blood ; 
GarnishM  and  deckM  in  modest  compliment; 
Not  working  with  the  eye,  without  the  ear, 
And,  but  in  purged  judgment,  trusting  neither  7 
Such,  and  so  finely  bolted,  didst  thou  seem. 

Shako.  Henry  V. 
How  smooth  and  even  do  they  hear  themselves ! 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bosom  sat, 
Crowned  with  fiiith,  and  constant  loyalty. 

Shako.  Henry  V. 
To  beguile  the  time, 
Look  like  the  time ;  bear  welcome  in  your  eyes. 
Your  hand,  your  tongue :  look  like  the  innooen\ 

flower, 
But  be  the  serpent  under  it 

Shako.  Uacbeth. 

Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not, 

That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  ape 

Of  devils'  habits,  is  angel  yet  in  this; 

That  to  the  use  of  actions  fiur  and  good 

He  likewise  gives  a  frock,  or  livery. 

That  aptly  is  put  on. 

aStako.  IbmUL 


HYPOCRIST. 


We  are  oft  to  Uame  in  this— 
T  k  too  moeh  pror'd— tiiat  with  devotion's  Tisage 
And  piooB  eetioii,  we  do  tagu  o'er 
TIm  devil  himael£ 

Shak».HmnUL 

Awaj,  and  mock  the  time  with  fkirest  show : 
False  face  must  hide  what  the  ftlse  heart  doth 
know.  Shaks,  Macbeth. 

Too  are  meek,  and  humble  mouthM ; 
Too  sign  joor  place  and  calling,  in  full  seeming, 
With  meekness  and  humility :  but  your  heart 
Is  crammM  with  arrogancy,  spleen,  and  pride. 

Shaks.  Henry  VIIL 
Bear  a  lair  presence,  though  your  heart  be  tunted ; 
Teach  sin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  saint. 

Shaks.  Comedy  qfErron. 

We  are  at  the  stake. 
And  hay'd  about  with  many  enemies ; 
And  SBme  that  smile,  haTe  in  their  hearts,  I  ibar, 
MiHiona  of  misduef 

Shakt,  Jtdiu9  Caear, 

Too  vow,  and  swear,  and  superpraise  my  parts, 
When  I  am  sure,  you  hate  me  in  your  hearts. 

Shakf.  Mtdmntmer  Nighi^$  Dream, 
IVost  not  those  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  TiDany  is  not  without  such  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
like  rivers  of  remorse  and  innocency. 

8hak»,  King  Jehu 
Hypoerisy,  the  only  evil  that  walks 
Invisible,  except  to  God  alone. 
By  his  permissive  will,  through  heav*n  and  earth. 
And  oft  though  vnsdom  wakes,  suspicion  sleeps 
At  vrisdom's  gate,  and  to  simplicity 
Resigns  her  charge,  while  goodness  thinks  no  ill. 
Where  no  ill  seems. 

MiUtm'$  Paradi»€  LotL 

They 
Oui  pfrnj  upon  occasion,  talk  of  heaven. 
Tun  up  their  goggling  eye-balls,  rail  at  vice, 
IKssemUe,  lie,  and  preach,  like  any  priest 

Otway'M  Orphan, 
Seemiag  devotion  doth  but  gild  the  knave. 
That's  neither  &ithfb],  honest,  just,  nor  brave ; 
But  vrfaen  religion  doth  with  virtue  join. 
It  makee  a  hero  lilie  an  angel  shine. 

WeJler. 
Why  did'st  thou  choose  that  cursed  sin, 
Hypoerisy —to  set  up  in  7 
Because  it  is  the  thriving'st  eaBing, 
The  only  saint's  bell  that  rings  all  in, 
In  which  all  churches  are  ooncem'd, 
And  is  the  easiest  to  be  leam'd* 

BvtZer'f  HudSbm. 


Doubtless  the  pleasure  is  as  great 

Of  being  cheated,  as  to  cheat ; 

As  lookers-on  feci  most  delight. 

That  least  perceive  the  juggler's  sleight; 

AimI  still  the  less  they  understand, 

The  more  th'  admire  his  sleight  of  hand. 

BvUer'9  Hudibra§, 
Kings  and  priests  are  in  a  manner  bound. 
For  reverence  sake,  to  be  close  hypocrites. 
Yet  to  be  secret,  makes  not  sin  the  less ; 
'Tis  only  hidden  from  the  vulgar  view; 
Maintains  indeed  the  reverence  due  to  princes, 
But  not  absolves  the  conscience  from  the  crime. 

Dryden'g  Ampkytrion, 
Next  stood  hypocrisy,  with  holy  leer. 
Soft  smiling  and  demurely  looking  down. 
But  hid  the  dagger  underneath  the  gown ; 
Th'  assassinating  wife,  the  household  fiend. 
And-— far  the  blackest  there  —  the  traitor  fiend. 
DrydtiCe  Palamon  and  ArciU 

Bartering  his  venal  wit  for  sums  of  gold. 
He  cast  himself  into  the  saint-like  mould ; 
Groan'd,  sigh'd,  and  pray'd,  while  godliness  was 

gain. 
The  loudest  bag-pipe  of  the  squeaking  train. 

Dryden 

They  gave,  and  she  transferr'd  the  curs'd  advice, 
That  monarchs  should  their  inward  soul  disguise, 
Dissemble  and  command,  be  false  and  wise ; 
By  ignominious  arts,  for  servile  ends. 
Should  compliment  their  foes,  and   shun  their 
friends.  Prior'i  Seioman, 

The  theme  divine  at  cards  she  11  not  forget, 
But  takes  in  texts  of  scripture  at  pjoquet ; 
In  those  licentious  meetings  acts  tiie  prude. 
And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good. 

Vottf^'s  Love  of  Fame, 
Foul  hypocrisy's  so  much  the  mode,    • 
There  is  no  knowing  hearts  fh>m  words  and  looks 
lyn  ruffians  cant,  and  undermining  knaves 
IMsplay  a  mimio  openness  of  souL 

W.  Sfttrley's  Parricide. 
Gatius  is  ever  moral,  ever  grave. 
Thinks  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knave, 
Save  just  at  dinner — then  prefers,  no  doubt, 
A  rogue  with  venison  to  a  saint  vrithout 

Pope*$  Moral  Eteayt,' 
To  wear  long  faces,  just  as  if  our  Maker, 
The  God  of  goodness,  was  an  undertaker. 
Well  pleas'd  to  wrap  the  soul's  unlucky  mien 
In  sorrow's  dismal  crape  or  bombasin. 

Dr.  WdcoCn  PeUr  Pindm, 
How  litde  do  they  see  what  is,  who  frame 

Their  hasty  judgment  upoo  that  which  ssms ! 

Stmtkn 


Wi 


IDLENESS. 


Thlnk^st  thou  there  are  no  lerpente  in  the  worid 
But  thoee  who  slide  along  the  graesjr  aod. 
And  sting  tho  luckless  foot  that  presses  them  7 
There  are  who  in  the  path  of  social  life 
Do  bask  tlieir  spotted  skins  in  fortune's  sun, 
And  sting  tho  soul. — Ay,  till  its  healthful  frame 
Is  changM  to  secret,  fbst'ring,  sore  disease, 
So  deadly  is  the  wound. 

Joanna  BaiBie'9  De  Montford, 

Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or 

best; 
Dissimulation  always  sets  apart- 
A  comer  for  herself;  and  therefore  Fiction 
Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction. 

■■  Life 's  a  poor  play*r,  then  **  play  out  the  play, 
Ye  villains !"  and  above  all  keep  a  sharp  eye 
Much  less  on  what  you  do  than  what  you  say : 
Be  hypocritical,  be  cautious,  be 
Not  what  you  setfin,  but  always  what  you  tee. 

Dymnu 
The  hypocrite  had  left  his  mask,  and  stood 
In  naked  ugHnesa.    He  was  a  man 
Who  stole  tlie  livery  of  tho  court  of  heaven 
i  To  serve  the  devil  in. 

Polhek'9  Course  of  Time. 

In  sermon  style  he  bought. 
And  sold,  and  lied ;  and  salutations  made 
In  scripture  terms.    He  pray*d  by  quantity, 
And  with  his  repetitions  long  and  loud, 
All  knees  were  weary. 

PoUock'B  Coune  of  Time. 

On  charitable  lists, — ^those  trumps  which  told 

The  public  ear,  who  had  in  secret  done 

The  poor  a  benefit,  and  half  the  alms 

They  told  of,took  themselves  to  keep  them  somiding. 

He  bkzed  his  name. 

PoBode*  Count  of  Tims. 
Their  friendship  is  a  lurking  snare, 

Their  honour  but  an  idle  breath, 
Their  smile,  the  smile  that  traitors  wear. 

Their  love  is  hate,  their  life  is  death. 

HT.  O.  Simmo, 


IDLENESS. 

From  worldly  cares  himself  he  did  esloin. 
And  greatly  shunned  manly  exercise ; 
From  every  work  ho*  challenged  essoin, 
I* br  contemplation  sake :  yet  otherwise. 
His  life  he  led  in  lawless  riotise 
By  which  he  grew  to  grievous  malady 
Vol  m  his  Instless  limbs  through  evil  guise, 
A  shaking  fovr  reign'd  contimiany; 
Such  one  was  idimeae. 

S]^en$tr'$  Fairy  Quetn. 


The  first  that  all  the  rest  did  guide, 
Was  sluggish  idUmtm,  the  nurse  of  sin; 
Upon  a  slothfbl  ase  he  ehoae  to  ride, 
ArrayM  in  habit  black,  and  amis  thin, 
lAke  to  an  holy  monk,  the  service  to  begin. 

£;psiMer'«  Fairy  Qmam 

Who  doth  to  sloth  his  younger  dajrs  engage. 
For  fond  delight,  he  clips  the  wings  of  fame ; 
For  sloth,  the  canker  wonn  of  honour's  badge. 
Fame's  feather'd  vrings  doth  fret;  burying  the 

taame 
Of  virtue's  worth  in  dust  of  dunghill  shame. 
Whom  action  out  of  dust  to  light  doth  bring. 
And  makes  her  mount  to  heav'n  with  golden  wi^g. 
Mirror  for  MagiaUwUm. 

What  is  a  man,. 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  7  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sure,  he  that  made  us  with  such  large  djcoouiMi 
Looking  before  and  afler,  gave  na  not 
That  capability  and  god-like  reason 
To  nut  in  us  unus'd. 

Shaks  HamUt 

See  the  issue  of  your  sloth ; 
Of  sloth  comes  pleasure,  of  pleasure  oomes  riot, 
Of  riot  comes  disease,  of  disease  comes  spending 
Of  spending  comes  wont,  of  want  comes  thefl. 
And  of  tlicfl  comes  hanging. 

Chapnatif  Jonson  and  Maretori'e  Easward  Hoe 

The  grey-ey'd  rooming  braves  me  to  my  laoe. 
And  calls  me  sluggard. 

Jiliddletan^M  Family  Loot 

Is  there  aught  in  sleep  can  charm  the  wise  7 

To  lie  in  dead  oblivion,  losing  half 

The  fleeting  moments  of  too  short  a  lilb ; 

Fatal  extinction  of  the  enlighten'd  10011 

Or  else  to  fevering  vanity  alive, 

Wildcr'd,  and  tossing  through  distemper'd  dreams  t 

Who  would  ui  such  a  gloomy  state  remain 

Longer  than  nature  craves ;  when  every  muse 

And  every  blooming  pleasure  wait  without. 

To  bless  the  wildly  devious  morning  walk  7 

TAemjon'e  Seanm 

An  empty  form 
Is  the  weak  virtue,  that  amid  the  shade 
Lamenting  lies,  wttli  fbture  schemes  amns'd ; 
While  wickedness  and  folly,  kindred  powers, 
Confound  the  world. 

A  laay  lolling  sort. 
Unseen  at  ohorch,  at  senate,  or  at  court. 
Of  ever  listless  loit'rers,  that  attend 
No  cause,  no  trust,  no  duty,  and  no  friend. 

Pspo 


IDUBNfiSS. 
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Tboir  only  laboni  wn  to  km  the  Umb, 
And  iaboqr  dire  it  is,  and  wniy  ^voe. 
They  nt,  they  kU,  torn  o*er  Mme  idle  rhyne; 
Then,  risui|^  sudden,  to  the  glais  they  go, 
Or  nimter  fiirth,  with  tottering  step  and  slow. 
This  earn  too  nide  an  exercise  they  find ; 
Straight  en  the  couch  their  limbs  again  they  throw. 
Where  hours  and  hours  they  sighing  lie  recIinM, 
And  court  tlio  vapoury  god  soft-breathing  in  the 
wind.  Thommm*8  Caide  tf  InioUncB, 

Go  to  the  ant,  thou  sluggard,  lenm  to  live. 
And  by  her  wary  ways  lelbrm  thine  own. 

Smart 

Llfe^  caics  ave  oomiorts ;  such  by  hAaT*n  designM ; 
fb  Shal  has  noue^niust  make  theiD«  or  be  wretched. 
Cores  are  employments ;  and  without  employ 
The  soul  is  oo  the  rack ;  the  rack  of  rest, 
To  souls  most  adverse ;  action  all  their  jo^. 

YoiKttffM  Night  Tbou^. 


\  is  pain ;  takes  <lff  our  chariot  wheels ; 
Bow  heavily  we  drag  the  load  of  life ! 
Blest  leisure  is  our  curse ;  ^ke  that  of  Coin, 
[t  makes  us  wander;  wander  earth  around 
To  fly  that  tyrant  thought    As  Atlas  groan'd 
Tte  wcdd  beneath,  we  groan  beneath  an  hour. 
Yottng'9  Night  ThmghU. 

Tmm  other  care  absolved,  the  busy  mind 
Knds  in  yourself  a  theme  to  pore  upon : 
It  finds  yoa  miserable,  or  makes  you  so. 
For  while  yourself  yon  anxiously  explore, 
Timorous  sel^love,  with  sick'ning  lancy*s  aid, 
?nsents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  most, 
And  ovnr  gftUs  yoo  in  your  tender  part 
Hence  some  lor  love,  and  some  fisr  jealousy. 
For  grun  religion  some,  and  some  for  pride. 
Have  loot  their  reason :  some  for  fear  of  want. 
Want  all  their  lives;  and  others  every  day 
Foe  mar  of  dying  suffer  worse  than  death. 

^rmsirong**  Art  f^  Pretcrving  HmUh, 

Hm  sedentary  stretch  theb  lazy  length 
When  custom  bids,  but  no  refreshment  find, 
Fo^  none  they  need :  the  languid  eye,  the  cheek 
i>eserted  of  its  bloom,  the  flaccid,  shrunk. 
And  wither'd  muscle,  and  the  vapid  soul. 
Reproach  their  owner  with  that  love  of  rest 
To  which  he  fbrfisits  e*en  the  rest  he  loves. 

Cowper'M  TtuiL 

Come  hither,  ye  that  press  your  beds  of  down 
And  sleep  not :  see  him  sweating  o*er  his  broad 
Bcfiire  he  eats  it: — *Tis  the  primal  curse. 
Hot  suftenM  into  mercy ;  made  the  pledge 
Uf  cheerful  davs.  and  nightB  without  a  groan. 


LIke.a  eoy  maiden,  ease,  when  ceiirted  most, 
Farthest  retires-^  an  idol  at  whose  shrine 
Who  elt*kieat  eaerifiee  are  fiivour'd  least 

Ccwper*$  TaA 
How  various  his  enjoyments,  whom  the  world 
Calls  idle ;  and  who  justly  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too ! 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perhaps  his'peB> 
Delightffal  industry  enjoyM  at  home. 
And  nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
DressM  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad^* 
Can  he  want  occupation,  who  has  the^  7 
Will  he  be  idle,  who  has  much  t*  enjoy  7 

Cowpn'B  Ta^ 
Absence  of  occupation  is  not  rest, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distressM. 

Cotsper's  Retkemeid, 

No  more  the  irksome  restlessness  of  rest. 
Disturbed  him  like  the  eagle  in  her  nest. 
Whose  whetted  beak  and  far  pervading  eye. 
Darts  for  a  victim  over  all  the  sky. 

Bynm's  Mipd 
The  keenest  pangs  the  wretched  find 
Are  rapture  to  the  dreary  void  -* 
The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind  — 
The  waste  of  feelings  unemployM  — 
Who  would  be  doom*d  to  gaze  upon 
A  sky  without  a  cloud  or  son  7 
Less  hideous  fiir  the  tempest's  roar, 
Tlian  ne*er  to  brave  the  billows  more-- 
Thrown,  when  tlio  war  of  winds  is  o*er, 
A  lonely  wreck  on  fbrtune*8  shore, 
*Mid  sullen  calm,  and  silent  bay. 
Unseen  to  drop  by  dull  decay; 
Botter  to  sink  beneath  the  shock. 
Than  monlder  ^ecemeal  on  the  rock. 

Byrsn's  Ouam  . 

When  you  have  found  a  day  to  be  idle,  be  idle  fiir 

a  day. 
When  you  have  met  with  three  cups  to  drink, 

drink  your  three  cups. 

Idleness  is  sweet  and  sacred. 

Waiter  Savagt  Ziondtm, 
I  would  not  waste  mj  q>ring  of  3ronth 
In  idle  dalliance :  I  would  plant  rich  seeds. 
To  blossom  in  my  manhood,  and  bear  fruit 
When  I  am  old. 

JOmmm 

By  nature's  laws,  immutable  and  just, 
Enjoyment  stops  where  indolence  begins; 
And  purposeless,  to-morrow,  borrowing  doth. 
Itself  heaps  on  its  shoulders  loads  of  woa^ 
Too  heavy  to  be  borne. 

FaOMs  C9mm*iTmm 


I6NOBANGB. 


Sloth  lay  till  midday,  tormngr  on  his  eoneh, 
like  poaderouf  door  upon  its  weary  hinge. 

PoUoeie$  Cimn€  0/  Thu. 
fax  not  my  sloth  that  I 

Fold  my  arais  beside  the  brook ; 
Each  cloud  that  floateth  in  the  sky 
Writes  a  letter  in  my  book. 

Ralpk  Waldo  EmenmL 

Here  have  I  sat  since  morn,  reading  sometimei^ 
And  sometimes  listening  to  the  fiuter  fall 
Of  the  large  drops,  or  rising  with  the  stir 
Of  an  nnbidden  thought,  have  walk*d  awhile, 
With  the  slow  step  of  indolence,  my  roonit 
And  then  sat  down  composedly  again 
To  my  quaint  book  of  olden  poetry. 
It  is  a  kind  of  idleness,  I  know ; 
And  I  am  said  to  be  an  idle  man— 
And  it  is  very  true. 

WiUis't  Poem; 

There  is  no  type  of  indolence  like  this :  — > 
A  ship  in  harbour,  not  a  signal  flying. 

The  waves  unstirr'd,  about  her  huge  sides  lying, 
No  breeze  her  drooping  pennant-flag  to  kiss. 

Or  move  the  smallest  rope  that  hangs  alofl. 

Park  Bei^amin, 

Long  has  it  been  my  fate  to  hear 
The  slave  of  mammon,  with  a  sneer. 

My  indolence  reprove ; 
Ah,  little  knows  he  of  the  care. 
The  toil,  the  hardship  that  I  bear, 
While  lolling  in  my  elbow-chair. 

And  seeming  scarce  to  move. 

Washingim  AlUion, 
Methinks  how  dainty  sweet  it  were,  reclin'd 
Beneath  the  vast  out-stretching  branch^  high 
Of  some  old  wood,  in  careless  sort  to  lie. 
Nor  of  the  busier  scenes  we  left  behind 
Aught  envyi&g. 

Charle9  Lamb, 

IGNORANCE. 

With  creeping,  crooked  pace  forth  came 

An  old,  old  man,  with  beard  as  white  as  snow, 

That  on  a  staff  his  feeble  steps  did  frame, 

And  guide  his  weary  gait  both  to  and  flro; 

For  his  eyesight  him  &iled  long  ago : 

And  on  lus  arm  a  bunch  of  keys  of  ev'iy  inner 

door, 
Hut  he  could  not  them  use,  but  kept  them  still  in 

store. 
Itut  very  uncoutbsight  was  to  behoI«i 
l£ow  he  did  fltshA  his  untoward  pace : 
Fur  as  he  ibrward  mov  d  liis  looting  old, 
Sw  baokwarl  still  was  tum*d  his  wrinkled  &ee : 
MItke  to  men,  wiio  ever  as  they  trace, 


Both  ftet  and  ftee  one  my  m  went  to  lead. 
This  was  the  ancient  keeper  of  that  place. 
And  foster-fiither  of  the  giant  dead ; 
His  name  /gnsrv,  did  his  nature  right  aread. 

iS^wiser's  Fauy  Qu 
'TIS  naught  but  shows  that  ignoranoe  esteems: 
The  thing  poasess'd,  is  not  the  thing  it  seems. 

Dtmia$  CtvU  War. 
Ignorance,  that  sometimes  makes  the  hypocrite, 
Wants  never  mischief;  though  it  oft  want  fear : 
For  whilst  we  think  &ith  made  to  answer  wit. 
Observe  the  justice  that  doth  follow  it 

Lord  Brockt*9  AlqJumL 

Oh,  to  oonless  we  know  not  what  we  should. 
Is  half  excuse ;  we  know  not  what  we  would. 

jQr.  JDoRiM: 
Heaven  |nties  ignoranoe ; 
She 's  still  the  first  that  has  her  pardon  signM ; 
All  sins  else  see  their  faults,  she  *s  only  blind. 

MiddkMs  No  Hdp  Wto  m  Waman*9. 

Let  ignorance  with  envy  chat, 
In  spite  of  both,  thou  fiune  shaft  win; 
Whose  map  of  learning  seems  Uke  that 
Which  Joseph  gave  to  Benjamin. 

Herriek-^io  Bm  Jsufoa 

The  truest  characters  of  ignorance 
Are  vanity,  and  pride,  and  arrogance ; 
As  blind  men  use  to  bear  their  noses  higher 
Than  those  that  have  their  eyes  and  sight  entire 

BnOer 

Ignoranoe,  when  it  hath  purchas'd  honour. 
It  cannot  vrield  it 

Wtboiet^B  DuUkmB  ofiU^ 

But  U  is  some  justice  to  ascribe  to  chance 
The  wrongs  you  must  expect  from  ignorance : 
None  can  the  moulds  of  their  creation  choose, 
We  therefore  should  m€n*s  ignorance  excuse. 
When  bom  too  low,  to  reach  at  things  sublime  s 
'T  is  rather  their  misfortune  than  their  crime. 

Sir  W,  Dcmenant  on  the  Earl  of  Orrery, 

If  alas,  was  ignorant  of  thee. 

As  men  have  ever  been  of  things  most  excellent ; 

Making  such  judgment  of  thy  beauty,  as 

Astronomers  on  stars ; 

Who,  when  their  better  nse  they  could  not  know, 

Believ'd  that  they  were  only'^made  for  show. 

Sir  W.  DatenafU*$  Fair  FawmnU, 

Where  ignorance  is  bliss, 
'T  is  folly  to  be  wise. 

Giwy 

By  ignorance  is  pride  increas'd ; 
lliey  moot  assume  who  know  J10  .east 

Oa^oFMlm, 


ILLNESS^IMAGIKATION. 


WUk  jwt  enough  of  learnini^  to  misquote. 

Bynm*t  English  Bards^  Sge, 

Who  laughs  to  scorn  the  wisdom  of  the  schools, 
And  thinks  the  first  of  poets  first  of  fools. 

CharUs  Sjrague, 

ILLNESS. 

He  had  a  fever  when  we  were  in  Spam, 

And  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  shake :  *t  is  true,  this  god  did  shake: 

His  coward  lips  did  firom  their  colour  fiy ; 

And  that  same  eye,  whose  hend  doth  awe  the  world. 

Did  loee  its  lustre. 

8hak%.  JuHu$  Cowr. 

May  he  he  is  not  well. 
Infirmity'  doth  still  neglect  all  office, 
Whereto  our  health  is  hound ;  we  're  not  ourselves, 
When  nature,  heing  oppressM,  commands  the 

mind 
To  suffer  with  the  hody. 

Shaks,  King  Lear. 

Thou  art  lilco  night,  O  sickness !  deeply  stilling 

Within  my  heart  the  world's  disturbing  sound. 
And  the  dim  quiet  of  my  chamber  filling 
With  low,  sweet  voices  by  life's  tumult  drown'd ; 
Thou  art  like  awful  night  I — thou  gatherest 
round 
The  things  that  are  unseen,  though  close  they  lie,— - 
And  with  a  truth,  clear,  startling  and  profound, 
GtTest  their  dread  presence  to  our  mental  eye. 

JIfrs.  Hemana^t  Poemt, 
Hay  ill; 
And  the  dark  hot  flood,  throbbing  through  and 

through  me ; 
They  bled  me,  and  I  swoon'd ;  and  as  I  died, 
Or  seem'd  to  die,  a  soft  sweet  sadness  fell 
With  a  Toluptuous  weakness  on  my  soul. 
That  made  me  feel  all  happy. 

Bailey's  Festot. 

I  feel 
Of  this  dull  sickness  at  my  heart  afraid ! 
And  in  my  eyes  the  death-sparks  flash  and  fade ; 
And  something  seems  to  steal 
Over  my  boeom  like  a  firozen  hand. 

WtBit't  Posmt. 


IMAGINATION. 

Such  tricks  hath  strong  imagination. 
That  if  he  would  but  apprehend  some  joy, 
It  eomprehends  some  bringer  of  that  joy ; 
Or  in  the  nighty  imagining  some  fear, 
IIov  easy  is  a  bush  supposed  a  bear. 

Shsks*  Midsummm'  Nighfs  Dream, 


The  lunatic,  the  lorer,  and  the  poet, 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact 

Shahs.  Midsummer  Night*s  Dream. 

Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand. 
By  thinkmg  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  7 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  hare  imagination  of  a  feast  7 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  snow, 
By  thinking  on  fantastic  summer's  heat  7 
Oh  no,  the  apprehension  of  the  good. 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worse. 

Shahs.  Richard  IL 

Mj  brain,  methinks,  is  like  an  hour-glass, 
Wherein  m'  im&gmations  run  like  sands, 
Filling  up  time ;  but  then  are  tum'd  and  tum'd : 
So  that  I  know  not  what  to  stay  upon. 
And  less  to  put  in:  art. 

Jonsofi's  Every  Man  in  his  Humoar 

Subtle  opinion, 
Working  in  man's  decayed  faculties, 
Cuts  out  and  shapes  illusive  fkntasies ; 
And  our  weak  apprehensions,  like  wax, 
Receive  the  form,  and  presently  convey 
Unto  our  dull  imagination : 
And  hereupon  we  ground  a  thousand  lies, 
As— that  we  see  devils  rattling  in  their  chains ; 
Ghosts  of  dead  men,  variety  of  spirits ; 
When  our  own  guilty  conscience  is  the  hell, 
And  our  black  thoughts,  the  caverns  where  they 
dwell.  Day^s  Law  Tricks, 

Imagination  works ;  how  she  can  frame 
Things  which  are  not;   methinks   she  stands 

before  me. 
And  by  the  quick  idea  of  my  mind. 
Were  my  skill  pregnant,  I  could  draw  her  picture 

Wdfster 
Fancy  can  save  or  kill ;  it  hath  cldik'd  up 
Wounds  when  the  balsam  could  not,  and  vrithout 
The  aid  of  salves :  —  to  think  hath  been  a  cure. 
For  witchcraft  then,  that 's  all  done  by  the  force 
Of  mere  imagination. 

Cartwright*s  Ordinary, 

Do  what  he  will,  he  cannot  realize 
Half  he  conceives  —  the  glorious  vision  flies ; 
Go  where  he  may,  he  cannot  hope  to  find 
The  truth,  the  beauty  pictur'd  in  his  mind. 

Rogert^s  Human  Life. 

My  eyes  make  pictures  when  they're  shut: — 

I  see  a  fountain  large  and  fair, 
A  willow  and  a  ruin'd  hut. 

And  thee  and  me  and  Ma^Miere. 
O  Maiy  I  make  thy  gentle  lap  our  pillow ; 
Bend  o'er  us  like  a  bower  my  beautifiil  gnno 
willow*  Ooieridg 
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IMMORTALITY. 


Woe  to  the  youth  whom  fancy  gains, 
Winning  fh>in  reason's  hand  the  reins, 
Pity  and  woe !  for  such  a  mind 
Is  soft,  contemplative,  and  kind. 

Seotes  RAAy. 
Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  diseased. 
And  feycrs  into  false  creation :  — where. 
Where  are  the  forms  the  sculptor's  soul  hath  seized  7 
In  him  alone*    Can  nature  show  so  fair  7 
Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dare 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  men  7 
The  unreach*d  paradise  of  our  despair, 
Which  o'cr-infbrms  the  pencil  and  the  pen, 
And  overpowers  the  page  where  it  would  bloom 

again? 
Who  loves,  raves — ^*tis  youth's  phrenzy*-but  the 

cure 
Is  bitterer  still ;  as  charm  by  charm  unwinds 
Which  rob'd  oar  idols,  and  we  see  too  sure. 
Nor  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  fiom  «ut  the  mind's 
Ideal  shape  of  such ;  yet  still  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on. 
Reaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft^own  winds ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun. 
Seems  ever  near  tlie  prize, — wealthiest  when  most 

undone.  ByrorCn  Childe  HarM, 

Why  have  ye  lingered  on  your  way  so  long. 

Bright  visions  who  were  wont  to  hear  my  call, 
And  with  the  harmony  of  dance  and  song. 
Keep  round  my  dreaming  couch  a  festival  7 

PercivaL 
I  have  fed 
Perhaps  too  much  upon  the  lotos  fiuits 
Imagination  yields, — fruits  that  unfit 
Th»  palate  for  the  more  substantial  food 
Of  our  own  land — reality.  Jf ist  Ltmdtn. 

Alas !  we  make 
A  ladder  of  our  thoughts,  where  angels  step. 
But  sleep  ourselves  at  the  foot 

Ifus  Landon, 

*Mid  earthly  scenes  forgotten  or  unknown. 
Lives  in  ideal  worlds,  and  wanders  there  alone. 

CarloB  Wilcox. 
He  is  a  God  who  wills  it, — ^with  a  power 
To  work  his  purpose  out  in  earth  and  air, 
Though  neither  speak  him  fair !  — 
8o  may  he  pluck  from  earth  its  precious  flower. 
And  in  the  ether  choose  a  spirit  rare. 
To  serve  hira  defUy  in  some  other  sphere. 

It.  Cf,  o^MUIMa 

Upon  the  poet's  soul  tliey  flash  for  ever. 

In  evening  Rhadcs  !>ese  glimpses  strange  and 

swee.     ^tg" 

*l  ocy  fill  his  heart  betimes, — ^they  leave  htm  never, 

A»d  l.*jnt  fats  steps  with  sounds  of  fklling  feet 

W.  0. 8imm$, 


IMMORTALITF. 

It  must  be  so ;  Plato,  thou  reasoncst  well : 

Else  whence  this  pleasing  hope,  this  fond  desini, 

This  longing  aflcr  immortality  7 

Or  whence  this  secret  dread,  and  inward  horror. 

Of  falling  into  nought  7    Why  shrinks  the  soul 

Back  on  herself^  and  startles  at  destruction  7 

'T  is  the  divinity  that  stirs  within  us  s 

'T  is  heaven  itself  that  points  out  an  hereafter. 

And  intimates  eternity  to  man. 

Addi$QfC9  CatA 

Tba  soul,  secure  in  her  existence,  smiles 
At  the  drawn  dagger,  and  defies  its  point : 
The  Stan  shall  fiide  away,  the  sun  himself 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  nature  sink  in  years ; 
But  thou  shalt  flourish  in  immortal  youth. 
Unhurt  amidst  the  war  of  elements. 
The  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  of  worlds. 

Addison's  Cata, 
Look  nature  through :  't  is  revolution  ail ; 
All  change ;  no  death.  Day  follows  night,  and  night 
The  dying  day ;  stars  rise,  and  set,  and  rise ; 
Ekirth  takes  th'  example.    See  the  summer  gay. 
With  her  green  chaplet  and  ambrosial  flowers. 
Droops  into  pallid  autumn :  winter  grey. 
Horrid  with  frost,  and  turbulent  with  storm. 
Blows  autumn  and  his  golden  fruits  away. 
Then  melts  into  the  spring :  sofl  spring,  with  breath 
Favonian,  from  warm  chambers  of  the  south. 
Recalls  the  first    All,  to  rcflourish,  fades ; 
As  in  a  wheel,  all  sinks,  to  reascend, 
Emblems  of  man,  who  passes,  not  expires. 

YoungU  Night  ThougJOM, 

Can  it  be  7 
Matter  immortal  7  and  shall  spirit  die  7 
Above  the  nobler,  shall  less  nobler  rise  7 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  else  revives. 
No  resurrection  know  7    Shall  man  alone. 
Imperial  man !  be  sown  in  barren  gromid. 
Less  privileged  than  grain,  on  which  he  feedn  7 

Vottf^'s  Night  ThoughU. 
Still  seems  it  strange,  that  thou  should'st  live  Sat 

ever  7 
Is  it  less  strange,  that  thou  should'st  live  at  all  ? 
This  is  a  miracle ;  and  that  no  more. 

young's  Night  Thoughts. 
Possession,  why  more  tasteless  than  pursuit? 
Why  is  a  wish  far  dearer  than  a  crown  7 
That  wish  accomplish'd,  why  the  grave  of  bliss  7 
Because  in  the  great  future  buried  deep. 
Beyond  our  plans  of  empire  and  renown, 
lies  all  that  man  with  ardour  should  pursue ; 
And  He  who  made  him,  bent  him  to  the  right. 

Yottng*9  Night  TkoMgAts. 


#- 


IMPATIENGCIMPitiBONMENT. 


Sit 


Immortalify  o'enweeps 
All  puns,  all  tears,  aU  time,  aS  fears-— and  peals 
Like  tlie  eternal  thondcn  of  the  deep 
Into  my  ears  this  truth — Thou  liv'st  Car  CTer. 

Anon, 
Cold  in  the  dust  this  perishM  heart  may  lie. 
All  that  which  warm'd  it  once  shall  never  die. 

CamphdL 
The  splendours  of  the  firmament  of  time 
May  be  eclips'd,  but  are  eztingnish'd  not: 
like  stars  to  their  appointed  heights  they  climb. 
And  death  is  a  low  mist  which  cannot  blot 
Hie  brightness  it  may  veil    When  lofty  thought 
lifts  a  young  heart  above  its  mortal  lair, 
And  hwe  sad  life  contend  in  it  for  what 
Ehall  be  its  earthly  doom,  the  dead  live  there, 
And  move  lika  winds  of  light  on  dark  and  stormy 
air.  Shdiey, 

Attempt  how  monstrous  and  how  surely  vain. 
With  things  of  earthly  sort,  with  aught  but  God, 
Wi&  aught  but  moral  excellence,  truth  and  love, 
1^  satisfy  and  fill  the  immortal  soul ! 

PoOockU  Course  iff  Time, 

Onr  proper  good  we  rarely  seek  or  make ; 
Mindless  of  our  immortal  powers,  and  their 
Immortal  end,  as  is  the  pearl  its  worth. 
The  rose  its  scent,  the  wave  its  purity. 

Bailey's  Fettiu. 
And  with  our  irames  do  perish  all  our  loves  7 
Do  those  who  took  their  root  and  put  ferth  buds, 
And  their  soil  leaves  unfidded  in  the  warmth 
Of  mutual  hearts,  grow  up  and  live  in  beauty. 
Then  &de  and  fell  like  feir  unconscious  flowers  1 

Dana's  Poems. 
O,  listen  man ! 
A  voice  within  us  speaks  that  startling  word, 
"  Man,  thou  shalt  never  die  !*'    Celestial  voices 
Hymn  it  unto  our  souls :  according  harps, 
By  angel  fingers  touched,  when  the  mild  stars 
Of  morning  sang  together,  sound  ferth  still 
The  song  of  our  great  immortality. 

Donahs  Poems. 

It  is  wonderful. 


Thai  roan  should  hold  himself  so  haughtily^ 
And  talk  of  an  immortal  name,  and  feed 
His  proud  ambition  with  such  dalring  hopes 
As  creatures  of  a  more  eternal  nature 
Alone  should  form. 

Perctval, 

Press  onward  through  each  varying  hour; 

Let  no  weak  fears  thy  course  delay ; 
Immortal  being !  feel  thy  power, 

Pursue  thy  bright  and  endless  way. 

iiiutriisi  ivoKM. 


There  are  distinctions  that  will  live  in  heaven. 
When  time  is  a  forgotten  circumstance ! 
The  elevated  brow  of  kings  will  lose 
The  impress  of  regalia,  and  the  slave 
Will  wear  his  immortality  as  free 
Beside  the  crystal  waters ;  but  the  depth 
Of  glory  in  the  attributes  of  God, 
Will  measure  the  capacities  of  mind ; 
And  as  the  angels  differ,  will  the  ken 
Of  gifted  spirits  glorify  Him^more. 

WiUis's  Poems. 
Love,  which  proclaims  the  human,  bids  thee  know 
A  truth  more  lofty  in  thy  lowliest  hour 
Than  shallow  glory  taught  to  human  power  — 

••WlUT*S  HDMAM   IS  IMMOaTAL!" 

Btdwet's  Poemst, 

IMPATIENCE. 

What !  canst  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  7 
TTicn  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  grave  thyself 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear. 
That  thou  art  crown*d,  not  that  I  am  dead. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 

Princt^-^1  never  thought  to  hear  you  speak  again 
King, — Thy  wish  was  fether,  Harry,  to  that 

thought: 
I  stay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dost  thou  so  hunger  for  my  empty  chair. 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invest  thee  with  my  honours 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  7    O  foolish  youth ! 
Thou  seek'st  tlie  greatness  tliat  will  overwhelm 

thee.  Shake.  Henry  IV.    Pari  II. 

Oh !  how  impatience  gains  upon  the  soid. 
When  the  long  promised  hour  of  joy  draws  near ! 
How  skiw  the  tardy  nMxnents  seem  to  roll ! 

Mrs.  2%Ac 

IMPRISONMENT. 

Methinks,  nobody  should  be  sad  but  I: 
Yet,  I  remcDiber  when  I  was  in  France, 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  sad  as  night, 
Only  for  wantonness.    By  my  Christendom, 
So  I  were  out  of  prison,  and  kept  sheepi 
I  should  be  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 

Shake.  King  John 

Seldom  when 
Hie  steeled  gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men. 

Shake.  Mea,  for  Mem 

What,  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughtaend  to  prison 
Th*  immediate  heir  of  Englan^^was  this  easy* 
May  this  be  wash*d  in  Lethe,  a.     fergotten? 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  IJ 
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IMFUDESCE, 


So  we'll  live, 
And  pray,  and  singr,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laogh 
At  gilded  butterflies ;  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court-news,  and  we  *U  talk  with  them  too ; 
Who  loses,  and  who  wins ;  who 's  in,  who 's  out ; 
And  take  upon  us  the  mystery  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God*s  spies :  and  wo  *11  wear  out. 
In  a  wallM  prison,  packs  and  sets  of  great  ones, 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  th'  moon. 

Shaks,  Lear, 
Captivity, 
Tliat  comes  with  honour,  is  true  liberty. 

Mas$inger  and  FiMn  Fatal  Dowry, 

Your  narrow  souls, 
If  you  have  any,  cannot  comprehend 
How  insupportable  the  torments  are, 
Which  a  free  and  noble  soul  made  captive,  suflbrs. 
Mas9inger''9  Maid  of  Honour, 

Why  should  we  murmur  to  be  circumscribed, 
As  if  it  wore  a  new  thing  to  wear  fetters  ? 
When  the  whole  world  was  meant  but  to  confine  us ; 
Wherein,  who  walks  from  one  clime  to  another, 
Hath  but  a  greater  freedom  of  the  prison : 
Our  soul  was  the  first  captive,  bom  to  inherit 
But  her  own  chains ;  nor  can  it  be  discharged. 
Till  nature  tiro  with  its  own  weight,  and  then 
We  are  but  more  undone,  to  be  at  liberty. 

Shirley's  Court  Secret, 
Let  them  fear  bondage  who  are  slaves  to  fear ; 
The  sweetest  freedom  is  an  honest  heart 

Joikn  Ford^M  Lady's  Trial 

Death  is  the  pledge  of  rest,  and  with  one  bail. 
Two  prisons  quits ;  the  body  and  the  jail. 

Bishop  King, 

Natm%,  in  spite  of  fortune,  gave  no  minds. 
That  cannot  like  our  bodies  be  enthraU*d. 

Sir  Ralph  Freeman^s  Imperiale, 
Dost  tliou  use  me  as  fond  children  do 
Their  birds,  show  me  my  freedom  in  a  string. 
And  when  thou'st  play*d  with  me  a  while,  then 

pull 
Bfe  back  again,  to  languish  in  my  cage  7 

Sir  W,  Vavenanl^s  Unfortunate  Lovers. 
Her  sweetness  is  imprison*d  now. 
Like  weeping  roses  in  a  still,  and  is. 
Lake  them,  ordain'd  to  last  by  dissolution. 

Sir  W,  DavenanVs  Lone  and  Honour, 
Captivity 
Is  the  inheritance  of  all  things  finite ; 
Nor  can  we  boast  our  liberty,  though  we 
Are  not  •restrained  by  strong-holds ;  when  as 
The  neighb'riiij^ur  confines  us,  and  each  man 
Is  thraldom's  peRct  emblem :  for  in  aU, 
Tlie  soul  is  captive,  and  tbu  body's  thralL 

Marriage  Broker, 


A  single  jail  in  Alfred's  golden  reign, 
Could  half  the  nation's  criminals  oontaia; 
Fair  justice  then,  without  oonstimint  ador'd. 
Held  high  the  steady  scale,  but  sheath'd  the  sword ; 
No  spies  were  paid,  no  special  juries  known ; 
Blest  age !  but  ah !  how  different  from  oor  ew& ! 
Dr.  Joknoon's  Londmu 

I  only  heard  the  reckless  waters  roar. 

Those  waves  that  would  not  bear  me  firom  the 

shore ; 
I  only  mark'd  the  glorious  sun  and  sky. 
Too  bright — too  blue  —  for  my  captivity ; 
And  felt  that  all  which  fi>eedom's  bosom  cbeen 
Must  break  my  chain  befere  it  dried  my  tears. 

ByrwCs  Chramir, 
Within  its  cage  the  imprison'd  matin  bird 
Swells  the  full  chorus  with  a  generous  song; 

He  bathes  no  pinion  in  the  dewy  light. 
No  consort's  bliss,  no  father's  joy  he  shares ; 

Yet  still  the  rising  radiance  glads  his  sight. 
His  fcUows'  freedom  soothes  the  captive's  cares; 

Coleridge^s  Sonnet  to  LafayetiK 
What  has  the  grey.hair'd  prisoner  dene  7 

Has  murder  stain'd  his  hands  with  gore  7 
Not  BO ;  his  crime 's  a  fouler  one ; 

God  maok  thb  old  man  poor  ! 

WhUiier'a  Poems, 

Look  on  him ! — through  his  dungeon  grate. 

Feebly  and  cold,  the  morning  light 
Comes  stealing  round  him,  dim  and  lats. 

As  if  it  loath'd  the  sight 

WkUtiei^MPi 

Down  with  the  Law  that  binds  him  thus ! 

Unworthy  freemen,  let  it  find 
No  refuge  fl^>m  the  withering  curse 

Of  God  and  human  kind  \ 
Open  the  prison's  living  tomb, 
And  usher  &imi  its  brooding  gloom 
The  victims  of  your  savage  code, 
To  the  free  sun  and  air  of  God ; 
No  bnger  dare  as  crime  to  brand 
The  chastening  of  the  Almighty's' hand. 


IMPUDENCE. 

He  that  has  but  impudence. 
To  all  things  has  a  feir  pretence ; 
And  put  among  his  veants  but  shame, 
To  all  the  world  may  lay  his  claim. 

Butler's  Hudahma 
Immodest  words  admit  of  no  defence* 
For  want  of  decency  is  want  of  sense. 

Moaeonunon 
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Ttieres  of  renown,  and  piiferen  of  £uaae : 

When  each  man*s  mind  more  than  face  different 

Their  fimt  rappliot  what  their  ambition  lacks; 

is! 

1^  know  a  thousand  lords,  behind  their  backs. 

For  by  forms  only  we  dislinguish'd  be 

Young*9  LoD9  qf  Fame. 

One  fi'om  ancthcr :  but  alas !  to  sec 

With  that  don,  rooted,  caQons  impadence, 

We  vary  firoai  ourselves  each  day  in  mind. 

Which,  dead  to  shame,  and  GV*ry  nicer  sense. 

Nor  know  we  in  ourselves,  ourselves  to  find. 

Ne'er  blush'd,  unless,  in  spreading  vice's  snares, 

,  HealK 

He  blonderM  on  some  virtue  unawares. 

How  long  must  women  wish  in  vain 

Churchill's  Ro$eiad» 

A  constant  love  to  find  7 

Hibcmia,  fiun*d,  *bovo  cv*ry  other  grace. 

No  art  can  fickle  man  retain. 

For  matchless  intrepidity  of  face. 

Or  fix  a  roving  mind. 

From  her  bis  features  caught  the  generous  flame, 

Yet  fondly  we  ourselves  deceive, 

And  bade  defiance  io  all  sense  of  shame. 

And  empty  hopes  pursue : 

ChurehiU't  Rotciad. 

Though  felse  to  others,  we  believe 
Tliey  will  to  us  prove  true. 

Thomas  ShadmU, 

INCONSTANCY. 

Three  thUigs  a  wise  man  will  not  trust; 

Trust  not  the  treason  of  those  smiling  looks, 

The  wind,  the  sunshine  of  an  April  day, 

Until  ye  have  their  guileful  trains  well  tried ; 

And  woman's  plighted  faith.    I  have  beheld 

For  they  are  like  but  unto  golden  hooks, 

The  weathercock  upon  the  steeple  pomt 

Tliat  from  the  foolish  fish  their  baits  do  hide : 

Steady  firom  mom  till  eve,  and  I  have  seen 

So  she  with  flattering  smiles  weak  hearts  doth 

The  bees  go  forth  upon  an  April  morn, 

guide 

Secure  tlie  sunshine  will  not  end  in  showers : 

Dnto  her  teve,  and  tempt  to  their  decay ; 

Bat  when  was  woman  true  7 

Whom,  being  caught,  she  kills  with  cruel  pride, 

Souihey'8  Madoc 

And  feeds  at  pleasure  on  the  wretched  prey. 

The  dream  on  the  pillow, 

Spenser, 

That  flits  with  the  day, 

0  heaTen !    Were  man 

The  leaf  of  the  willow 

fiat  constant,  he  were  perfect :  that  one  error 

A  breath  wears  away ; 

Fills  him  with  fiiuhs ;  makes  him  run  through  all 

The  dust  on  the  blossom, 

sins: 

The  spray  on  the  sea ; 

^Hxostancy  falls  off  ere  it  begins. 

Ay, —  ask  thine  own  bosom  — 

Shaks.  Two  GenOemen  of  Fsrona. 

Are  emblems  of  thee.       , 

Et*d  as  one  heat  another  heat  expels, 

MissLanden. 

Or  as  one  nail  by  strength  drives  oat  another ; 

Inconstant  I  are  the  waters  so, 

So  the  remembrance  of  my  fermer  love, 

That  fall  in  showers  on  hill  and  plain. 

Is  by  a  newer  object  quite  forgotten. 

Then,  tir*d  of  what  they  find  below, 

Shaks.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

Ride  on  the  sunbeams  back  again  7 

There  is  no  music  in  a  voice, 

Pray,  are  there  changes  in  the  sky. 

That  is  but  one  and  still  the  same ; 

The  winds,  or  in  our  summer  weather  7 

Inconstancy  is. but  a  name, 

In  sudden  change,  believe  me,  I 

To  fright  poor  lovers  fi-om  a  better  choice. 

Will  beat  both  clouds  and  winds  together : 

Joseph  Butter's  Shepherd's  Holiday. 

Nothing  in  air  or  earth  may  be 

boonstancy  's  the  plague  that  first  or  kst 

Fit  type  of  my  inconstancy. 

Paints  the  whole  sex,  the  catching  court  disease. 
Man  therefore  was  a  lord-like  creature  made ; 

Amm, 

Koagh  as  the  vtrinds  and  as  inconstant  too : 

INDEPENDENCE. 

A  lofty  aspect  given  him  fer  command ; 

Esaily  soften'd  when  he  would  betray : 

Hail!  independence,  hail !  heaven's  next  best  gill. 

Like  oonquering  tyrants,  you  our  breasts  invade, 

To  that  of  life  and  an  immortal  soul ! 

^Vhere  you  are  pleas*d  to  ravage  for  a  while : 

The  life  of  life,  that  to  the  baii(pct  high 

But  toon  you  find  new  conquest  out,  and  leave 

And  sober  meal  gives  taste ;  to  the  bowM  roof 

The  ravag'd  provmce  ruinate  and  bare. 

Fair-dream'd  repose,  and  to  the  cottage  charms. 

0<iMy. 

Thomson's  lAboft^ 

n 

oos- 

muumnY. 


Give  me,  I  cry'd,  (enoagh  for  me) 
My  bread  and  iadependency ! 


Pope, 


Thy  Binrit,  independence,  let  me  ahare ! 
Iiord  of  the  lion  heart  and  eagle  eye, 
Thy  steps  I  follow  witii  my  bosom  bare. 
Nor  heed  the  storm  that  howls  along  the  sky. 
Deep  in  the  fixizcn  regions  of  the  north, 
A  goddess  violated  brooght  thee  forth, 
Immortal  liber^,  whose  look  sublime 
Hath  blcachM  the  tyrant^s  cheek  in  every  varying 
clime.  J 

SmoUetVt  Ode  to  Independence, 

Hail,  independence  —  by  true  reason  taoght, 
How  few  have  known,  and  prixM  thee  as  they 

ought! 
Home  give  thee  up  for  riot;  some,  like  boys, 
Resign  thee,  in  their  childiah  moods,  for  toys ; 
AmbxtioD  some,  some  avarice  misleads. 
And,  in  both  cases,  independence  bleeds. 

CharehOL 

I  praise  you  much,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair, 
For  ye  are  worthy ;  choosing  rather  for 
A  dry  but  independent  crust,  hard  eam*d 
Anf?  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endure 
The  rugged  frowns  and  insolent  rebuflb 
Of  knaves  in  oflke. 

Coioper's  Tiuk 

I've  been  disgracd,  too—folt  a  monarch's  frown. 
And  consequently  quitted  town :  — 
But  have  my  fields  refusM  their  smiles  so  sweet  ? 
Say,  have  my  birds  grown  sulky  with  the  king  ? 
My  thrushes,  linnets,  larks,  rcfus'd  to  sing  7 
My  winding  brooks  to  prattle  at  my  foet? 

Dn  WoUoCt  Peter  Pindar. 

If  I  *m  design*d  yon  lordling's  slave -^ 

By  nature's  law  design*d. 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E*er  planted  in  my  mind  7 

Biims's  Poeau. 

Hero  the  free  spirit  of  mankind,  at  length, 
Throws  its  last  fetters  off;  and  who  shall  place 
A  limit  to  the  giant's  unchain'd  strength. 
Or  curb  his  swilbicss  in  the  forward  race  7 

BryanCe  Poems, 
*T  is  a  rough  land  of  earth,  and  stone,  and  tree. 

Where  breathes  no  castled  Ind  <v  cabin'd  slave, 
Wnore  thoughts,  and  tongues,  and  hands  are  bold 

and  free. 
And  friends  will  find  a  welcome,  foes  «  gnwe; 
And  where  none  kneel,  save  when  to  beavon  tboy 

pray. 
Nor  oven  then,  unless  in  their  own  vnij. 

Hottedr's  Poems. 


Would  4iake  hands  with  a  kiag  open  his  tfarau^ 
Anc  think  it  kindness  to  his  majesty; 

A  stubborn  race,  fearing  and  flattering  none, 
Such  are  they  nvtor'd,  such  they  Um  and  die. 
HaOeeJ^B  Poemt. 

INDUSTRY. 

Shortly  his  fortune  shall  be  Ixf^  higher; 
True  industry  doth  kindle  honoor's  fire. 

Shake,  CrmnwdL 
Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do  tie. 
Which  we  ascribe  to  heav'n.    Hie  sacred  sky 
Gives  us  free  scope ;  only  doth  backward  puO 
Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are  dull 

Shake,  AWe  WaOatendtWdL 
Virtue,  though  chain'd  to  earth,  wiO  still  live  free ; 
And  hell  itself  most  yield  to  industry. 

Jm9on\8  Mettpm, 
Uke  ckicks,  one  wheel  another  on  must  drive; 
Alhirs  by  diligent  labour  only  thrive. 

Chapman^a  Reoengefer  Hmmr, 
The  chiefost  action  for  a  man  of  spirit. 
Is  never  to  be  out  of  action ;  we  should  tldnk 
l^e  soul  was  never  put  into  the  body. 
Which  has  so  many  rare  and  curious  pieces 
Of  mathematical  motion,  to  stand  stiD. 
Virtue  is  ever  sowing  of  her  seeds. 

W^betm^e  Dtmte  Lam  Csm 
If  little  labour,  little  are  our  guins : 
Man's  fortunes  are  according  to  his  pains. 

Herritk 
To  be  rich,  be  diligent;  move  on 
Like  heav'n's  great  movers  that  enrich  flie  earth; 
Whose  moment's  sloth  would  show  the  world  mi- 
done; 
And  make  the  spring  straight  bury  all  her  birth. 
Rich  are  the  diligent  who  can  command 
Time — nature's  stock. 

Sir  W,  Davenanfe  Gondibeit 
Industrious  wisdom  often  does  prevent 
What  lazy  foUy  thinks  inevitable. 

Abdicated  Princt 
Like  a  coy  maiden,  ease,  when  coCirted  most, 
Farthest  retires  — an  idol,  at  whose  shrine 
Who  oftcnest  sacrifice  are  favoured  least 

The  keenest  pangs  the  wretehed  find. 

Are  rapture  to  the  dreary  void  — 
The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind  — 
The  waste  of  feelings  unemployed. 

JPyfSjk 
Industry  *— 
To  meditate,  to  i^an,  rsMhe,  perforsi, 
Which  in  itself  is  good— as  sorely  brings 
Reward  of  good,  no  uMttsr  what  be  dsM. 

PetUtdeaCaene^Tim, 


ntSBRUTIT. 


3» 


Let  not  the  pcMT 
Jk  ftra^d  to  gfind  the  bonee  out  of  their  ftrmi 
For  htead,  but  faavv  some  space  to  think  and  i^I 
Like  moral  and  iamKirtal  ereatnrei. 

Protected  Indostrj,  careering'  fSur, 
IMecCa  die  cause  and  cures  the  rage  of  war, 
And  sweeps,  with  fbroefn]  arm,  to  their  last  graTesi 
Kings  fimm  the  earth  and  pirates  fiun  the  waves. 

JodBarlmD. 
Sbe  wae  knowing  in  all  needlework, 
And  shone  in  dairy  and  in  kitohen  too^ 
As  in  the  parlor. 

Jame$  N.  Barktr. 

BehiM! 
Tlie  mddy  damsel  singeth  at  her  wheels 
While  hf  her  side  the  rustic  lover  sits. 
Petchaaee  hie  shrewd  eje  secretly  doth  count 
llw  mass  of  skeins,  wiiich,  hanging  on  the  wall, 
Increafleth  day  by  day.    Perchance  his  thoughts, 
(Fer  men  have  deeper  minds  than  women — sure !) 
Is  falmlsting  what  a  thrifty  wife 
llie  maid  will  make. 

There  was  no  need. 
In  those  good  times,  of  trim  callbthenics, -^ 
And  there  was  less  of  gadding,  and  &r  more 
Of  home-bom,  heartfelt  oomfert,  rooted  strong 
In  industry,  and  bearing  such  rare  fruit 
As  wealth  may  never  purchase. 

Jfrs.  Sigmmui^$  Poemt. 
Chide  me  not,  laborious  band. 

For  the  idle  flowers  I  brought; 
Every  aster  in  my  hand 
Goes  home  loaded  with  a  thought. 

Ridpk  Wdtda  Bmerton, 
Work  ior  some  good,  be  it  ever  so  slowly ; 
Cheridi  some  flower,  be  it  ever  so  lowly; 
lAboor  —  all  labour  is  noble  and  holy. 

Jtfrt .  OilgsodL 

Kot  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow. 

Is  onr  destinM  end  or  way ; 

But  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 

Find  us  farther  than  to-day. 

LongfeDom, 

INEBRrETY.—  (SeealsoDRUNKENNEss.) 

Idrank;  lUk'ditnot;  *twas  rage, 'twas  noise, 

An  airy  scene  of  transitory  joys. 

In  vain  I  trusted  that  the  flowing  bowl 

Would  banish  sorresr,  and  enlarge  the  souL 

To  the  late  revel,  and  protracted  feast 

WiU  dreams  soooeeded,  and  diaorderM  net 

Pfim*$  SIdIsmm 


Unhappy  man !  whom  sorrow  thus  and  rage 
To  diflbrent  ills  alternately  engage ; 
Who  drinks,  alas !  but  to  fiHget ;  nor  sees 
That  melancholy  sloth,  severe  disease, 
Memory  coofiis'd,  and. interrupted  thought, 
Death's  harbinger,  lie  ktent  in  the  draught; 
And,  in  the  flowers  that  wreathe  the  sparkling 

bowl. 
Fen  adders  hiss,  and  poisonous  serpento  rofl. 

Prior*9  Stkmgm, 
Give  him  stnmg  drink  until  he  wmk, 

That  *s  sinking  in  despair ; 
An'  liquor  guid  to  fire  his  bluid. 

That 's  prest  wi'  grief  an'  care. 
There  let  him  bouse  an'  deep  carouse, 

Wi'  bumpers  flowing  o'er. 
Till  he  fergets  his  kfves  or  debts, 

An'  minds  his  grieft  no  more. 

Burnu'B  ScUek  DML 
Hath  wine  an  oblivious  power  7 
Can  it  pluck  out  the  sting  flrom  the  brain  t 
The  draught  might  beguile  fer  an  hour, 
But  still  leave  behind  it  the  pain. 

Byron's  FareweU  to  Engfmi4, 
Man,  being  reasonable,  must  get  drunk ; 
The  best  of  life  is  but  intoxication : 
Glory,  the  grape,  love,  gold,  in  these  axe  sunk 
The  hqies  of  all  men,  and  of  every  nation. 


'TIS  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious. 

For  tea  and  coffee  leave  us  much  more  serious. 

Fear  ye  the  festal  hour ! 
Ay,  tremble  when  the  cup  of  joy  o'erflows ! 
Tame  down  the  swelling  heart ! — the  bridal  rae^ 

And  the  rich  myrtle's  flower. 
Have  vetl'd  the  sword!    Red  wines  have  sparkled 

fast 
From  venom'd  gobkts,  and  soft  breeaee  ptat 
With  fetal  perfhme  through  the  revel's  bower. 

Mr$,  Hmnam 
We  buy  ashes  fer  bread; 

We  buy  diluted  wine; 

CSve  me  of  the  true,— 

Whose  ample  leaves  and  tendrils  curl'd 

Among  the  silver  hills  of  heaven, 

Draw  everiasting  dew; 

Wine  of  wine, 

Bkxid  of  the  world, 

Form  of  ferras,  and  mould  of  ■tetores. 

That  I  mtoxicated, 

And  by  the  drau^t  assimihted. 

May  float  at  pleasure  through  ail  natures 

The  birddanguage  rightly  spell. 

And  that  which  rases  say  so  well 

RmlfkWyUkBmmtm 


INORATITUDE. 


OgildedeittMl 
More  fitir  than  rosf  mora  wim  first  the  ouIm 
O'er  the  daw-brighten'd  verdnra  of  the  fpriiif ! 
But  more  deoeitftd,  tytamunii,  and  iell, 
Ulan  syrensi  tempetti,  and  devonrinn^  ftuues ! 

But  they  who  have  loT*d  the  fondest,  the  purest, 
Too  often  have  wept  o*er  the  dream  thej  believed 
And  the  heart  that  has  slumberM  in  friendal 

securest, 
Is  happy  indeed,  if  'twas  never  deceived* 

Oh !  colder  than  the  wind  that  freezes 
Founts  that  but  now  in  sunshine  play'd, 
Is  that  congealing  pang  which  seizes 
The  trusting  bosom  when  betrayM. 

Moore*$  LdOa  Rookh. 
Butno,novno  —  fiu^weU — we  part, 
Never  to  meet,  no^  never,  never -^ 
Oh  woman !  what  a  mind  and  heart 
Thy  coldness  has  undone  fiir  ever 


JfoorsL 


Friend  of  my  soul  this  goblet  sip, 

'T  will  chase  that  pensive  tear ; 

'T  is  not  so  sweet  as  woman's  lip, 

But  oh !  'tis  more  sincere. 

Like  her  delusive  beam, 

'Twill  steal  away  the  mind : 

But,  like  affection's  dream. 

It  leaves  no  sting  behind! 

Ckme  twine  the  wreath,  thy  brows  to  shade, 

Hiese  flowers  were  cuU'd  at  noon ; 

Like  woman's  love,  the  rose  will  &de, 

But,  ah !  not  half  so  soon ! 

For  though  the  flow'r's  decay'd. 

Its  fragrance  is  not  o'er; 

But  once  when  love's  betray'd. 

The  heart  can  bloom  no  more! 


JkOots* 


Take  back  the  sigh  thy  lips  of  art 
In  passion's  moment  breath'd  to  me ; 
Yet,  no — it  must  not,  will  not  part, 
'Tis  now  the  lifb-breath  of  my  heart. 
And  has  become  too  pure  fbr  thee ! 
lUie  back  the  kiss,  that  faithless  sigh 
With^'all  the  warmth  of  truth  imprest; 
Yet,  no — the  iktal  kiss  may  lie. 
Upon  thy  lips  its  wweels  would  die, 
Or  bloom  to  make  a  rival  blest! 
Take  back  the  vows  that,  night  and  day, 
My  heart  receiv'd,  I  thought,  from  thine ; 
Yel,  rn — allow  them  stiU  to  stay. 
They  might  some  other  heart  betiay, 
As  sweetly  as  they  've  nnn'd  mnie  I 


60^  ftlse  to  heaven  and  me ! 
Your  very  tears  are  treachery. 

Who  that  ftela  what  kive  ie  heie, 
All  Its  iUsefaoods— an  its  pain. 
Would,  fyt  ef'n  Elysnra's  s]^ 
Risk  the  iaial  dream  > 


lAodUk 


Jfesre. 


!« 


To 

But  I 

Wha.  ^*— 

'T  wai  .^  ooubt  that  thou  wert  false,  that  vruof 

my  heart  with  pain ; 
But  now  I  know  tby  perfidy,  I  shall  be  well  a^: 
I  would  proclaim  thee  as  thou  art,  but  eveiy  maiden 

knows 
That  she  who  chides  her  lover,  forgives  him  ere 
he  goes.  BrynfPi  P^em. 

For  could  I  win  a  seraph's  smile. 

To  light  me  through  this  weary  earth, 
'T  would  tire  me  in  the  briefest  while ; 
For,  lady,  (is  it  very  wrong  7) 
We  hate  voci  loften  voci  tone  too  long. 

My  love  was  centred  all  in  thee ; 

With  thought  of  thee  my  every  hope  was  blended ; 
But,  as  the  shadows  flit  along  the  sea. 

My  dreams  have  vaniah'd,  and  my  visioD  ended : 
And  when  thy  lover  leads  thee  to  the  altar, 
My  cheek  shall  never  blanch,  nor  my  voice  falter. 

Epm  SargtnL 

INGRATITUDE. 

Ingmtitude!  thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 

More  hideous,  when  thou  show'st  thee  in  a  chiU, 

Than  the  sea-mooster ! 

8koh.Lmr 


IMtmATlTUBS. 


I  hate  mgratitnde  mow  in  a  maa 
fbin  lying.  vaiiui«M»  babbling  druD]ieBne0S| 
Qt  anj  teint  of  vice,  whoee  ttnog  eonrupdon 
lah&bits  our  £nil  blood. 

Shak$.  Tu>^  NighL 

Filial  tngntitiide  1 
It  it  not  as  thia  month  aboiild  tear  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to 't 

Shaks^Lear. 

We  11  no  more  meet,  no  more  see  one  anoUier  >— 

But  yet  thou  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  dangbter, 

Or  Father,  a  disease  that  *8  in  my  flesh, 

Which  I  mnsi  needs  call  mine ;  thou  art  a  boil, 

A  jdagoe-sore,  or  imbossed  carbuncle. 

In  my  eorrupted  Uood :  but  I  *11  not  chide  thee. 

Shaka.  Lear, 
This  was  the  most  unklndest  cut  of  all : 
For  when  the  noble  Gssar  saw  him  stab. 
Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitor's  arms, 
-Quite  ▼snijiiish'd  him:  then  bmrst  his  mighty 

heart; 
jjAnd,  in  his  mantle  mufiling  xxp  his  ftce, 
fereo  at  the  base  of  Pompey*s  statue, 
lluch  aU  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Cesar  iell. 
I  Shaks.  JuUut  Caaar, 

W  hbw«  thon  winter  wind, 
Wa  art  not  so  unkind 
^s  nan's  ingratttode ; 
Thj  tooth  is  not  so  keen, 
fieeaose  thoQ  art  not  seen, 
Aithongh  thy  breath  be  rude. 

Shak$.  AayouKkeU. 

Why  this 
Is  the  world'b  soul ;  and  just  of  the  same  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  spirit.    Who  can  call  him 
His  friend,  that  dips  in  the  same  dish  7  for,  in 
My  knowing,  Timon  hath  been  this  brd's  father. 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purse ; 
Sopported  his  estate ;  nay,  Timon's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages ;  he  ne'er  drinks. 
But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip ; 
And  yet  (O  see  the  monstrousness  of  man 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape) 
He  does  deny  him. 

Shaki.  Tmtm  (f  Athtm, 

I  am  rapt,  and  cannot 
CoTer  the  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  oize  of  words ! 

Shakt.  Tinum  qfAtkeru. 
I  have  kept  back  their  foes, 
While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  let  out 
Tlieir  coin  upon  large  interest ;'  I  myself 
ftieh  only  in  large  hurts : — All  those,  for  ^s  f 
Ii  this  the  bakam,  that  the  usuring  oenato 
Poor  into  captains'  womids. 

8kak9,  Timon  (fAthem, 

*^       ■■■■■Wii 


She  hath  tied 
Sbarp-tooth'd  nukindnoss,  like  a  vulture,  here. 

Shok$,  King  Lear* 

If  she  BRist  teem, 
Create  her  child  of  spleen,  that  it  may  live, 
And  be  a  thwart  disnatur'd  torment  to  her ! 
Let  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth ; 
With  cadcnt  tears  fret  channels  in  her  chceke  * 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains,  and  benefits. 
To  laughter  and  contempt ;  that  she  may  feel 
How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is, 
To  have  a  thankless  child. 

Shaks.  King  Lear 

Not  a  man  would  speak  — 
Nor  I  (ungracious)  speak  unto  myself 
For  him,  poor  souL — The  proudest  of  you  all 
Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  lifo : 
Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  lifo. 

ShakB.  Richard  IIL 

0  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemption ; 
Dogs,  easily  won  to  fiiwn  on  any  man ; 
Snakes  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd  that  sting  my 

heart; 
Three  Judases,  each  one  thrice  worse  than  Judas ! 
Shaka.  King  Richard  JL 
Pr'ythec,  lead  me  in : 
There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have. 
To  the  last  penny ;  *t  is  the  king's ;  my  robe, 
And  my  integrity  to  heaven,  is  all 

1  dare  now  call  my  own.    O  Cromwell,  Cromwell, 
Had  I  but  serv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 

I  serv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies ! 

ShakB,  Henry  VIIL 
For  vicious  natures,  when  they  once  begin 
To  take  distaste,  and  purpose  no  requital ; 
The  greater  debt  they  owe,  the  more  they  hate. 
May*i  Agrippina 
Ingratitude  is  a  monster  — 
To  be  strangled  in  the  birth ;  not  to  be  cherish'd. 

JIfassinger 
He  that  doth  public  good  for  multitudes, 
Finds  few  are  truly  grateful. 

MaraUnCi  Sophoniaba 
I  could  stand  upright 
Against  the  tyranny  of  age  and  fortune ; 
But  >the  sad  weight  of  sudi  ingratitude 
Will  crush  me  into  earth. 

Dtnham  a  Sopkff 

All  should  unite  to  punish  the  ungrateful : 
Ingratitude  is  treason  to  mankind. 

JTiomaon^a  Canolanm^ 
He  that  *s  ungiateihl,  has  no  guilt  bat  one ; 
All  other  cranes  may  pass  for  virtues  m  oim. 

Youmg'a  Buttrss 


INJffRY^Dnf. 


I  senred  thee  fifteen  hard  caiiipaigii8» 
And  pitch'd  thj  standards  in  these  fiveSgn  fieMs ; 
By  tae  thy  grreatness  grew ;  thy  years  grew  with  it ; 
But' thy  ingratitade  out-grew  them  both. 

DrydaCn  Don  StbawHan, 
The  wretch  whom  gratitude  once  fails  to  bind, 
To  truth  or  honour  let  him  lay  no  claim ; 
But  stand  confessed  the  brute  disguisM  in  man. 
FrouaWi  PhUaUu. 
If  there  be  a  crime 
Of  deeper  dye  than  all  the  guilty  train 
'  Of  human  vices,  *t  is  ingratitude. 

Brockets  Eati  of  Warwick 
Will  ye  not  take  the  blessings  given. 
The  priceless  boon  of  ruddy  health, 
Hie  sleep  unbroken,  peace  unriven. 

The  cup  of  joy,  the  mine  of  wealths- 
Will  ye  not  take  them  all,  and  yet 

Walk  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Enjoying,  boasting,  and  forget 
To  thank  the  gracious  God  who  gave  ? 

Eliza  Cock' 9  Poem*. 


INJURIES. 
If  light  wrongs  touch  me  not. 
No  more  shall  great;  if  not  a  few,  not  many: 
There  *s  nought  so  sacred  witli  us,  but  may  find 
A  sacrilegious  person ;  yet  the  thing  is 
No  less  divine,  'cause  the  profane  can  reach  it 
Joaion's  New  Jim, 
Not  fortune's  self. 
When  she  encounters  virtue,  but  comes  off 
Both  lame  and  less.    Why  should  a  wise  man  then 
<3onfess  himself  the  weaker  by  the  feeling 
Of  a  fboPs  wrong  ?    There  may  an  injury 
Be  meant  me  ;  I  may  chooec,  if  I  will  take  it : 
But  we  are  now  come  to  that  delicacy 
And  tenderi.«fls  of  sense,  we  think  an  insolence 
Worse  than  injury ;  base  words  worse  than  deeds: 
Wo  are  not  so  much  troubled  with  the  wrong, 
As  with  the  opinion  of  the  wrong :  like  children. 
We  are  made  afraid  with  vizards.    Such  poor 

sounds 
As  is  the  lie,  or  common  words  of  spite. 
Wise  laws  thought  never  wortliy  of  revenge ; 
And  'tis  the  narrowness  of  human  nature, 
Our  poverty  and  beggary  of  spirit. 
To  take  exception  at  these  things.    He  laugh'd 

at  me! 
He  broke  a  jest !  a  third  took  place  of  me ! 
How  most  ridiculous  quarrels  are  all  these  ? 
Notes  of  a  queasy,  and  sick  stomach,  labouring 
Wltli  want  of  a  true  injury !  the  mam  part 
\H  the  wrong,  is  our  vice  of  taking  it! 

JonmnCi  New  /mi.  | 


Hiey  that  do  pull  down  chordiesi,  si 

The  holiest  altars,  cannot  hurt  the  Godhead* 

A  calm  wise  man  may  show  as  araeh  true  vmknr. 

Amidst  these  popular  provocatioiit, 

As  can  an  able  captain  show  security, 

By  his  brave  conduct  through  an  enemy's  country. 

A  wise  man  never  goes  the  people's  way ; 

But  as  the  planets  still  move  contrary 

To  the  world's  motion ;  so  doth  he  to  opinion : 

He  will  examine  if  those  accidents 

Which  common  fame  calls  injuries,  happen  to  him 

Deservedly  or  no  ?    Come  they  deservedly  7 

They  are  no  wrongs  then ;  but  punishments : 

If  undeservedly,  and  he  not  guilty  ? 

The  doer  of  them  first  should  blush — not  he. 

Jonaon's  New  Iwl 
The  purpose  of  an  injury; — 'tis  to  vex 
And  trouble  me :  now  nothing  can  do  that 
To  him  that's  truly  valiant    He  that  is  affiscted 
With  the  least  injury,  is  less  than  it 

Jofison's  New  Inn, 
For  evils  which  are  'gainst  another  done, 
Repentance  makes  no  satisfaction 
To  him  that  feels  the  smart 

WUkins'i  Miseries  of  Enforced  Marriage, 
I  have  learn'd  to  endure,  I  have  hugg'd  my  des. 

pair, 
I  scourge  back  the  ^adness  that  eke  woaU 

invade ; 
On  my  brain  falls  the  drop  after  drop,  yet  I  bear 
Lest  thou  should'st  discover  the  wreck  tliou 

hast  made.  Jtfrt.  E,  Oakea  Smitk. 


INN. 

Whoe'er  has  travell'd  life's  dull  round. 
Where'er  his  stages  may  have  been. 
May  sigh  to  think  he  still  has  found 
The  warmest  welcome  at  an  inn. 

SMJUtonem 

The  white-wash'd  wall,  the  nicely  sanded  floor. 
The  vamish'd  clock  that  dick'd  behind  the  door; 
The  chest  contriv'd  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  and  chest  of  drawers  by  day ; 
The  pictures  plac'd  for  ornament  and  use. 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goose ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chill'd  the  day. 
With  ppen  boughs,  and  flowers,  and  fennel  gay; 
With  broken  tea-cups,  wisely  kept  for  show, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chimney,  glisten'd  in  a  row. 

Goldsmith'o  DeoerUd  ViUage. 
Whert  village  statesmen  talk'd  with  looks  pro- 
found. 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 
&oU»mt(A'«  DeoerUd  VUlage 


INNOCENCE. 


Soak  of  posli  dead  ud  giaie« 
What  elfnom  have  ye  known, 
Hb|I|ij  field  or  nuMsy  eavem, 
Chaiieer  tlian  tho  BAennaid  IVtvem? 


Keatt. 


INNOCENCE. 

What  I  did  I  did  in  honour, 
Led  bj  the  impartial  conduct  of  my  soul ; 
And  never  shall  you  see  that  I  will  beg, 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me. 

Shak9.  King  Henry  IV, 
It  tooches  U8  not :  let  the  gall'd  jade 
Winoe,  our  withers  are  unwrung. 

Shaki.  HamUL 

My  lords,  I  care  not,  (so  much  I  am  happy 

Abofe  a  nmnberf)  if  my  actions 

Were  tried  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  saw  them. 

Envy  and  base  o|Hnion  set  against  them. 

To  know  my  life  so  even. 

8hdk9.  Henry  VIIL 

I  humbly  thank  your  highness : 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occasion 
Most  thoroughly  to  be  winnow*d  where  my  chaff 
And  com  shall  fly  asunder :  ibr  I  know. 
There**  none    stands    under  more  calumnious^ 

tongues. 
Than  I  myself  poor  man. 

Shales.  Henry  VIIL 
I  have  mark'd 
A  thousand  blushing  apparitions  start 
Into  hor  fiice ;  a  thousand  innocent  shames 
In  angel  whiteness  bear  away  those  blushes ; 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appear'd  a  fire, 
To  bum  the  errors  that  these  princes  hold 
Against  her  maiden  truth. 

Shake,  Much  ado  about  Nothing, 
We  were  as  twin*d  lambs,  that  did  frisk  i*  the  sun. 
And  bleat  the  one  at  the  other :  what  we  chang*d 
Was  innocence  for  innocence ;  we  knew  not 
The  doctrine  of  ingoing,  no,  nor  dream'd 
That  any  did. 

Shake,  Wtfi/ej-*t  TaU. 
Innocence  shall  make 
Fake  accusation  blush,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience. 

Shake.  Wtnta^e  Tale. 
A  just  man  cannot  fear ; 
Not,  though  the  malice  of  traducing  tongues, 
Tlie  open  vastness  of  a  tyrant's  ear, 
The  senseless  rigour  of  the  wrested  laws. 
Or  the  red  eyes  of  strainM  authority. 
Should  in  a  point  meet  all,  to  take  his  li&; 
Hii  innocency  is  armour  *gainst  all  these. 

JonmnCe  PoeUutier, 


0  innocence,  the  aacred  amulet 
HSainst  all  the  poisoDS  of  infirmity. 
Of  all  misfivtunes,  injury  and  death ! 
That  makes  a  man  in  tune  still  in  himself; 
Free  from  the  hell  to  be  his  own  accuser. 
Ever  in  quiet,  endless  joys  enjoying ; 

No  strife,  nor  no  sedition  in  his  powers ; 
No  motion  in  his  will  against  his  reason; 
No  thought  'gainst  thought — 
But  all  parts  in  him  firiendly  and  secure. 
Fruitful  of  all  best  things  in  all  worst  seasonsi 
He  can  with  ev'ry  wish  be  in  their  plenty ; 
When  the  infectious  guilt  of  one  foul  crime 
Destroys  the  free  content  of  all  our  time. 

ChapmaiCe  ByrtnCe  Conepiraey.    Part  I 

1  hope  no  other  hope ;  who  bears  a  spotless  breast, 
Doth  want  no  oomfbrt  else,  howe'er  distrest 

Daubome'e  Poor  Man'e  Comfiirt 

How  the  innocent. 
As  in  a  gentle  slumber,  pass  away! 
But  to  cut  off  the  knotty  thread  of  lifb 
In  guilty  men,  must  force  stem  Atropos 
To  use  her  sharp  knife  often. 

Maeeinger. 

All  your  attempts 
Shall  fall  on  me,  like  brittle  shafts  on  armour. 
That  break  themselves ;  or  like  waves  against  a 

rock, 
That  leave  no  sign  of  their  ridiculous  fury 
But  ibam  and  splinters :  my  innocence  like  these 
Shall  stand  triumphant,  and  your  malice  serve 
But  for  a  tmmpet  to  proclaim  my  conquest; 
Nor  shall  you,  though  you  do  the  worst  fiite  caa, 
Howe'er  condemn,  afiright  an  honest  man. 

Maeeinger  and  FiMe  Fatal  Dowry^ 

Innooenee  unmov'd 
At  a  Also  aceusatioD,  doth  the  more 
Confim  itself;  and  guilt  is  best  diseover'd 
By  its  own  ftars. 

NaU^e  Bride 

Misfortune  may  benight  the  wicked ;  she 
Who  knows  no  guilt,  can  sink  beneath  no  fear. 

HahbingUnCe  Queen  ofArragoik 

'T  is  modesty  in  sin  to  practise  ev'ry 
Disguise  to  hide  it  from  the  world : 
But  creatures  free  from  guilt  affect  the  sun. 
And  hate  the  dark,  because  it  hides  their  inno 


Sir  W.  DavenanCe  Cruel  BraUm 

^nce  still  my  du^  did  my  actions  steer, 
I  *11  not  disguise  my  innocence  by  fbar ; 
Lest  I  the  saring  of  my  life  repent: 
I  *11  rather  bear,  than  merit  punishment* 

Earl  ef  Orrery'e  JtfiistajHM 
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I  '11  rather  to  a  pooishniont  mbmit. 
Than  to  the  guilt  of  what  may  merit  it 

EaH  rfOrrary'$  TVupHoii. 

Heayen  may  awhfle  eorrect  the  virtOMi, 
Yet  it  will  wipe  their  eyes  again,  and  make 
Their  facee  whiter  with  their  tears.    Innoeenee 
Conc^alM  is  the  stol'n  pleasure  of  the  goda, 
Which  never  ends  in  shame,  as  that  of  men 
Doth  oftentimes  do ;  but  like  the  sun  breaks  Ibrth, 
When  it  hath  gratified  another  world ; 
And  to  oar  unezpeeting  eyes  appears 
More  gkirioas  through  its  late  obscurity. 

John  Fountain's  Retoaida  ^  Virtue 
80  pray*d  they  innocent,  and  to  their  thoughts 
Ulrm  peace  rccover'd  soon  and  wonted  calm. 

MiUon^s  Paradise  Loot. 
Only  add 
Deeds  to  thy  knowledge  answerable,  add  faith. 
Add  virtue,  patience,  temperance,  add  love. 
By  name  to  come  callM  charity,  the  soul 
Of  all  the  rest ;  then  wilt  thou  not  be  bath 
To  leave  this  paradise,  but  shalt  possess 
A  paradise  within  thee,  happier  iar. 

Milton^a  Paradise  Lost, 
There  b  no  courage  but  in  innocence ; 
No  ooDstancy,  but  in  an  honest  cause. 

Southem^s  Fate  of  Capua. 
I  am  arm*d  with  innocence. 
Less  penetrable  than  the  stecl-ribb'd  coats 
That  harness  round  thy  warriors. 

Madden*s  Themtstoeles. 
Against  the  head  which  innocence  secures. 
Insidious  malice  aims  her  darts  in  vam ; 
Tttm'd  backwards  by  the  powVfbl  breath  of  hear'n. 
Dr,  Joknson^s  Irene. 
Her  manners  by  the  world  refined. 
Left  all  the  taint  of  modish  vice  behind, 
And  made  each  ch^rra  of  polishM  courts  agree 
With  candid  truth's  simplicity. 
And  uncormpted  innocence. 

LytiUtom. 
The  bloom  of  opening  flowers*  unsullied  beauty, 
Soflness,  and  sweetest  innocence  she  wears. 
And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  first  spring. 

Rowe. 
I  've  sometimes  gricvM, 
That  one  so  fimn'd  in  mind  and  charms  to  grace 
The  brightest  scenes  of  lifb,  should  have  her  seat 
In  the  shadow  of  a  cloud ;  and  yet  'tis  weakness. 
The  angels  watch  the  good  and  innocent, 
\tui  where  they  gaae  it  most  be  glorious. 

Mrs,  Hale's  Ormand  Orssifsnar. 
Hope  mav  sustain,  and  innocence  impart 
Her  swea;  speoifio  to  the  learloBS  heart 

Spragui^sPi 


Innocent  maid,  and  anow^wlute  flower* 
Well  are  ye  pair'd  in  your  opening  hovi 
Thus  should  the  pure  and  lovely,  meet, 
Stainless  with  stainless,  and  sweet  with  sweet 
Throw  it  aside  in  thy  weary  hour ; 
Throw  to  the  ground  the  fair  white  flower ; 
Yet  as  thy  smiling  years  depart. 
Keep  that  white  and  innocent  lieart 

BryatL 

INSTINCT. 

Let  the  Voices 
Pbugh  Rome  and  harrow  Italy ;  I  'II  nerer 
Be  such  a  gostUng  to  obey  instinct :  but  stand, 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himself| 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Shahs*  Csridsnau, 

Tell  me  why  the  ant, 
'Midst  summer's  plenty,  thinks  of  winter's  want, 
By  constant  journeys  careful  to  prepare 
Her  stores ;  and  bring  home  the  corny  ear ; 
By  what  instruction  does  she  bite  the  grain. 
Lest  hid  in  earth,  and  taking  root  again, 
It  might  elude  the  fiiresight  of  her  care? 
Distinct  in  either  insects'  deed  appear 
The  marks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope,  and  fear. 

Ptist*s  SdmnL 

Evil  like  us  they  shun,  and  covet  good ; 
Abhor  the  poison,  and  receive  the  food. 
Like  us  they  love  or  hate ;  like  us  they  know 
To  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  foe. 
With  seeming  thought  tlieir  action  they  intend; 
And  use  the  means  proportion'd  to  the  end ; 
Then  vainly  the  philosopher  avers 
That  reason  guides  our  de<ids,  and  instinct  theiit. 
How  can  we  justly  difierent  causes  frame. 
When  the  effects  entirely  are  the  same? 
Instinct  and  reason  how  can  we  divide  7 
*Tis  the  fixiTs  ignorance,  and  the  pedant's  pride. 

Prior's  Sobnss, 

flay,  where  full  instinct  is  the  unbrring  guide. 
What  hope  or  council  can  they  need  beside  7 
Reason,  however  able,  cool  at  best, 
Cares  not  for  service,  or  but  serves  when  prest  t 
Stays  till  we  call,  and  then  not  often  nesx; 
But  honest  instinct  comes  a  volunteer; 
Sure'  never  to  o'ershoot,  but  just  to  hit ; 
While  still  too  wide  or  short  is  human  wit 

Ptft' 

The  moaner  creatures  never  fbel  control, 
By  glowing  instinct  guided  to  the  goal ; 
Each  sense  is  fbd,  each  faculty  employM,^- 
And  ftll  their  record  is  —  a  life  enjoy'd. 

Jtffv.  ibis's  OmCmKm 
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Reason  niee  o'er  iiuAinet  tm  jaa  can. 
In  tkb  \m  God  directa,  in  that  *tia  maiu 

Pipr. 

The  mealier  tribe  the  cominf^  atortn  fereaeea. 
In  the  vtill  eahn  the  bird  divines  the  breeze ; 
Hie  ox  that  grazes,  shuns  the  poison  weed ; 
The  unseen  tiger  frights  afar  the  steed ; 
To  man  alon^no  kind  Ibreboding  shows 
The  latent  horror  or  the  ambush'd  foes; 
O^er  each  blind  moment  hangs  the  fimeral  paO^ — 
Heaven  shines,  earth  smiles^-and  night  descends 
on  all  The  New  Timon. 


All  the  inveDtioas  thai-tbe  woiM  contains, 
Were  not  by  rMuson  first  feond  out,  nor  brahM| 
Bat  pass  ftr  thein  who  had  the  luck  to  light 
Upon  them  bf  mislafcd  or  oversight. 

BuOe^, 

InvenUon  is  aetivity  of  mind,  as  fire  is  air  in 


INSTRUCTION. 

He  is  a  good  divine,  that  follows  his 

Own  instructions ;  I  can  easier 

Teach  twenty  what  were  good  to  be  done,  than 

To  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow 

My  own  teaching :  The  brain  may  devise  laws 

For  the  blood,  but  a  hot  temper  leaps  o*er 

A  cold  decree. 

iSAaJb.  Merchant  ef  Vemee, 

Year  TDice,  oar  music  when  you  speak,  we  give 
To  those  who  teach  the  mysteries  above. 
That  their  persuasion  we  may  soon  believe ; 
For  doctrines  thrive,  when  we  our  teachers  love. 
Sir  W,  DavenanL 

Laborious  still,  he  taught  the  early  mind. 
And  nrg*d  to  manners  meek  and  thoughts  refin*d; 
Truth  he  impress*d,  and  every  virtue  prais*d ; 
While  in&nt  eyes  in  wondering  circles  gaz*d ; 
llae  worth  of  time  would  day  by  day  unfold, 
And  tell  them  every  hour  was  made  of  gold. 

TimoUty  DwighL 

It  is  well  to  take  hold  on  oeeasions,  and  render  in- 
direct instruction ; 

It  is  better  to  teach  upon  a  syBtem,  and  reap  the 
wisdom  of  books. 

Tupper*s  Proverbial  Phiioaophf, 

The  seeds  of  first  instructions  are  dropp*d  into  the 
deepest  furrows. 

Tapper's  Prseer^JoZ  PUkeejpkff. 


INTELLECT.  — (See  Rbasow.) 


INVENTION. 

Hi*  invention  all  admir'd,  and  each,  how  he 
To  be  th*  inventor  miss*d ;  so  easy  it  seem*d. 
Once  finmd,  which  yet  unftund  most  wouM  have 

thought 
Impossible, 

If OtoA's  Paradi9e  LeeL 


A  sharpening  of  the  spiritual  sight,  to 

hidden  aptitudes. 

Tuppm^M  PtmmMt  PkUatepkf 
The  eye  cannot  make  Bgfat,  nor  the  mind  spirit ; 
Therefore  it  is  wise  in  man  to  name  all  novelty 

Invention. 

IRRESOLUTION. 
Our  doubts  are  traitors, 
And  make  us  lose  the  good  we  oft  might  win. 
By  fearing  to  attempt. 

Shake.  Biea.  fir  Mea. 

fpThat  we  would  do^ 
We  should  do  when  we  would;  (or  this  tpou2d 

changes. 

And  hath  abatcmenti  and  delajrs  as  many 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidentB ; 
And  then  this  ehoM  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh. 
That  hurts  by  easmg.  Skakt^Harnkt 

Now  whether  it  be 
Beastial  oblirion,  or  some  craven  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  the  event— 
A  thought,  which,  quarter'd,  hath  UA  one  pert 

wisdom. 
And,  ever,  three  part*  oowaid"^  I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  I  live  to  say —this  thing  *s  lo  da 

Shake.  HomUL 
like  a  man  to  douUe  business  bound, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin. 
And  both  neglect 

Shake.  HamUi 
I  am  a  heavy  stone, 

RollM  up  a  hill  by  a  weak  child :  I  move 
A  little  up,  and  tumble  back  again. 

W.  Rider*e  Twku. 


ITALY. 
How  has  kind  heaven  adom'd  the  happy  land. 
And  scatlerM  hleasinge  with  a  waetefid  hand  S 
But  what  avail  her  inexhausted  stores, 
Her  bloomy  mountains,  and  her  sunny  shores,  ^ 
With  all  the  gifb  that  heaven  and  earth  impart, 
The  amileB  of  nature,  and  the  charms  of  art. 
While  proud  oppression  in  her  Talleys  reigns^ 
And  tyranny  usurps  her  happy  plains  7 


MS 


JAIL-JEALOUSY. 


Far  to  the  ri^ht,  where  Apcnnine  aBceods, 
Bright  as  the  smnmer,  Italj  extends ; 
Its  uplands  sloping  deck  the  moantam*s  side, 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride ; 
While  oft  some  temple's  mouldVing  tope  between, 
With  venerable  grandeur  mark  the  seene* . 
Could  nature's  bounty  satisfy  the  breast, 
The  sons  of  Italy  were  sorely  blest 
Whatever  fruits  in  diiierent  climes  were  found ; 
That  proudly  rise,  or  humbly  court  the  ground ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear. 
Whose  bright  succession  decks  the  varied  year ; 
Wliatever  sweets  salute  the  northern  sky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  blessom  but  to  die ; 
Tliese  here  disporting  own  the  kindred  soil. 
Nor  ask  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  toil ; 
With  sea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand 
To  winnow  fragrance  round  the  smiling  land. 

GoldtmOCM  TniMflsr. 
Hie  promis'd  land 
lies  at  my  feet  in  all  its  loveliness ! 
To  him  who  starts  up  from  a  troubled  Aeam, 
And  lo,  the  sim  is  shining,  and  the  lark 
Singing  aloud  fiir  joy,  to  him  is  not 
Such  sudden  ravishment  as  now  I  feel 
At  (he  first  glimpses  of  fair  Italy. 

Rogeri's  ludy. 

Italia !  O  Italia !  thou  who  hast 

The  fatal  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 

A  funeral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past. 

On  thy  sweet  brow  is  sorrow  ploughed  by  shame. 

And  annals  graved  in  characters  of  flame. 

Byron' 9  Chiide  Harold. 
Fail:  Italy! 
Thoti  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home 
Of  all  Art  yields,  and  Nature  can  decree. 
Even  in  thy  desert,  what  is  like  to  thee  7 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertili^ ; 
TTiy  wreck  a  glory,  and  tliy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  charm  which  cannot  be 
defaced.  Byron*9  ChUde  Harold, 

Oh,  Rome !  my  country !  city  of  the  soul ! 
The  orphans  of  the  heart  must  turn  to  thee. 
Lone  mother  of  dead  empires !  and  control 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  petty  misery. 
What  are  our  woes  and  sufferance  7  Come  and  see 
The  cypress,  hear  flie  owl,  and  plod  your  way 
0*er  steps  of  broken  thrones  and  temples,  ye ! 
Whose  agonies  are  evils  of  a  day— 
A  world  is  at  our  feet  as  fragile  as  our  clay. 

Byron's  OhUde  Hardd, 
Italy! — tlie  grave 
And  resurrection  of  the  slave. 

Botley's  f  sttei.  | 


Soft  akies  of  Italy !  how  richly  drest 
Smile  the  wild  scenes  in  your  purpureal  glow; 
What  glorious  hues  reflected  from  the  west 
Fk)at  o'er  the  mountains  of  eternal  snow ! 

Mr9.Hoium. 
The  spirit  of  my  land ! 
It  visiti  me  once  more ! — though  I  must  die 
Far  from  the  myrtles  which  thy  br^ze  has  ftmi'd, 
My  own  bright  Italy! 
Oh !  that  loves  quenchless  power 
Might  waft  my  voice  to  fill  thy  summer  sky, 
And  through  thy  groves  its  dying  music  shower, 
Italy!  Italy! 

Mr9,  Haunt, 

The  skies  of  radiant  Italy ! 

Oh !  they  are  deeply  blue ; 
And  nothing  save  their  kindred  waves, 

Can  match  their  sapphire  hue. 

Lady  Flora  Hattmgt, 
The  songs  of  tunefhl  Italy ! 

They  wake  within  the  heart, 
Those  visions  of  the  olden  time 

Which  will  not  thence  depart 

Lady  Ftora  Haaiagi, 
The  tombs  of  holy  Italy ! 
The  earth  where  heroes  trod ; 
Where  sainted  martyrs  glorified 
In  death  th*  Incarnate  God ! 
Where  all  is  bright,  and  pure,  and  calm, 
On  earth,  in  air  and  sea : 
Oh  Italy !  amongst  thy  tombs. 
Hast  thou  no  place  for  me  7 

Lady  Flora  Hattmgt, 
We  came  to  Italy.    I  felt 

A  yearning  fi>r  its  sunny  sky ; 
My  very  spirit  soem'd  to  melt 

As  swept  its  first  warm  breezes  by. 
From  lip  and  cheek  a  chilling  mist, 

From  life  and  soul  a  frozen  rime. 
By  every  breath  seem'd  softly  kiss'd — 

God's  hksnng  on  its  radiant  dime ! 

Wtttu**  Pomi. 
A  calm  and  lovely  paradise  ^ 

Is  Italy,  for  minds  at  ease ; 
The  sadness  of  its  sunny  skies 

Weighs  not  upon  the  lives  of  these. 

WiOU'B  Pomi* 


JAIL.  — (See  Prison.) 


JEALOUSY. 

Tlie  venom  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poison  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog*B  tootL 

Shako.  Comedy  tfEnmt. 


JEALOUSY. 


Foal  jealowy  I  that  tnmest  lovo  divine 
IV)  joylesB  dread,  and  mak*8t  the  loving  heart 
With  hateful  thoughts  to  languish  and  to  pine, 
Aod  feed  itself  with  selAconsuming  smart : 
Of  aS  the  passions  in  the  mind  thou  vilest  art. 

iS|pefwer*s  Fairy  Queen, 
Yet  ii  there  one  more  cursed  than  they  all. 
That  eanker-worm,  that  monster,  jealousy, 
^Vhich  eats  the  heart  and  feeds  upon  the  gaO, 
TViraing  afl  love's  delight  to  misery, 
lliToogh  fear  of  losing  his  felicity. 
Ah,  Gods !  that  ever  ye  that  monster  placed 
In  gentle  love,  that  all  his  joys  defaced ! 

Speneer'e  Hymn  in  Honour  ef  Lone, 
He  hath  a  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose. 
To  be  8»peetod ;  framed  to  make  women  fUse. 

ShtOcg,  Oihdlik 
0,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealeosy ; 
It  is  the  green«y*d  monster  which  doth  mock 
Hie  meat  it  feeds  on ;  that  cuckold  lives  in  bliss, 
Who,  certain  of  his  l&te,  loves  not  his  wronger ; 
But,  0,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o*er, 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  suspects,  yet  strongly  loves ! 

ShaJa,  Oihdh. 
Good  heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defbnd 
From  jealousy ! 

Shdk9.0ihao, 

*T  is  not  to  make  me  jealous. 
To  Bay— my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company, 
Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and  dances  well ; 
Where  virtue  is,  these  are  more  virtuous : 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
llie  smallest  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 
For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me :  no,  lago ; 
in  see,  befinre  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove ; 
And,  on  the  proo^  there  is  no  more  but  this — 
Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealousy. 

Shake,  OthMo. 
Tiook  to  your  wife ;  observe  her  well  with  Cassio ; 
Wear  your  eye  —  thus,  not  jealous  nor  secure : 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature, 
Oot  of  self-bounty,  bo  abus*d ;  look  to*t 

Shake.  OHieOo, 
lluQk'st  thou  IM  make«a  life  of  jealousy. 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With  fresh  suspicions  ?    No :  to  be  once  in  doubt, 
Is~oDce  to  be  resolved. 

Shake.  OtheOo, 

What  sense  had  I  of  her  stolen  hours  of  lust  7 
I  caw  it  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm*d  not  me : 
I  dept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  meny ; 
I  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  her  lips : 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen, 
Let  him  not  know  it,  and  he  *s  not  robb'd  at  alL 

Shake.  OthdUk 


Trifiem  light  as  air, 

Are,  to  the  jealous,  confiimatioDS  strong 

As  proo&  of  holy  writ 

Slmke.  OtheUo 

Look  wliere  ho  comes !  not  poppy,  nor  mandragorst 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world, 
Shan  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Wluch  thou  ow'dst  yesterday. 

Shake.  OtheUa, 

O  now,  for  ever 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind!  farewell  content! 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars. 
That  make  ambition  virtue !  O,  farewell ! 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump, 
The  Spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner ;  and  all  quality, 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war  ! 
And  O,  yon  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
The  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit, 
Farewell !  Othello's  occupation's  gone ! 

Shake.  OfJieOo. 

If  thou  dost  slander  her,  and  torture  me. 

Never  pray  more :  abandon  all  remorse ; 

On  horror's  head,  horrors  accumulate : 

Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amaz'd. 

For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add. 

Greater  than  that 

Shake.  Oihdiek 

I  think  my  wiib  be  honest,  and  tliink  she  is  not : 

I  think  thou  art  just,  and  think  thou  art  not : 

1 11  have  some  proof:  her  name,  that  was  as  fresh 

As  Dian's  visage,  is  now  bcgrim'd  and  black 

As  mine  own  face. — If  there  be  cords,  or  knives, 

Poison,  or  fire,  or  suffocating  streams, 

1 11  not  endure  it — ^Wouid  I  were  satisfied ! 

Shake.  OthtXUK 

All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heaven : 
'TIS  gone. — 

Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  thy  hollow  cell ! 
Yield  up^  O  love,  thy  crown,  and  hearted  throne, 
To  tyrannous  hate !  swell  bosom,  with  thy  firaught, 
For  'tis  of  aspick's  toogim . 

Shake.  Othette, 

I  pray  you,  in  your  letter^ 

When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate, 

Speak  of  me  as  I  am ;  nothing  extenuate, 

Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice :  then  must  yo« 

speak 
Of  one  that  k)v'd  not  wisely,  but  too  well; 
Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought, 
Perplez'd  in  the  extreme ;  of  one,  whose  hand, 
Like  the  base  Judean,  threw  a  pearl  away 
Richer  than  all  his  tribe 

Intake,  OlAfliU 
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Avaimt !  be  gone !  thoa  hut  nt  me  on  the  rack ; 
I  flwear  Hie  better  to  be  mneh  abus'd, 
Hian  bat  to  know 't  a  tittle. 

ShaUOikaU. 

But  to  be  paddling  palms,  and  pinching  fingers, 
As  now  tiiey  are ;  and  making  practised  smUes, 
As  in  a  looking-glass ; — and  then  to  sigh,  as  *t  were 
The  mort  o^  the  deer.    O,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bosom  likes  not,  nor  mj  brows  ! 

Shaki,  WinUr'M  TaU, 

Is  whispering  nothing  7 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  7 — ^is  meeting  noses  7 
Kissing  with  inside  lip  7 — stopping  the  career 
Of  langhtcr  with  a  sigh  7 — (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  hones^ :)  horsing  loot  to  foot  7 — 
Skolking  in   comers  7  —  wishing    clocks    more 

swift  7— 
Hoars,  minutes  7 — ^noon,  midnight  t  and  all  eyes 
Bhnd  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs, — theirs 

only, 
Tliat  would  unseen  be  wicked  7 — ^is  this  nothing  7 
Why,  then  the  worid,  and  all  that  *s  in  it,  is  nothing. 
8kak$.  WinUr^$  Tak. 

O  jealousy !  daughter  of  envy  and  of  love. 
Most  wayward  issue  of  a  gentle  sire ; 
FosterM  with  fears,  thy  father's  joy*s  t*  improve : 
Mirth-marring  monster,  bom  a  subtle  tiar ; 
Hateful  unto  thyself^  flying  thine  own  desire ; 
Feeding  upon  suspect,  that  doth  renew  thee ; 
Happy  were  lovers,  if  they  never  knew  thee. 

Xlenie*  #  Jcosamoiia. 

Pde  hag,  infernal  fury,  pleasure's  smart; 
Envious  observer,  prying  in  ev*ry  part : 
Suspicioas,  fbariul,  gazing  still  about  thee, 
O  would  to  God  that  love  could  be  without  thee. 
DaniePi  Rtmamond 

I  ^strive. 
With  the  assurance  of  my  worth,  and  merits. 
To  kin  this  monster,  jealouipy. 

Mamngei'9  Bondman, 

Of  an 

Oor  passions,  I  wonder  nature  made 
The  worst,  foul  jealousy,  her  ftvourite;  — 
And  if  it  be  so,  why  took  she  care 
That  ev*ry  thing  should  give  the  monster  nourish- 
ment, 
And  left  oi  nothing  to  destroy  it  with. 

SttckUn^B  BrennoraU, 

fhou  wond^rous  yettow  fiend ! 

Temper  an  antidote  with  antimony, 

And  H  i»  mfeetioaii :  Mix  jealoosy  with  marriagv, 

It  »ii««iQns  virtue. 

nmunfmVa  Oily  Ni^Cap. 


OJeakosy, 
Lovers  ddlpM!  Ifaoa  art  in  thy  diseaM, 
A  wild  mad  patient;  wondVoos  hard  to  pleas*. 

DamnporiU  City  NigkuCap,      I 

An  jealouny 
Must  still  be  strangled  in  its  birtli;  or  time  < 

Win  soon  conspire  to  make  it  strong  enough 
To  overcome  the  truth. 

Sir  W,  Dai)etunte$  Crud  Bnther,      \ 

When  this  disease  of  jealousy  can  find 
A  way  to  seize  upon  a  crazy  mind ; 
Most  things,  instead  of  help,  or  giving  ease, 
Tlie  humour  feed,  and  turn  to  the  disease. 

Sir  Robert  Howard'9  Vettal  Virgin, 

ShaO  jealousy  a  pow'r  o*er  judgment  gaifii 
Though  it  does  only  in  the  &ncy  reign  7 
With  knowledge  thou  art  inconsistent  etifl ; 
The  mind*B  foul  monster,  whom  fiur  troth  doea 

kin. 
Thy  tyranny  subverts  ev'n  nature's  laws ; 
For  oft  thou  hast  efiects,  without  a  cause : 
And,  which  thy  strength,  or  weakness  does  detect. 
Thou  oflen  hast  a  cause  without  effect; 
In  an  thou  dost,  thoa  ever  dost  amiss ; 
Seest  what  is  not,  or  secst  not  that  which  is. 

Eati  efOrrery^M  Henry  F. 

What  a  bridge 
Of  glass  I  walk  upon,  over  a  river 
Of  certain  ruin,  mine  own  weighty  fears 
Cracking  what  would  support  me !  and  those  helps. 
Which  confidence  lends  to  others,  are  firom  me 
RavishM  by  doubts,  and  wilful  jealousy. 

Mtusimger. 

Doubt  is  the  effect  of  fear  or  jealoosy. 
Two  passions  which  to  reason  give  the  lie ; 
For  fear  torments,  and  never  doth  assist; 
And  jealousy  is  love  lost  in  a  mist: 
Both  hoodwink  truth,  and  go  to  blind-man's-bofi^ 
Cry  here,  then  there,  seem  to  direct  enough. 
But  aU  the  while  shift  place ;  making  the  mind, 
As  it  goes  out  of  breath,  despair  to^find ; 
And  if  at  last  something  it  stumbles  oo. 
Perhaps  it  caHs  it  false,  tfnd  then  t  is  gone. 
If  true,  what's  gain'd  7  only  just  time  to  see 
A  breathless  play,  a  game  at  Hberty ; 
That  has  no  other  end  than  this,  that  men 
Run  to  be  tir'd,  jost  to  sit  down  again. 

Fatal  Jeakuty — Avthor  Awmu 

Tlien  shall  I  be  no  more; 
And  Adam  wedded  to  another  Bve, 
Shall  livo  with  her  enjoying,  I  extinct; 
A  death  to  think. 

Jffftsn't  PmmdiBe  ZmL 
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In  UMMbearte, 
lam  anUbidinoos  rei^^d,  iknt  jealonsj 
Was  ooileratQod,  tho  injured  lover's  h^Q. 

MUUm'M  Pamdise  LogL 
Soipicioas,  and  fantastical  surmise, 
Aod  jeoloosy  soffiis'd,  with  jaundice  in  her  eyes, 
Diiodoaring  all  she  viewed,  in  tawny  droes'd, 
Down-look,  and  with  a  cuckoo  in  her  fist 

Dryden's  Ptdanum  and  Arcite. 

Oh  jealousy !  thou  bane  of  pleasing  fiiendshiis 
HioQ  wpnt  invader  of  oar  tender  bosoms ; 
flow  dioes  tliy  rancour  potson  all  our  softness. 
And  torn  our  gentle  natures  into  bitterness ! 

Rowe'a  Jane  Shore, 
PassiooB,  if  great,  though  tum*d  to  their  reverse, 
Keep  their  degree,  and  are  great  passions  stilL 
And  she  ^o,  when  she  thinks  her  kiver  fklse. 
Retain*  her  temper,  never  lost  her  heart 

YsiMg's  Braihen. 
Oh !  the  pain  of  pains, 
Is  when  the  fair  one,  whom  our  soul  is  fond  of. 
Gives  transport,  and  receives  it  from  another. 

Young's  Butirit* 

O  jealoosy^  each  other  passion  *s  calm 
To  thee,  thou  conflagration  of  the  soul ! 
Thou  king  of  torments !  thou  grand  counterpoise 
For  all  the  transports  beauty  can  inspire. 

young's  Rmeng9. 
It  is  jealousy's  peculiar  nature 
To  swell  small  things  to  great ;  nay,  out  of  naught 
To  conjure  much ;  and  then  to  lose  its  reason 
Amid  the  hideous  phantoms  it  has  fiirm'd. 

young's  Revenge. 
Jeabmsy,  saidst  thou 7  I  disdain  it:  — no^- 
Distrust  is  poor,  and  a  misplac'd  suspicion 
Inviteai  and  justifiss  Uie  falsehood  fear'd. 

HiWe  Zara. 
Ten  thousand  fhries  lash  my  soul  with  whips, 
At  ev*ry  look  sharp  stings  transfix  my  heart. 
And  my  chill  blood  thrills  cold  through  ev'ry  vein ! 
Daretfi  Love  and  Ambition, 

O  jealoasy !  thoa  merciless  deetr<iyer. 
More  cmel  than  the  grave !  what  ravages 
Does  thy  wild  war  make  in  the  noblest  bosoms ! 
MaUeCs  Euridka. 

Henee,  jeaknsy ;  thou  fiital  lying  fiend, 
TVm  false  seducer  of  oar  hearts,  be  gone ! 

C.  Jokmoom'a  SuUatutt. 
To  daaAH's  aa  injury;  to sospect  a  fUend 
Is  breadi  of  firiendship :  jealoosy  's  a  seed 
Sown  bat  in  ^oioos  minds;  prone  to  distrait, 
)  apt  to  deceive. 

LmudowtC$  Honk  Lorn. 


But  through  the  heart 
Should  jealousy  its  vcnoi^  once  difiuse, 
'Tis  then  delightifal  misery  no  more, 
Bat  agony  onmiz'd,  incessant  gall. 
Corroding  every  thought,  and  blasting  all 
Love's  paradise.    Ye  fairy  prospects,  then. 
Ye  beds  of  roses,  and  ye  bowers  of  joy. 
Farewell !  ye  gloamings  of  departed  peace, 
Shine  out  your  last !  the  yeUow-tinging  plague 
Internal  vision  taints,  and  in  a  night 
Of  livid  gloom  imagination  wraps, 

Thomoon^s  Senom, 

Ten  thousand  fears 
Invented  wild,  ten  thousand  frantic  views 
Of  horrid  rivals,  hanging  on  the  charms 
For  which  he  melts  in  fendness,  eat  him  up 
With  fervent  anguish,  and  consuming  rage. 

TAomsofi's  Seaoono 
I  've  seen  and  heard 
Enough,  beyond  suspicion's  pale  distrusts. 
To  damn  me  with  the  knowledge  of  my  fate. 

BeckinghanCe  Henry  IV,  of  France, 

O  jealoasy !  thoa  most  unnatoral  offspring 
Of  a  too  tender  parent !  that  in  excess 
Of  fimdness  feeds  thee,  like  the  pelican, 
But  with  her  purest  blood ;  and  in  return 
Thou  tear'st  the  bosom  whence  thy  nurture  flows. 
Frowdo'i  Pbiktao, 
Tliy  numbers,  jealoasy,  to  naught  were  fix'd, 
Sad  proof  of  thy  dislressftd  state : 
Of  difienng  themes  the  veering  song  was  mix'd. 
And  now  it  courted  love,  now  raving  caU'd  on  hats 

Among  the  sons  of  men  how  few  are  known 
Who  dare  be  just  to  merit  not  their  own ! 
Superior  virtue  and  superior  sense, 
To  knave»  and  fools  will  always  give  ofkaod. 
Nay,  men  of  real  worth  can  scarcely  bear« 
So  nice  is  jealousy,  a  rival  there. 

Churcm 

In  gentle  love  the  sweetest  joys  we  find  -^ 
Yet  even  those  joys,  dire  jealousy  molests. 
And  blackens  each  &ir  image  in  our  breasts. 

LyUUUm, 

All  other  passions  have  their  hour  of  thinking. 
And  hear  the  voice  of  reason.    This  alone 
Breaks  at  the  first  suspicion  into  phrenzy. 
And  sweeps  the  soul  in  tempests. 

Fnmcts'f  ConoUmtme 

See,  his  audacious  face  he  turns  to  hers; 
Glitt'ring  with  confidence  some  nauseous  jest  j 
And  she  endures  it  too--oh!  this  kieks  vile^ri 
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When  godfl  had  framed  the  sweets  of  woman's 

face, 
And  lockt  mcn*8  looks  within  her  golden  hair, 
That  PhcBbus  blush'd  to  see  her  matchless  grace, 
And  heavenly  gods  on  earth  did  make  repair, 
To  'quip  feir  Venus'  overweening  pride, 
Love's  happy  thoughts  to  jealousy  were  tied. 
Then  grew  a  wrinkle  on  fair  Venus'  brow. 
The  amber  sweet  of  love  is  tuni'd  to  gall ; 
Gloomy  was  heaven ;  bright  Phcebus  did  avow 
He  would  be  coy,  and  would  not  love  at  all ; 
Swearing  no  greater  mischief  could  bo  wrought, 
Than  love  united  to  a  jealous  thought. 

Gretnt, 

O  jealousy. 
Thou  ugliest  fiend  of  hell !  thy  healthjful  venom 
Preys  on  my  vitals,  turns  the  deadly  hue 
Of  my  fresh  cheek  to  haggard  sallowness, 
And  drinks  my  spirits  up ! 

Hannah  More*9  David  and  GaiUah, 
That  anxious  torture  may  I  never  iecl. 
Which,  doubtful,  watches  o'er  a  wandering  heart 

0  who  that  bitter  torment  can  reveal. 

Or  tell  the  pining  anguish  of  that  smart ! 
In  those  affections  may  I  ne'er  have  part^ 
Which  easily  transferr'd  can  learn  to  rove : 
No,  dearest  Cupid !  when  I  feel  thy  dart. 
For  thy  sweet  Psyche's  sake  may  no  false  love. 
The  tenderness  I  prize  lightly  from  me  rove  I 

itfrs.  Tighe'9  Ptycht, 
Yet  he  was  jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  it. 
If  or  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it 

Syronm 

Iler  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one. 
You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  flight : 
She  did  this  during  even  her  husband's  life  — 

1  recommend  as  much  to  every  wife. 

Byron, 

Alas !  fiur  he  who  loves  too  oft  may  be 

Like  one  who  hath  a  precious  treasure  seal'd, 
Whereto  another  hath  obtain'd  the  key : 

And  he,  poor  soul !  who  there  his  all  conceai'd, 
Lives  blindly  on,  nor  knows  that  mite  by  mite 

It  dwindletli  from  his  grasp ;  or  if  a  thought 
That  something  hath  been  lost  his  mind  affright, 

He  puts  it  by  as  evil  fancy  wrought 
Yet  will  there  sometimes  come  a  ghostly  dread. 

From  which  the  soul  recoils ;  but  he  totU  sleep — 
Ay,  sleep — and  when  he  wakes,  all,  all  is  fled. 

Jtfrs.  E.  Oakes  SmUh, 
Ah  no !  my  love  knows  no  vain  jealousy ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  and  lives  but  in  the  sun. 
Asks  not  what  other  flowers  he  shines  upon, 
L^  be  but  shine  on  her. 

JKwt  Ame  C.  Lynek 


Jealousy,  that  doats  but  dooms,  and  murden,  yet 
adores !  Sfragut^t  Sbakfptan  Od$, 

To  tell  the  truth,— (you  'U  not  betray  ?) 

I  hate  to  see  a  jealous  woman; 
As  if  c;'en  Beauty's  &intest  ray 

Should  ML  upon  a  heart  that 's  human, 
Without  awaking  grateful  love 
To  Beauty's  Author  thron'd  above ! 

JIfrt.  Oagnd, 


JEST. 

A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 

Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 

Of  him  that  makes  it 

SkaJn.  Loo^B  Labour  LotL 

Laugh  not  too  much ;  the  witty  man  laughs  least: 

For  wit  is  news  only  to  ignorance : 

Less  at  tliinc  own  things  laugh;  lest  in  the  jest 

Thy  person  share,  and  the  conceit  advance. 

Make  not  thy  sport  abuses :  for  the  fly 

That  feeds  on  dung,  is  coloured  thereby. 

Pick  from  thy  mirth,  like  stones  oat  of  the  ground, 

Profaneness,  filthiness,  abusiveness : 

These  are  the  sciun  with  which  coarse  wits 

abound : 
The  fine  may  spare  this  well,  yet  not  go  less. 
AH  things  are  big  with  jest :  nothing  that 's  pl&in, 
But  may  be  witty,  if  thou  hast  the  vein. 

HaUrL 

Rare  compound  of  oddity,  fi-olic  and  fun. 
To  relish  a  joke,  and  rejoioe  in  a  pun ! 

GddtmitL 

He  cannot  try  to  speak  with  gravity. 
But  one  perceives  he  wags  an  idle  tongue ; 
He  cannot  try  to  look  demure,  but  spite 
Of  all  he  does,  he  shows  a  laughter's  cheek; 
He  cannot  e'en  essay  to  walk  sedate. 
But  in  his  very  gait  one  sees  a  jest, 
That 's  ready  to  break  out  in  spite  of  all 
His  seeming. 

KnowUt'  WiOiam  TdL 


JOY, 

Joy  never  feasts  so  high. 
As  when  the  first  course  is  of  misery. 

StieUing'9  Aifimn, 

O  there  was  a  tune 

I  could  have  heard  sudi  sounds  with  raging  joys; 

But  now  it  oomes  too  late : 

Give  blind  men  beauty;  music  to  the  deaf; 

Give  prosp'rous  wiads  to  ships  that  have  no  sails; 

Their  joys  will  be  Uke  mine. 

JFViiie'ff  Sacrifice, 


JOY. 
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Jojfi  m  not  joys,  that  always  stay ; 

And  constant  pleasnres  don't  delight,  bat  cloy. 

Alex.  Srome, 
Indeed  trae  gladness  doth  not  always  speak : 
Joy,  bred  and  bom  but  in  the  tongne,  is  weak. 

JonBon  on  the  Ooroftation, 
Swell,  BweH,  my  joys  ;  and  faint  not  to  declare 
Yooreelves  as  ample,  as  your  causes  are. 

JonwiCe  Sejamu. 
True  Joy  is  only  hope  pot  out  of  fear ; 
And  honour  hideth  error  ev'ry  where. 

Lord  Brooke'e  Alaham, 

My  jojrs,  tike  men  in  crowds,  press  out  so  fast; 
They  stop  by  their  own  numbers,  and  their  haste. 
Sir  Robert  Howard's  Vestal  Virgin. 

Wonder  and  joy  so  fiist  together  flow. 
Their  haste  to  pass,  has  made  their  passage  slow ; 
Like  struggling  waters  in  a  vessel  pent. 
Whose  crowding  drops  choke  up  the  narrow  vent 
Sir  Robert  Howard's  Indian  Queen. 

Wise  heaven  doth  see  it  as  fit 

In  all  our  joys  to  give  us  some  alloys, 

As  in  our  sorrows  oomiorts :  when  our  sails 

Are  fSTd  with  happiest  winds,  then  we  most  need 

Some  heaviness  to  ballast  us. 

Fountain''s  Rewards  of  Virtue. 

There  is  no  state,  in  which  the  bounteous  Gods 
Have  not  plac*d  joy,  if  men  would  seek  it  out 

Crown's  Darius. 
O  fleeting  joys 
Of  Paradise,  dear  bought  witli  lasting  woes ! 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost 
There  *8  not  a  slave,  a  shackled  slave  of  mine. 
But  should  have  smiPd  that  hour  thro'  all  his  care. 
And  shook  his  chains  in  transport  and  rude  bar- 
many.  Congreve's  Mourning  Bride. 

I  cannot  speak,  tears  so  obstruct  my  words 
And  choke  me  with  unutterable  joy. 

Otwajfs  Caius  Marius. 
Were  my  whole  life  to  come  one  heap  of  troubles, 
The  pleasure  of  this  moment  would  suffice. 
And  sweeten  all  my  griefe  witli  its  remembrance. 
Lee's  Mitkridates. 
A  springing  joy, 
A  pfeasore,  which  no  language  can  express, 
An  ecstasy,  that  mothers  only  feel, 
Playa  roi|nd  my  heart,  and  brightens  up  my  sorrow, 
Like  gleams  of  sunshine  in  a  bw'ring  sky. 

A.  Philips's  Dislrett  Mather. 
Wen,  tiiere  is  yet  one  day  of  life  before  me. 
And,  whatsoe'er  betide,  I  will  enjoy  it 

Joanna  BaHUe's  BastL 


From  the  sad  years  of  life 
We  sometimes  do  short  hburs,  yea,  minutes  strike. 
Keen,  blissful,  bright,  never  to  be  forgotten : 
Which,  thro*  the  dreary  gloom  of  time  o'erpast, 
Shine  like  fair  simny  spots  on  a  wild  waste. 

Joanna  BaxUie^s  De  Montford. 
Joys  are  for  the  gods ; 
Man's  common  course  of  nature  is  distress : 
His  joys  are  prodigies ;  and,  like  them  too. 
Portend  approaching  ill.    The  wise  man  starts 
And  trembles  at  the  perils  of  a  bliss. 

Younf^s  Brothers, 
A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy  Ibr  ever. 

SheUey. 
Joy? — a  moon  by  fits  reflected 
In  a  swamp  or  watery  bog. 

Wordsworth, 

It  is  a  joy 

To  think  the  best  we  can  of  human  kind. 

Wordsworth, 
The  paths  of  bliss  are  joyous,  and  the  breast 
Of  thoughtless  youth  is  easy  to  be  blest. 

WiUiam  Herbert 
There  &l]s  to  manhood^s  lot 
A  joy  which  youth  has  not :  — 
A  dream  more  beautiful  than  truth, 
Returning  Spring,  renewing  youth. 

James  Montgomery, 
Let  fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy, 
Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot 

destroy , 
Which  come  in  the  night  time  of  sorrow  and  care, 
And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear. 

Moors, 
I  have  known  many  that  did  act  a  joy 
In  which  they  had  no  part 

Miss  London, 
Thy  joys 
Are  plac'd  in  trifles,  fiishions,  Mies,  toys. 

CniUe. 
There  is  strengtli. 
And  a  fierce  instinct,  even  in  common  souls, 
To  bear  up  manhood  with  a  stormy  joy. 
When  red  swords  meet  in  lightning. 

Afrs.  Hemans^s  Siege  of  VaUncm, 
But  what  are  past  or  future  joys  7 

The  present  is  our  own ! 
And  he  is  wise  who  best  emj^jrs 
The  passing  hour  alone. 

Htba's  TrtmskHens  of  Pindof, 
Joy  kneek,  at  morning's  rosy  prime, 
In  worship  to  the  rising  sun. 

James  O,  Brooks 
Joy  loves  to  cull  the  summer  flower, 
And  wreathe  it  round  his  happy  brow. 

Jamm  Q,  Brooks 
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Joy  for  the  present  moment !    Joy  to^ay ! 

Why  look  we  to  the  morrow  7 
Mingle  me  bitters  to  drive  caret  away ; 
Nothing:  on  earth  can  be  for  ever  gay, 

And  free  from  sorrow. 

Epe$  SargenL 
Her  «rorld  was  ever  joyous  — 

She  thought  of  grief  and  pain 
As  giants  in  the  olden  time 
That  nc*er  would  come  again. 

ilfrs.  Hale's  Alice  Ray, 

I  was  bom  for  rejoicing ;  a  **  summer  child'*  truly : 

And  kindred  I  oktim  with  oadi  wild  joyous  thing ; 

n^  Hght  frolic  breeze— or  the  streamlet  unruly — 

Or  a  cloud  at  its  play— or  a  bird  on  the  wing. 

Mr$,  EIUC§  PoevM, 


JUDGE. 

And  then  the  justice ; 

In  fair  round  belly»  with  good  capon  lin*d. 

With  eyes  severe,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 

Full  of  wise  saws  and  modem  instances. 

And  so  he  plays  his  part 

Shaks,  As  ym  like  it. 

I  do  believe, 
InducM  by  potent  circumstances,  that 
Yon  are  mine  enemy ;  and  make  my  challenge. 
You  shall  not  be  my  judge :  for  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  brd  and  me. 

Shake.  Henry  VJIL 

He  who  the  sword  of  heaven  will  bear 
Should  be  as  holy  as  severe ; 
Pattern  in  himself  to  know, 
Grace  to  stand  and  virtue  go ; 
More  or  less  to  others  paying. 
Than  by  scl^ffences  weighing. 

Shake.  Measure  for  Measure. 

A  judge — a  man  so  learned^ 
So  full  of  equity,  so  noble,  so  notable ; 
In  the  proceos  of  his  lifb,  so  innocent ; 
In  the  manage  of  his  office  so  incorrupt ; 
In  the  passages  of  stato  so  wise ;  in 
Affection  of  his  country  so  religious ; 
In  all  his  services  to  the  king  so 
Fjrtan-'vto  and  exploring,  as  envy 
Itself  cannot  accuse,  or  malice  vitiate. 

Chapman  and  Shirley's  Admiral  of  France. 
Hold  that  judge 
Unwortliy  of  his  place,  that  lets  his  censure 
I'ioiit  in  the  waves  of  an  imagined  &vour : 
lli:.^  shipwrecks  in  tlie  haven ;  and  but  wounds 
Tti«3ir  conscience,  that  smooth  the  soon  ebb*d  hu- 

mourA 
I H*  t^icir  muensed  king. 

Chsfman  and  Shirtr/B  Adrnkal  ef  France, 


^yi  JQ<lfM,  fly;  oormption^s  in  your  eentt; 
The  judge  of  troth  hatii  made  your  judgment  abort : 
Look  so  to  judge,  that  at  the  latter  day 
Ye  be  not  judg*d  with  those  that  wend  salray ; 
Who  posseth  judgment  fbr  his  private  gain. 
He  wdi  may  judge,  he  is  adjudgM  to  pain. 

T.  Lodge  and  R,  Green's  LoMng^Glaa9» 
It  well  becomes  that  judge  to  nod  at  crimes^ 
That  does  oommit  greater  himself  and  lives. 

Twmmr'e  Reoenger's  Traged^f, 
What  can  innocence  hope  for, 
When  such  as  sit  her  judges  are  corrupted  ? 

Jlla««tflger*«  Maid  ef  Honfomr. 

With  an  equal  scale 
He  weighs  tii*  offences  betwixt  man  and  man ; 
He  is  not  sooth'd  with  adulation. 
Nor  movM  with  tears,  to  wrest  the  course  of  justioe 
Into  an  unjust  current,  t*  oppress  the  innoccBt ; 
Nor  does  he  make  the  laws 
Punish  the  man,  but  in  the  man  the  cause. 

Swetnam — the  Woman  HaUr, 

'T  is  a  maxim  in  our  politics, 

A  judge  destroys  a  mighty  practiaer : 

When  they  grow  rich  and  lacy,  they  are  ripe 

For  honour. 

Shirley's  Honoria  and  MammanL 

Nor  envies,  when  a  gipsy  you  commit. 
And  shake  the  clumsy  bench  with  country  wit; 
When  you  the  dullest  of  dull  things  have  said. 
And  then  ask  pardon  fbr  the  jest  you  made. 

young's  Love  ef  Famt. 
When  judges  a  campaigning  go, 
And  on  their  benches  look  so  big, 
What  gives  them  consequence,  I  trow. 
Is  nothing  but  a  bushel  wig.  ^ 

Dr,  WdeoCs  Peler  Pindmr, 

A  wise  judge  by  the  craft  of  the  law  was  never 
seduced  from  its  purpose.  Samikeif. 


JUDGMENT. 

I  see,  men*s  judgments  are 

A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  ontw&rd 

Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them, 

To  suffer  all  alike. 

Shake,  Antony  and  Chopaira,. 

O  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts^ 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason. 

Shakt,  JuUaa  Get 


I  charge  you  oy  the  law, 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-doserving  pillar. 
Proceed  to  judgment 

&idk9,  Mereham  if  rorfeft 

^Men*s  judgments  sway  on  that  side  fortune  leansi 
Chttfman's  Widms*9  Tomrn, 
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If  judgment  could  in  Mlemn  didlnoM  lie, 

Wliieh  wvaker  nders  wear  Ibr  gravity, 

Tlien  those  mnst  needs  transcendent  judgments 

have, 
Tliat  would  inatract  wise  nature  ta  be  grave. 

Sir  W.  DttcauinL 

roe  be  the  praise,  who,  looking  down  in  seam 
On  the  iaistf  jadgment  of  the  partid  herd, 
Consolts  hia  own  clear  heart,  and  nobly  daree 
To  le,  not  to  bo  thought,  an  honest  man. 

CvmheHand'M  PhUemon. 

Let  none  direct  thee  what  to  do  or  say, 
THl  thee  tliy  judgment  of  the  matter  sway ; 
Let  not  the  pleasing  many  thee  delight. 
First  judge,  if  those  whom  thou  dost  please,  judge 
right  Denham, 

Judgment  is  but  a  curious  pair  of  scales, 

Tliat  turns  with  th*  hundredth  part  of  true  or  false, 

And  still  the  more  *t  is  us*d  is  wont  *t  abate 

Hie  subtleness  and  niccness  of  its  weight, 

Until  H  is  false,  and  will  not  rise  nor  fUl 

like  those  that  are  less  artificial ; 

And  therefi)re  students,  in  their  ways  of  judging 

Are  fain  to  swallow  many  a  senseless  gudgeon. 

And  by  their  understanding  lose 

Its  active  faculty  with  too  much  use ; 

For  reason,  when  too  curiously  'tis  spun. 

Is  but  the  next  of  all  remov'd  firom  none. 

BuOer. 
Man  *8  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true ; 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few ; 
Thoie  few  wants,  answered,  bring  sincere  delights ; 
But  fools  create  themselves  new  appetites : 
Fancy,  and  pride,  seek  things  at  vast  expense, 
Which  relish  not  to  reason,  nor  to  sense. 
When  surfeit,  or  unthankfulness,  destrojrs. 
In  nature*s  narrow  sphere,  our  solid  joys, 
In  fancy's  airy  land  of  noise  and  show. 
Where  nought  but  dreams,  no  real  pleasures  grow ; 
Like  cats  in  air-pumps,  to  subsist  we  strive 
On  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  soul  alive. 

Young, 

*T  is  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches,-^ none 
Go  just  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own. 

Pope'^t  Eooay  tf  CrUiciam. 
The  outworn  rite,  the  old  abuse. 

The  pious  fraud  transparent  grown. 
The  good  held  captive  in  the  use 

Of  wrong  alone— 
These  vrait  their  doom,  from  that  great  law 

Which  makes  the  past  time  serve  to-day; 
And  fresher  life  the  world  shall  draw 

From  their  decay. 

W%f  ttferV  Poemi. 


How  inch  we  give  to  other  hearts  our  tone, 
And  judge  of  others'  feelings  by  our  own. 

Mioo  Landoi^ 
Name  her  not,  the  guilty  one. 
Virtue  turAs  aside  fer  shame 
At  the  mention  of  her  name ; 
Very  evilly  hatJi  she  done. — 
Pity  is  on  her  misspent : 
She  was  born  of  guilty  kin. 
Her  life 's  course  has  guilty  been ; 
Never  unto  school  she  went. 
And  whate'er  she  leam'd  was  sin : 
Let  her  die! 

MaryHmom, 

JUSTICE. 

Nought  is  on  earth  more  sacred  or  divine. 
That  gods  and  men  do  equally  adore 
Than  this  same  virtue,  that  doth  right  define ; 
For  th*  heavens  themselves,  whence  mortal  men 

implore 
Right  in  their  wrongs,  are  rul'd  by  righteous  lom 
Of  highest  Jove,  who  doth  true  justice  deal 
To  his  inferior  gods ;  and  evermore 
Therewith  contains  his  heavenly  commonweal ; 
The  skill  whereof  to  princes'  hearts  he  doth  reveal. 
Speneer'a  Fairy  Queen, 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world. 
Offence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice : 
And  ofl  't  is  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself 
Buys  out  the  law :  but  'tis  not  so  above : 
There  is  no  shufBing,  there  the  action  lies 
In  its  true  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  compell'd. 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  ferehead  of  our  feults, 
To  give  in  evidence. 

Shako,  Hamit^ 

Plate  sin  with  gold. 
And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks : 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  straw  doth  pieroe  it. 
Shako,  King  JLoar* 

To  Vouch  this,  is  no  proof; 
Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  test. 
Than  these  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modem  seeming,  do  prefer  against  him. 

Shako,  OtholU 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law, 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice : 
I  stand  fer  judgment :  answer,  shall  I  have  it  ( 
Shako,  Merehani  ef  Vonko. 

What  stronger  breast-plate  than  a  heart  untamted 
'Durioe  is  he  arm'd  who  hath  his  quarrel  just, 
And  he  but  naked,  though  l^k'd  up  in  steel. 
Whose  conscience  with  mjosUce  is  eomptM. 
Shako,  Hennf  Yi 
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As  thou  urgest  Jnsdce,  be  aanxrM, 
I'hou  shalt  have  justice,  more  than  thou  detir*st 
8hak§.  Merehma  of  Feiiice. 
•T  is  not  ever 
The  justice  and  the  truth  o*  th*  question  carries 
The  due  o*  th*  verdict  with  it :  at  what  ease 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
To  swear  against  you !  such  things  have  been  done. 

8hak$peare, 

1  beseech  jou, 
Wrest  once  the  law  to  jour  authority : 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong. 

Shake,  Merchant  of  Vemee. 

Impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears ; 
Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  my  kingdom*8  heir. 
Now  by  my  sceptre's  awe  I  make  a  vow. 
Such  neighbour  nearness  to  our  sacred  blood 
Bhould  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialize 
llie  unstooping  firmness  of  my  upright  soul. 

ShaJcM.  Richard  IL 
Yet  show  some  pity. 
Angela, — I  show  it  most  of  all,  when  I  show 

justice; 
For  then  I  pity  those  I  do  not  know. 
Which  a  dismiss*d  offisnce  would  after  gall ; 
And  do  him  right,  that,  answering  one  foul  wixmg, 
Lives  not  to  act  another. 

Shakt,  Mea,for  Mea, 

If  I  shall  be  condemnM 
Upon  surmises ;  all  prooft  sleeping  else. 
But  what  your  jealousies  await ;  I  tell  you, 
'TIS  rigour  and  not  law. 

Shaki.  Wlnfer*«  Tale, 

0  I  were  damnM  beneath  all  depth  in  hell. 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremity ! 

Shake,  Othdlo, 
Sir,  I  desire  you,  do  me  right  and  justice ; 
And  to  bestow  your  pity  on  me :  for 

1  am  a  most  poor  woman,  and  a  stranger, 
Boni  not  of  your  dominions ;  having  here 
No  judge  indifferent,  nor  no  more  assurance 
Of  equal  Mendshlp  and  proceeding. 

Shake.  Henry  VJII. 
The  gods 
Grow  angiy  with  your  patience :  *T  is  their  care, 
And  must  be  youn,  that  guilty  men  escape  not: 
As  crimes  do  grow,  justice  should  rouse  itsel£ 

Joneon'e  CaHUne, 

Just  men  are  only  firee,  the  rest  are  slaveik 

Chapman'e  Caear  and  Pompey, 

■iwtice,  like  lightning,  ever  shnuld  appear 
T«j  few  men's  ruin,  but  to  all  men's  fear. 

.  Swetman  ^  the  Woman  HaUr, 


If  but  one  virtue  did  adotn  a  king. 

It  would  be  justice ;  many  great  defeat* 

Are  veil'd  thereby— whereas  each  virtuous  thing 

In  one  who  is  not  just,  the  world  suspeotk 

Eari  afSterUne'e  DanuM, 

Justice,  when  equal  scales  she  holds,  is  blind 

Nor  cruelty,  nor  mercy,  change  her  mind : 

When  some  escape  for  that  which  others  die, 

Mercy  to  those,  to  these  is  cruelty : 

A  fine  and  slender  net  the  spider  weaves 

Which  little  and  slight  animals  receives ; 

And  if  she  catch  a  summer  bee  or  fiy. 

They  with  a  piteous  groan  and  murmur  die ; 

But  if  a  wasp  or  hornet  she  entrap. 

They  tear  her  cords,  like  Sampson,  axid  escape : 

So  like  a  fiy,  the  poor  offender  dies ; 

But  like  the  wasp  the  rich  escapes,  and  flies, 

Denkam, 
Justice  must  be  from  violence  exempt ; 
But  fraud 's  her  only  object  of  contempt: 
Fraud  in  the  fox,  force  in  the  lion  dwells; 
But  justice  both  from  human  hearts  expels ; 
But  he  *s  the  greatest  monster,  without  doubt. 
Who  is  a  wolf  within,  a  sheep  without 

Denham, 
Who  painted  justice  blind,  did  not  declare 
What  magistrates  should  be,  but  what  they  are : 
Not  so  much  'cause  they  rich  and  poor  should 

weigh 
In  their  just  scales  alike ;  but  because  they. 
Now  blind  with  bribes  are  grown  so  weak  of  sight. 
They  '11  sooner  feel  a  cause,  than  see  it  right 

Heath'e  ClanuteUa, 

Justice,  while  she  winks  at  crimes, 
Stumbles  on  innocence  sometimes, 

Buder^e  Hudtbrat, 
Justice  gives  sentence  many  times. 
On  one  man  for  another's  crimes. 

BviUi'e  HMdUnae. 

AU  are  not  just  because  they  do  no  wrong ; 
But  he  who  will  not  wrong  me  when  he  may. 
He  is  the  truly  just 

Cumberland, 

He  who  is  only  just  is  cruel :— who 
Upon  the  earth  would  live,  were  all  judg'd  justly  7 
ByroiCe  Marine  Foitere. 

A  happy  bt  be  thine,  and  larger  light 

Await  thee  tliere ;  fer  thou  hast  bound  thy  will. 
In  che^ful  homage  to  the  rule  of  right. 
And  lovest  all,  and  doest  good  for  ilL 

BryanCe  Poeme. 
Man  is  unjust,  but  God  is  just ;  and  finally  justice 
Triumi^is. 

Long^eBou>*9  Bvat^rdine^ 
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A/,  jwCioe,  wlw  ^ftikf  her  7 

Her  ecalM  naoh  eTery  heart; 
Thfb  action  and  the  motiTe, 

She  weigheth  each  apart ; 
And  none  who  svrerve  from  right  or  tmth 

Can  'acape  her  penalty  !— 

Jtfiv.  HMm  Poems. 

Good  my  liege,  for  justice 
All  place  a  temple,  and  all  aeaaon,  sammer ! 
Do  yoa  deny  me  juetiee  ? 

Bulwer't  RieheUeu. 

Rememher,  One,  a  judge  of  righteooa  men. 
Swore  .Id  ^are  Sodom  if  ihe  held  but  ten ! 

O.  IT.  HoUnei. 


KINDNESS. 

Eindnen  in  woman,  not  their  beauteooa  looks, 
Shan  win  my  love. 

Skdks.  Tammg  the  Shnw. 

What  wocdd  yoa  have  1  yonr  gentleness  shall  fiireo 
Here  than  yoor  force  move  ns  to  gentleness. 

8hak9.  AayouhkBiL 
What  thoQ  wilt, 
Ihoa  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile, 
Than  hew  to  *t  with  thy  sword. 

Skak$.  Thnon  of  Aihen$. 
Commend  me  to  them ; 
And  tell  them  that,  to  ease  me  of  their  griefii. 
Their  fears  of  hostile  strokes,  their  aches,  losses. 
Their  pangs  of  love^  with  other  incident  throes 
That  nature's  fragile  vessel  doth  sustain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  some  kindness 
do  them.  Shak$»  Timon  of  Athens, 

You  may  ride  us 
With  one  soft  kiss  a  thousand  furlongs,  ere 
With  spur  we  heat  an  acre. 

Shake.  Wmfer's  Tale. 

Those  that  do  teach  young  babes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  easy  tasks : 
He  might  have  chid  me  so;  fer,  in  good  feitb, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Shake.  Othdlo. 

Blunt  not  his  love ; 
Nor  kwe  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace. 
By  seeming  cold,  or  careless  of  his  wiD, 
For  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  observ'd. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    Part  11. 
His  temper,  therefore,  must  be  well  observM : 
Chide  him  for  feults,  and  do  it  reverently. 
When  yon  perceive  his  blood  indin'd  to  mirth ; 
Bat  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  scope. 
Till  that  his  passions,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
Confeond  themselves  with  working. 

Shdks.  Heitry  IV.    Part  II. 


When  your  head  did  but  ache, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows, 
(The  best  I  had,  a  princess  wrought  it  me,) 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again : 
^d  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head ; 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 
Still  and  anon  cheerM  up  the  heavy  time ; 
Saying,  what  lack  you  7  and,  ^here  lies  your  grief? 
Shaks.  King  John. 
So  cheerM  he  his  fair  spouse,  and  she  was  cheer'd. 
But  silently  a  gentle  tear  let  fall 
IVom  either  eye,  and  wip*d  them  with  her  hair ; 
Two  other  precious  drops  that  ready  stood, 
Each  in  their  crystal  sluice,  he,  ere  they  fell, 
Kiss'd  as  the  gracious  signs  of  sweet  remorse 
And  pious  awe,  that  fearM  to  have  offended. 

AftZton's  Paradise  LosL 

Kindness  by  secret  sympathy  is  tied ; 
For  noble  souls  in  nature  are  allied. 

Dryden. 
Kindness  has  resistless  charms. 
All  things  else  but  weakly  move ; 
Fiercest  anger  it  disarms. 
And  clips  the  wings  of  flying  love. 

Rochester* 

I  would  bring  balm,  and  pour  it  in  your  wound. 
Cure  your  distempered  mind,  and  heal  your  for- 
tunes. Dryden*  e  All  for  Love. 
Thy  words  have  darted  hope  into  my  soul,        * 
And  comfort  dawns  upon  me. 

SoutkertCs  DisappoinlmefiL 
A  willing  heart  adds  feather  to  the  heel, 
And  makes  the  clown  a  winged  Mercury. 

Joanna  BaiUie's  De  Moniford, 
Generous  as  brave. 
Affection,  kindness,  the  sweet  offices 
Of  love  and  duty,  were  to  him  as  needfhl 
As  his  daily  bread. 

Rogere*e  Italy, 

I  may  be  kind, 
And  meet  with  kindness,  yet  be  lonely  stilL 

Afiss  London. 
Both  men  and  women  belie  their  nature 
When  they  are  not  kind. 

BaxLetfe  FfSba. 

Thmk  me  not  unkind  and  rude 
That  I  walk  alone  in  grove  and  glen-; 

I  go  to  the  god  of  the  wood 
To  fetch  his  word  to  men. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emermn, 

Speak  gently !   Love  doth  whisper  low 

The  TOWS  that  true  hearts  bind ; 
And  gently  friendship's  accents  flow ; 
Affection's  voice  is  kind. 

D.  Baues  Poems 
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-  If  a  Bod  thoa  wooldit  redeem. 
And  lead  a  lost  one  back  to  God  ;— 
Wouldst  thou  a  gnardianotn^el  seem 

To  one  who  lon^  in  gxult  bath  trod,  — 
Go  kindly  to  him -» take  hie  bind     ' 

With  gfentleet  wofde  withm  tfiine  •wn« 
And  by  hie  side  a  brother  ftand. 
Till  an  the  demons  thou  detlurone. 

Mn.  C.  M,  Sawyer. 

KINGS. 

The  love  of  kings  ia  like  the  blowing  of 
Winds,  which  whistle  sometimes  gently  among 
The  leayes,  and  straightway  turn  the  trees  up  by 
The  roots ;  or  fire,  which  warmeth  aft.r  oS, 
And  bumeth  near  hand ;  or  the  sea,  which  makes 
Men  hoist  their  sails  in  a  flattering  oalm, 
And  to  cat  their  masts  in  a  rough  sterm. 

LiUy^  Alexander. 

Kings  are  earth's  gods:  in  vioe  their  law 's  their 

will; 
And  if  Jove  stray,  who  dares  say,  Jote  doth  ilL 

ShaltM.  PaieUt. 

It  is  the  curse  of  kings,  to  be  attended 

By  slaves  that  take  their  humours  fyt  a  warrant, 

To  break  into  the  bloody  house  of  liib ; 

And,  on  the  winking  of  anthority. 

To  miderstand  a  law,  to  know  the  meaning 

Of  dsng*rous  majesty;  when  perchance  it  frowns 

More  upon  humour,  than  advis'd  respect 

Skak9.  King  John. 

Shan  the  figure  of  God's  majesty. 
His  captain,  steward,  deputy  elect, 
Anointed,  crown'd  and  planted  many  years, 
Be  judg'd  by  subject  and  inferior  breath  f 

Shak$.' Richard  IL 

The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone ;  but,  like  a  gnlph,  doth  draw 
What  *8  near  it,  with  it :  is  a  massy  wheel, 
Fiz*d  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  ittount, 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  things 
Are  mortisM  and  adjoin'd ;  which,  wien  it  falls. 
Each  sman  annezment,  petty  conseqience, 
Attends  the  boist'rons  ruin.    Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

Shake.  Handd. 

He  may  not,  as  unvalued  persons  do, 
Carve  for  himself;  fiv  on  his  choice  depends 
"Die  safely  and  the  health  of  the  who|e  state, 
And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  cir<^umscrib'd 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body. 
Whereof  he  is  the  head. 

Shake.  HawSUL 


Wnhin  the  lioOow  crown, 
lliat's  round  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king. 
Keeps  Death  his  court,  and  there  the  Antick  siti^    i 
Scoffing  his  state,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp;  i 

AUowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  scene 
To  monarchize,  be  ftai'd,  and  kill  with  looks ;  | 

Inlfasing  him  with  self  and  vain  conceit,  < 

As  if  this  flesh,  which  walls  about  our  life,  j 

Were  brass  impregnable :  and  hiunoorM  thus, 
Comes  at  the  last,  and,  with  a  little  pin. 
Bores  through  his  castle  wallsi  and — farewell  king 

Shake.  Rkkard  Jl 
Awake,  thou  coward  majesty !  thoa  sleepest : 
Is  not  the  king's  name  forty  thousand  names  7 

Shake.  Richard  11. 

Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flesh  and  bkod 
With  solemn  rev'rence ;  throw  away  respect, 
Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty, 
For  you  have  but  mistook  me  aU  tliis  while : 
I  live  on  bread  like  yon,  feel  want  like  you. 
Taste  grie(  need  fiiends,  like  you :  subjected  thus,  * 
How  can  you  say  to  me  —  I  am  a  king  7 

Shake.  Richard  JI 

Let  us  sit  i^MQ  tlM  ground. 
And  ten  sad  stories  of  the  death  of  kings : 
How  some  have  been  depos'd,  some  slain  in  wax ; 
Some  haunted  by  the  ghosts  they  dispQesess'd : 
Some  poisan'd  by  their  wives,  some  sleeping  kilTd : 

AU  murder'd. 

Shake.  Richard  II. 

Or,  I  'n  be  buried  in  the  king's  highway ; 
Some  way  of  common  tread,  where  subjects'  foot 
May  hourly  trample  on  their  sovereign's  head ; 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread,  now  whilst  I  live ; 
And  buried  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  7 

Shake.  Richard  II. 

Shorten  my  days  thou  canst  with  sullen  sorrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow . 
Thou  canst  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age. 
But  stop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage : 
Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  my  death. 
But,  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 
Shake.  Richard  IL 
O  majesty ! 
When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  dost  sit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day. 
That  scalds  with  safety. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 

When  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfold  our  griefs, 
We  are  denied  access  unto  his  person. 
Even  by  those  men  that  most  have  done  us  wrong. 
Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown* 

Shake.  Homy  IV. 
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Fou  are  much  mirfaken  in  this  kln^ : 
Qiiestioa  jour  gnce  the  late  axnbattadojn,-* 
With  what  great  state  he  hoard  their  embassy, 
How  well  supplied  with  noble  counsellors« 
Bow  modest  in  exception,  and,  withal, 
How  teiribk  in  constant  resolution. 

Shakt.  Henry  V. 
What  have  kings 
That  privatJB  have  not  too,  save  ceremony  7 

Shaki.  Umry  F. 
And,  hoi  Ibr  cerenMmy,  such  a  wretch. 
Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  sleep. 
Hath  the  forehand  and  vantage  of  a  king. 

8hdk9,  Henry  V. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories, 
An  ootward  honour  for  an  inward  toil; 
And,  lor  nn&lt  imaginations, 
rhey  often  feel  a  woiid  of  restless  cares ; 
^  that,  between  their  titles,  and  low  name, 
Hiere  's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fkme. 

Shake.  Richard  III. 

Why  our  battalia  trebles  that  account : 
Besides,  the  king's  name  is  a  tower  of  strength. 
Which  they  upon  the  adverse  faction  want 

Shake,  Henry  V 
Gxne  hither,  BSngland's  hope :  if  secret  powers 
Suggest  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 
Tliis  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  bliss. 
His  looks  are  fiill  of  peaceful  majesty ; 
His  head  by  nature  fram*d  to  wear  a  crown. 
His  hand  to  wield  a  sceptre :  and  himself^ ' 
Likely  in  time  to  bless  a  regal  throne. 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    Part  III. 
The  king-becoming  graces, 
As  justice,  verity,  temperance,  stableness, 
Bounty,  perseverance,  mercy,  lowliness. 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude, 
I  have  no  relish  of  them ;  but  abound 
In  the  division  of  each  several  crime. 
Acting  in  muy  way..  Shakt.  ilaebeO. 

The  hearts  of  princes  kiss  obedience, 

80  much  they  love  it ;  but  to  stubborn  spirits 

They  swell,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  storms. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

80  excellent  a  king,  that  was,  to  this, 

Hyperion  to  a  satyr.  g^^  jg^^^^^ 

The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongst  his  subjects,  and  his  royal  friends. 

Shdk9.  Henry  IV.    Fori  I. 

There  *•  soch  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king. 

That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would^ 

Acts  little  of  his  will. 

Shake.  HandiL 


Kings,  by  their  example,  more  do  sway. 
Than  by  their  powV ;  and  men  do  more  obey. 
When  they  are  led,  than  when  they  are  compelled. 
Joneon  on  King  JamtM. 
Princes  that  would  their  people  should  do  well, 
Must  at  themselves  begin,  as  at  the  head ; 
For  men,  by  their  example,  pattern  out 
Their  imitations,  and  regard  of  laws : 
A  virtuous  court  a  world  to  virtue  draws. 

JemtnCe  Cynthia* e  Revde^ 
We  see,  although  the  king  be  head. 
The  state  will  be  the  heart :  this  sovereignty 
Is  but  in  place,  not  power ;  and  governed 
By  the  equal  sceptre  of  necessity. 

Danid'e  Civil  War. 
And  while  they  live,  we  sec  their  glorious  actions 
Oft  wrested  to  the  worst ;  and  all  their  life 
Is  but  a  stage  of  endless  toil  and  strife, 
Of  torments,  uproars,  mutinies,  and  factions ; 
They  rise  with  (ear,  and  lie  with  danger  down : 
Huge  are  the  cares,  that  wait  upon  the  crown. 

Earl  <^  SterUne*e  Darw9. 

He  *s  a  king, 
A  true,  right  king,  that  dares   do  aught,  save 

wrong : 
Fears  nothing  mortal,  but  to  be  unjust ; 
Who  is  not  blown  up  with  the  flatt*ring  pu£& 
Of  spungy  sycophants ;  who  stands  unmov'd. 
Despite  the  jostling  of  opinion. 

MaretmCe  Antonio  and  Mdlida.    Part  I 
Wretched  state  of  kings !  that  standing  high ; 
Their  faults  are  marks,  shot  at  by  every  eye. 

Decker*e  Match  me  in  London. 
Alas !  what  are  we  kings  7 
Why  do  you  gods  place  us  above  the  rest. 
To  be  serv*d,  flatterM,  and  ador'd ;  till  we 
Believe  we  hold  within  our  hands  your  thunder . 
But  when  we  come  to  try  the  power  we  have. 
There 's  not  a  leaf  shakes  at  our  threat*nings  7 

Beaumont  and  FUtcker'e  PhUaeter 
That  king  stands  surest,  who  by  *s  virtue  rises 
More  than  by  birth  or  blood.  That  prince  is  rare 
Who  strives  in  youth,  to  save  his  age  from  care. 
Middleton'o  Phamix. 
Kings  do  often  grant 

Hist  happiness  to  others,  which  themselves  do 
want        Datt5ome'«  Poor  ManU  Comfort 
When  kings  leave 
Their  justice,  and  throw  shame  upon  deservers ; 
Patience,  so  wounded,  Iuttib  a  fury 

Shirley*§  Young  Admiral 

Oh  happy  kings. 
Whose  thrones  are  raised  in  their  subjeots*  hearts . 
Jofty  Forifs  PerkinWarbeek 
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O  the  state  of  princes ! 

How  far  are  we  from  that  security, 

Wo  dreamt  ot,  in  tli'  expectance  of  our  crown? 

Were  fi>rei^  dangers  nothing,  yet  we  nourish 

Our  ruin  in  our  bosom. 

AfunL  SicUy  and  NapleM. 

O  H  is  our  foUy,  folly,  my  dear  friend. 

Because  we  see  th*  activity  of  states, 

To  flatter  them  with  £dse  eternity  I 

Why  longer  than  the  dweller  lasts  the  house  7 

Why  should  the  world  bo  always,  and  not  man  7 

Sure  kingdoms  are  as  mortal  as  their  kings, 

And  stay  but  bnger  for  their  period. 

GomerMaWt  Lodoeick  Sforxa, 
Revenge  torments,  and 
Executions  are  not  expressions  of  a  king; 
But  a  destruction :  he  rivals  not 
Th'  immortal  pow*rs  in  temples,  statues. 
Adoration,  but  transcendent  virtues, 
Divine  performances :  these  are  th*  additions 
By  which  he  climbs  to  heaven,  and  appears 
A  god  on  earth. 

KiUegrew*$  Contparaey* 

The  faults  kings  do, 
Shine  like  the  fiery  beacon  on  a  hill, 
For  all  to  see,  and  seeing,  tremble  at 

HemmingB'B  Fatal  Contract, 
From  the  monarch's  virtue,  subjects  take 
Th*  ingredient  which  does  public  virtue  make : 
At  his  bright  beam  tliey  all  their  tapers  light. 
And  by  his  dial  set  their  motion  right 

Sir  W,  DavenarU  to  the  King. 
What  poor  things  are  kings ! 
What  poorer  things  are  nations  to  obey 
Him,  whom  a  petty  passion  does  command  7 
Fate,  why  was  man  made  so  ridiculous  7 
Oh  I  am  mortal.    Men  but  flatter  me. 
Oh  fate !  why  were  not  kings  made  more  than 

men? 
Or  why  will  people  have  us  to  be  more  7 
Alas !  we  govern  others,  but  ourselves 
We  cannot  rule ;  as  our  eyes  that  do  see 
All  other  things,  but  cannot  see  tliemselvcs. 

Fotffitoin*s  Rewards  of  Virtue, 
Kings,  by  grasping  more  than  they  could  hold, 
First  made  their  subjects  by  oppression  bold ; 
And  popular  sway,  by  forcing  kings  to  give 
More  than  was  fit  for  subjects  to  receive,  ' 
Ran  to  the  same  extremes ;  and  one  excess 
Made  both,  by  striving  to  be  greater,  loss. 

Deniham, 
No  law  betwixt  two  sov'reigns  can  decide. 
But  that  of  arms,  where  fortune  is  the  judge, 
Soldiers  the  lawyers,  and  the  bar  the  field. 

Drffden'e  Love  Triumphant, 


Kings*  titles  commonly  b^gin  by  force. 
Which  time  wears  off,  and  mellows  into  right  | 
And  power,  which  in  one  age  is  tyrajmy. 
Is  ripen*d  in  the  next  to  true  succession. 

Dryden^i  Spani^  Prm* 
There  like  a  statue  thou  haBt  stood  besieg'd 
By  sycophants  and  fools,  the  growth  of  courts* 
Where  thy  gull*d  eyes,  in  all  the  gaudy  round 
Met  nothing  but  a  lie  in  every  face ; 
And  the  gross  flatt*ry  of  a  gaping  crowd. 
Envious  who  first  shall  catch  and  first  applaad 
The  BiuSE,  or  royal  nonsense. 

J)tyden^$  Don  Sebastian 
What  is  a  king  7  —  a  man,oondemn*d  to  bear 
The  public  burtlien  of  the  nation's  care ; 
Now  crown*d  some  angry  fiietioii  to  appeaae; 
Now  falls  a  victim  to  the  people*s  ease ; 
From  the  first  blooming  of  his  ill-taught  youth, 
Nourish*d  in  flattery,  and  e8trang*d  from  truth. 
At  home  surrounded  by  a  servile  crowd. 
Prompt  to  abuse,  and  in  detraction  loud ; 
Abroad  begirt  with  men,  and  swords,  and  spears, 
His  very  state  acknowledging  his  fears ; 
Marching  amidst  a  thoxisand  guards,  he  shows 
His  secret  terror  of  a  thousand  foea : 
In  war,  however  prudent,  great,  or  brave. 
To  blind  events  and  fickle  chance  a  slave ; 
Seeking  to  settle  what  fiir  ever  flies, 
Sure  of  the  toil,  uncertain  of  the  prize. 

Prior's  Sdomaiu 
The  vulgar  call  us  gods,  and  fondly  think. 
That  kings  are  cast  in  more  than  mortal  moulds : 
Alas !  they  little  know  that  when  the  mind 
Is  cloy*d  with  pomp,  our  taste  is  pall*d  to  joy ; 
But  grows  more  sensible  to  grief  and  pain. 
The  stupid  peasant  with  as  quick  a  sense 
Enjoys  the  fragrance  of  the  rose  as  I ; 
And  his  rough  hard  hand  is  proof  against  the  thorn. 
Which,  rankling  in  my  tender  skin,  would  seem 
A  viper*s  tootli. 

l^^nfoii's  Mariamne, 

Seek  not  to  govern  by  the  lust  of  power ; 
Make  not  thy  will  thy  law ;  believe  thy  people 
Thy  children  all ;  so  shalt  thou  kindly  mix 
Their  interests  with  thy  own,  and  fix  the  basis 
Of  future  happiness  in  godlike  justice. 

C  JohnsoftCs  Medea, 
The  man  whom  heaven  appoints 
To  govern  others,  should  himself  first  leain 
To  bend  his  passions  to  the  sway  of  reason. 

Thomson*8  Tancred  and  Sigismunda, 

A  sovereign's  great  example  fhrmt  a  yeoptoi 
The  public  breast  is  noble  or  is  vile, 
As  he  inspires  it 

MaUeU  and  Thomson's  AJfrsi 
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Afo  crowns  ttiid  ompir6« 
ThB  gofMiuueiit  and  safety  of  manlund. 
Trifles  of  aoeh  Hgrht  moment,  to  be  lef^ 
Like  some  ridi  toy,  a  ring,  or  fancied  gem, 
Hm  pledge  of  parting  fiienda?  cannings  do  this, 
And  ^it^  away  a  peqile  for  a  legacy? 

Rowe'M  Lady  Jans  Orey, 
Unboonded  power  and  height  c^  greatness  give 
To  kings  that  Instro  which  we  think  divine ; 
The  wise  who  know  them,  know  tliey  are  but  men, 
Nay  sometimes  weak  ones  too. 

RotDe^t  MnhfUouB  Stepmother. 
Let  him  maintain  his  pow*r,  but  not  increase  it 
The  string — prerogative — when  strainM  too  high 
Cracks  like  the  tortnrM  chord  of  harmony. 
And  spoils  the  concert  between  king  and  subject 
Havard's  King  Charles  J. 

The  king,  who  delegates 
His  pow'r  to  others^  hands,  but  ill  deserves 
Ihs  crown  he  wears. 

Brocike's  Earl  of  Wartoich, 

Ihe  king  that  yields  to  popular  commotions. 
Is  more  the  slave,  than  sovereign  of  his  people. 

PkiUp8*9  Humphrey,  Duke  of  GUmeeeter, 
A  prince,  the  moment  he  is  crovni*d, 
Inherits  every  rirtue  round. 
As  emblems  of  the  sovereign  power 
Like  other  baubles  in  the  Tower ; 
Is  generous,  valiant,  just,  and  wise. 
And  so  continues  till  he  dies ; 
His  humble  senate  this  professes. 
In  all  their  speeches,  votes,  addresses. 
But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb, 
His  virtues  fade,  his  rices  bloom ; 
And  each  perfection  wrong  imputed. 
Is  (blly  at  his  death  confuted. 

Then,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive. 
Employ  your  muse  on  kings  alive : 
With  prudence  gathering  up  a  cluster 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  muster, 
Which,  fbrm'd  into  a  garland  sweet, 
Lay  humbly  at  your  monarches  feet ; 
Whoi,  as  the  odours  reach  his  throne. 
Win  smile,  and  think  them  all  his  own ! 
For  law  and  gospel  both  determine 
All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine. 

Swift 
We  too  are  friends  to  lojralty.    We  love 
The  king  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  bounds, 
And  reigns  content  within  them.    Him  we  serve 
Freely  and  with  delight,  who  leaves  us  flree. 
But  recollecting  still  that  he  is  man. 
We  tmst  him  not  too  far. 

Cowpa'9  Tatik. 


Some  seek  diversion  in  the  tented  field. 
And  make  the  sorrows  of  mankind  their  sport 
But  war  *s  a  game,  which,  were  their  subjects  wise^ 
Kings  should  not  play  at 

Cowper^e  Task. 

King  though  he  be. 
And  king  in  England  too,  he  may  be  weak 
And  vain  enough  to  be  ambitious'  still. 
May  exercise  amiss  his  proper  powers. 
Or  covet  more  than  freemen  choose  to  grrant : 
Beyond  that  mark  is  treason. 

Cwoper'B  ToMk 
He  is  ours, 
T*  administer,  to  guard,  t*  adorn  the  state. 
But  not  to  warp  or  change  it    We  are  hiS| 
To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause. 
True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  be  his  slaves. 

Cowper'9  TomL 

We  riew  the  ottward  glories  of  a  crown  j 
But  dazzled  with  the  lustre,  cannot  see 
The  thorns  that  line  it,  and  whose  panaful  prick- 
lings 
Embitter  ail  the  pompous  sweets  of  empire. 
Happier  the  wretch,  who,  at  his  daily  toils, 
Sweats  for  his  homely  dinner,  than  a  king 
In  all  the  dangerous  pomp  of  royalty ! 
He  knows  no  fears  of  state  to  damp  his  joys ; 
No  treason  shakes  the  humble  bed  he  lies  on  1 
Nor  dreads  the  poison  in  his  peaceful  bowls  I 

HiWe  Fair  ItmoeeaL 
A  prince  is  but  a  man,  and  man  may  err ; 
But  when,  fi>rgetting  his  ennobled  rank, 
He  makes  due  reparation  for  his  faults, 
From  heaven  he  pardon  hopes,  from  man  de- 
mands it  MurphyU  Zobeidu 
O  royalty !  what  joys  hast  thou  to  boast, 
To  recompense  thy  cares  7    Ambition  seems 
The  passion  of  a  god.    Yet  firom  my  throne 
Have  I  with  envy  seen  the  naked  slave 
Rejoicing  in  the  music  of  his  chains, 
And  singing  toil  away ;  and  then  at  eve, 
Returning  peaceful  to  his  couch  of  rest : 
Whilst  I  sat  anxious  and  perplexM  with  cares ; 
Projecting,  ]dotting,  fearful  of  events : 
Or,'  like  a  wounded  snake,  lay  down  and  wrxthe. 
The  sleepless  night,  upon  a  bed  of  state. 

Z>otee*«  Seihtm^ 
Oh !  unhappy  state  of  kings ! 
'Tis  wen  the  robe  of  majesty  is  gay. 
Or  who  would  put  it  on  7 

Hannah  Jtfore's  DameL 
Thus  on  a  stall,  amidst  a  country  &ir, 
Old  women  show  of  gingerbread  theur  ware  I 
King  Darid  and  queen  Bathsheba  behold, 
fitnit  finm  their  dough  majestic,  graced  with  gold. 

Dr.  Wolcaes  PeUr  Pindar 
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At  prinoea  let  but  satire  Uft  his  fm, 

Tho  more  their  feathers  fl j,  the  more  the  ibn. 

E*en  the  wh<^  world,  Uoekheaik  and  men  of 

letters, 
Enjoy  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters. 

Dr.  W^lcaCt  Peter  Pindar, 

Home  hath  he  none  who  once  becomes  a  king ! 
Behind  the  pillarM  masses  of  his  halls 
The  dagger^  traitor  lurks ;  his  vaulted  roofii 
Do  nightly  echo  to  the  whisper'd  vows    . 
Of  those  who  curse  him. 

Joanna  BamWe  Ethwald. 

A  crown !  what  is  it  7 
Is  it  to  bear  the  miseries  of  a  people ! 
To  hear  their  murmuTB,  feel  their  disoontentSi 
And  sink  beneath  a  Joad  of  splendid  care ! 
To  have  your  best  success  ascribed  to  fi>rtune, 
And  fortune's  failures  all  ascribed  to  you ! 
It  is  to  sit  upon  a  joyless  height. 
To  evVy  blast  of  changing  fate  exposed ! 
Too  high  for  hope !  too  great  for  happiness ! 

Hannah  More*$  Danidy 
It  being  now  settled  that  emp*rors  and  kings. 
Like  kites  made  of  foolscap  are  high  flying  things. 
To  whose  tails  a  few  millions  of  subjects,  or  so, 
Have  been  tied  in  a  string  to  be  whiskM  to  and  fro, 
Just  wherever  it  suits  the  said  ftolscap  to  go. 

Moon?9  OribU  Memorial  to  Congrem, 

This  was  0  truth  to  us  extremely  trite, 
Not  so  to  her,  who  ne*er  had  heard  such  things ; 
She  deem*d  her  least  command  must  yield  delight, 
Earth  being  only  made  for  queens  and  kings. 

Byron, 
Meanwhile  the  education  they  went  through 
Was  princely,  as  the  proofs  have  always  shown: 
80  that  the  heir  apparent  still  was  found 
No  less  deserving  to  be  hangM  than  crown*d. 

Byron, 
Shut  up — no,  not  the  king,  but  the  pavilion. 
Or  else  *  twill  cost  us  all  another  million. 

Byron, 

Let  kings  remember  they  are  set  on  thraaee 

As  representatives,  not  substitutes 

Of  nations,  to  implead  with  God  and  man. 

BaiUy'i  Fettue. 
Oh,  covet  not  the  throne  and  crown. 

Sigh  not  for  rule  and  state : 
The  wise  would  fling  the  sceptre  down. 

And  shun  the  palace  gate. 
Vo  lowly  bom,  oh,  covet  not 

Cnrest  the  sceptre  brings ; 
rhe  nonest  name  and  peaceful  lot 

Outweigh  the  pomp  of  kings. 

EtuMCadk, 


HI  do  yoa  know  the  epeetral  ftcme  that  wait 
Upon  a  king;  osro  with  his  furrow'd  bro«r« 
Unsleeping  watehfuhiess,  lone  secresj. 
Attend  his  throne  by  day,  his  oouch  by  night. 

Lord  Jokn  JRtmeitt  Don  CoHm, 
The  people  cry,  **  there  is  the  prince  shall  reiga 
When  Philip  is  no  more  :*'  old  nurses  bless 
His  beardless  face,  and  silly  children  teas 
Their  tiny  caps  into  the  air ;  while  I 
Am  met  by  frigid  reverence,  passive  awe. 
That  fears,  yet  dares  not  own  itself  ibr  fear; 
As  though  the  publics  hangman  stalked  behind  me  I 
And  thus  it  is  to  reign  —  to  gain  men*s  hate. 
Thus  for  the  future  monarcli,  fancy  weaves 
A  spotless  robe,  entwines  his  sceptre  round 
With  flowery  garlands,  places  on  his  head 
A  crown  of  laurels,  while  the  weary  present, 
Like  a  stale  riddle,  or  a  last  year*s  flishioa. 
Carries  no  grace  with  it    Base  vulgar  world ! 
*T  is  thus  that  men  for  ever  live  in  hope. 
And  he  that  has  done  nothing  is  held  forth 
As  capable  of  aQ  things. 

Lord  Jebn  RmodPo  Dm  Cmtrim, 

KISS. 

O,  a  kiss 
Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  my  revenge ! 
Now,  by  the  jealous  queen  of  heaven,  that  kiss 
I  carried  fix>m  tliee,  dear ;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin*d  it  e*er  since. 

Shake,  Condanuo, 

Teach  not  thy  lip  such  scorn ;  for  it  was  made 
For  kissing,  lady,  not  for  such  contempt 

Shake,  Richard  III 
If  I  pro&ne  with  my  unworthy  hand 
This  holy  shrine,  the  gentle  fine  is  this ; 
My  lips,  two  blushing  pilgrims,  ready  stand. 
To  smooth  the  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kiss. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 
Then  kiss'd  me  hard. 
As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots. 
That  grew  upon  my  lips. 

ShaJcM,  OlAcOk 

Kiss  the  tear  from  her  lip,  you  'U  find  the  roee 
Hie  sweeter  for  the  dew. 

Wiimter, 

O  kiss !  which  dost  those  nxddy  gems  impart, 
Or  gems,  or  fi'uits,  of  new.fbund  paradise : 
Breathing  all  bliss  and  sweetening  to  the  heart; 
Teachuig  dumb  lips  a  nobler  exercise. 
O  kiss !  which  souls,  e'en  souls,  together  ties 
By  links  of  love,  and  only  nature's  art : 
How  fiiin  would  I  paint  thee  to  all  men's  eyes^ 
Or  of  thy  gifts,  at  least,  Aade  cut  some  part. 

SirPkil^SidMeg. 


ENAVES-KNIO&THOOD. 


Kin  jroi  tt  flm,  my  fard !  H  Ib  no  1^  IkAloB ; 
Our  fips  mre  Uko  tow-bods,  bkiwn  with  nen^t 

breillla, 
Tbtf  late  both  np  and  aavour. 

Amnmrnr  Mu2  FltfcA^r*!  JMisi  Levtr. 
May  I  taste 
llie  nectar  of  her  lip?    I  do  not  giTB  it 
ITie  praise  it  merits :  Antiquity  is  too  poor 
To  help  me  with  a  simile  t*  express  her : 
IjBt  me  dritt][  often  fiom  tins  living  spiingf, 
To  nonziah  new  invention. 

Maningeii^9  Emptnr  tf  Ae  JEWif . 

Never  man  before 
More  blest ;  nor  like  tliis  kiss  hath  been  anodier, 
Nor  ever  beauties  like,  met  at  such  doses, 
But  in  the  kisses  of  two  damask  roses. 

Bnnon^t  PattoraZs. 
'Hras  while  she  sleeps,  gods  do  descend,  and  kiss ; 
They  lend  all  others  breath,  but  borrow  this. 

CartwrigkCt  Sugt. 

Her  kisses  fkster,  though  unknown  before, 
Thtn  hfenoms  iUl  on  parting  spring,  she  strewM ; 
Than  blossoms  sweeter,  and  in  number  more. 

Sir  W,  Davenanfi  Gondibert. 
Theae  poor  half  kisses  kill  me  quite : 
Was  ever  man  thus  served  7 
Amidst  an  ocean  of  delight, 
For  pkasore  to  be  starved. 

Drayton, 

Sweet  were  his  kisses  on  my  balmy  lips, 

As  are  the  breens  fareathM  amidst  the  groves 

Of  ripening  spices  on  the  height  of  day. 

B^aC9  Ahddaxar, 
Chi !  eould  I  give  the  irarld ; 
One  kiss  of  thine,  but  thus  to  touch  thy  lips, 
I  were  a  gainer  by  the  vast  exchange. 
The  fiagrant  infancy  of  opening  flowers 
F]ow*d  to  my  senses  in  that  melting  kiss. 

Southern'i  Diwappnntmtnt^ 
The  kiss  yon  take  is  paid  by  that  you  give ; 
Tlie  joy  is  mutual,  and  I  *m  still  in  debt. 

Lord  Lajudoum^B  Hermc  Lmoe, 

I  felt  the  while  a  pleasing  kind  of  smart. 
Hie  kiss  went  tingling  to  my  very  heart 
When  it  was  gone,  the  sense  of  it  did  stay. 
The  sweetness  cling*d  upon  mj  lips  all  day, 
Like  drops  of  honey  loth  to  fall  away. 

Vrydet^ 

She  brought  her  cheek  up  dose,  and  lean*d  on  his ; 
At  which  he  whisperM  kisses  back  on  hers. 

Dry  den!' 9  AUfor  Lcm, 

Ob!  let  me  live  lor  ever  on  those  Ups! 
ybe  nectar  of  the  gods  to  these  is  tastdess. 

Dryden*9  An^phUrycm. 


He  scarce  affivded  one  kind  parting  word. 
But  want  away  so  odd,  the  kiss  he  gave  me 
Beem'd  the  Ibrc'd  eompUment  of  sated  love. 

Otwa^9  Ofjhan. 
<%!  Isidora,  where  — 
Where  are  yon  loitering  now  when  Guido*s  beret 
By  the  bright  God  of  love,  I  *11  punish  you. 
Idler,  and  press  your  rich  red  lips  until 
The  colour  flies. 

Pnwtor'f  Mkanddlm, 

Soft  child  of  love— thoa  balmy  bliss. 
Inform  me,  O  delicious  kiss ! 
Why  thou  so  suddenly  art  gone. 
Lost  in  the  moment  thou  art  won  7 

Dr,  WdiM. 
A  long,  long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  youth  and  lovo. 

Byron, 
My  heart  can  kiss  no  heart  but  thine. 
And  if  these  lips  but  rarely  pine 
In  the  pale  abstinence  of  sorrow. 
It  is  that  nightly  I  divine. 
As  I  this  world-sick  soul  recline, 
I  shall  be  with  thee  ere  the  morrow. 

BmUyU  Fegtui 
And  with  a  velvet  lip  print  on  his  brow, 
Such  language  as  the  tongue  hath  never  spoken. 
JIfrs.  Sigounuiy*9  P99im, 


KNAVES. 

As  thisdes  wear  the  softest  down; 
To  hide  their  prickles  till  they  're  grown. 
And  then  dedare  themselves,  and  tear 
Whatever  ventures  to  come  near ; 
So  a  smooth  knave  does  greater  feats 
Than  one  that  idly  rails  and  threats, 
And  all  the  mischief  that  he  meant 
Does,  like  the  rattie-snake,  prevent 

BuOm. 

When  men  of  infkmy  to  grandeur  soar. 
They  light  a  torch  to  show  their  shame  the  mora 
Those  governments,  which  curb  not  evils,  cause 
And  a  rich  knave 's  a  libel  on  our  laws. 

Ymmg. 

KNIGHTHOOD. 

Nought  is  more  honourable  to  a  knight, 
Nor  better  doth  beseem  brave  chivalry. 
Than  to  defend  the  feeble  in  their  right. 
And  wrong  redress  in  such  as  wend  awxy. 

Spen9er*9  Fairy  Qnssik. 

Was  Ifir  this  entitled— sur, 

And  girt  with  troi^  sword  and  spur? 

Butlit'9  AcOrst 
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ENOWLBDQB. 


A  tnie  knig^ht; 
fV^ot  yet  malme,  yet  matohlen ;  finn  of  word, 
Speaking  in  doeda,  and  deedlen  in  lus  taagm; 
Not  soon  provokM,  nor,  being  provokM,  mod ealm*d : 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free ; 
For  what  he  has,  he  givea;  what  thinka,  he  diowv; 
Yet  giTee  he  not  till  judgment  guide  his  boonty. 
Nor  digniBes  an  impure  thought  in  breath: 
Manly  as  Hector,  but  more  dangerous; 
For  Hector,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  subeoribet 
To  tender  objects,  bnt  he,  in  heat  of  action, 
Is  more  vindictive  than  jealous  love. 

Shaks.  TroUui  and  Crtinda, 

A  lacM  hat,  worsted  stockings,  and— noble  old 

soul! 
A  fine  ribbon  and  cross  in  his  breast  button<Jiole ; 
Just  such  as  our  prince,  who  nor  reason  nor  fhn 

dreads, 
Inflicts,  without  e*en  a  court-martial,  on  hundreds. 
JIf oore*«  Fudge  FamUy, 

My  good  blade  carves  the  casques  of  men, 

My  toagh  lance  thrusteth  sure. 
My  strength  is  as  the  strength  of  ten. 

Because  my  heart  is  pure. 
The  shattering  trumpet  ehrilleth  high, 

Hie  hard  brands  shiver  on  tlie  steel. 
The  splintered  spear^hafts  crack  and  fly. 

The  horse  and  rider  reel : 
Hiey  reel,  they  roll  in  clanging  lists, 

And  when  the  tide  of  combat  stands, 
Perfume  and  flowers  fail  in  showers. 

That  lightly  rain  firom  ladies*  hands. 

Tsm^ton's  Sir  Galahad, 

A  king  can  make  a  belted  knight,        « 
A  marquis,  duke,  and  a*  that, — 
But  an  honest  man*s  aboon  his  might 

BurfuU  Poenu. 

These  are  not  the  romantic  times 
So  beautiful  in  Spenser*s  rhymes, 

So  dazzling  to  the  dreaming  boy , 
Ours  are  the  days  of  fact,  not  fable. 
Of  knights,  bat  not  of  the  round  table, 

Of  Bailie  Jarvie,  not  Rob  Roy. 

HaUeek'B  Poems. 


KNOWLEDGE. 

Through  knowledge  we  behold  the  world's  creation. 
How  in  his  cradle  first  he  fostered  was ; 
And  jud^re  of  nature's  cunning  operation, 
Uow  things  she  formed  of  a  formless  mass : 
67  Knowledge  we  do  learn  ourselves  to  know ; 
And  what  to  man  and  what  to  God  we  owe. 

Speneer, 


Base  minded  they  that  wiat  intaHigeiiM^ 
For  God  himself  fat  wisdom  meet  b  pnia'd* 
And  men  to  God  thereby  are  nighest  nis'd. 
Speneer'e  Teare  rfAe  1 
A  climbing  height  it  is,  withont  a  head. 
Depth  without  bottom,  way  withoat  an  end ; 
A  circle  with  no  line  environed, 
Not  comprehended,  all  it  oomprehends. 
Worth  infinite,  yet  satisfies  no  mind 
Till  it  that  infinite  of  the  godhead  find. 

JdOrd  Broektm 

The  mind  of  man  is  this  world's  true  dimension ; 
And  knowledge  is  the  measure  of  the  mind : 
And  as  the  mind,  in  her  vast  eamprehensioo. 
Contains  more  worlds  than  all  the  world  can  find ; 
So  knowledge  doth  itself  &x  more  extend. 
Than  all  the  minds  of  man  can  comprehend. 

XiOrd  BroemMt 
Learning  is  an  addition  beyond 
Nobility  or  birth :  honour  of  bkx>d. 
Without  the  ornament  of  knowledge,  b 

A  glorious  ignorance. 

James  Shirleg 

Another's  knowledge 
Applied  to  my  instruction,  cannot  equal 
My  own  soul's  knowledge. 

Chapman  and  Shirleifs  Admiral  of  France, 

The  Almighty  wisdom,  having  given 

Each  man  within  himself  an  apter  light 

To  guide  his  acts,  than  any  Ugfat  withcmt  him » 

Creating  nothing,  not  in  all  things  equal : 

It  seems  a  fault  in  any  that  depend 

On  others'  knowledge,  and  exile  their  own. 

Chapman  and  ShirUt/'s  Adndnd  tif  Franca, 

Those  only  may  be  truly  said  to  know. 
Whose  knowledge  pays  their  country  what  they 
owe.  Lady  AUmony, 

Knowledge  is  as  food,  and  needs  no  less 
Her  temp'rance  over  appetite,  to  know 
In  measure  what  the  mind  may  well  contain ; 
Oppresses  else  with  surfeit,  and  soon  turns 
Wisdom  to  Mj, 

JtrOton'f  Paradise  Loti 

Not  to  know  at  large  of  things  remote 

From  use,  obscure  and  subtie,  but  to  know 

That  which  before  us  lies  hi  daily  lift. 

Is  the  prime  wisdom ;  what  is  moie,  b  fume. 

Or  emptiness,  or  fond  impertinence. 

And  renders  us  in  things  that  most  oonoam 

Unpractb'd,  unprepared,  still  to  seek* 

MiUmCs  Paraaise  Lost 
He  knew  what  *s  tdiat,  and  that  *s  as  higli 
As  metaphysfio  wit  can  fly. 

BuOer's  Hndibma 


LABOOE. 


SM 


Remember  that  the  cun^d  dMire  to  know, 
Offipringr  of  Adam  I  wu  thj  souroe  of  woe» 
Wh  J  will  th«a  then  renew  Ihe  T&in  punniti 
Mad  rashly  eatch  at  the  IbrUddon  fruit ; 
With  emp^  labour  and  eluded  strife 
Scckin|r,  by  knowledge,  to  attain  to  life; 
For  erer  from  that  &tal  tree  debarr'd. 
Which  flaming  eworda  and  angry  chcrube  guard  ? 

Prior't  Soloman, 
Voracious  learning,  often  over-fed, 
Digests  not  into  sense  her  motley  meal, 
Tliis  bookcase,  with  dark  booty  almost  burst. 
This  Ibrager  on  others*  wisdom,  leayes 
Her  native  ftrm,  her  reason,  quite  untill^d. 

Young't  Night  ThoughtB, 
Your  learning,  like  the  lunar  beam,  afEbrds 
Lig^t,  but  not  heat ;  it  leaves  you  undevout, 
Frozen  at  heart,  while  speculation  shines. 

Young's  Night  ThmighU. 
Hie  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  estates ; 
Wealth  may  seek  us,  but  wisdom  must  be  sought ; 
Sought  befiire  all,  but  (how  unlike  all  else 
We  seek  on  earth  I)  'tis  never  sought  in  vain. 

Yoimg'i  Night  Thoui^, 

One  science  only  will  one  genius  fit. 
So  vast  is  art,  so  narrow  human  wit 

Pope't  Euay  en  Criticiam, 
Man  kwes  knowledge,  and  the  beams  of  truth 
More  welcome  touch  his  understanding's  eye, 
Thsn  all  the  blandishments  of  sound  his  ear. 
Than  all  of  taste  his  tongue. 

Akeruide, 

Yet  ah !  why  should  they  know  their  fkte? 
Since  sorrow  never  comes  too  late. 
And  happiness  too  swrifUy  flies, 
Thoii^ht  would  destroy  their  paradise. 
No  more ;  where  ignorance  is  bliss, 
"T  is  My  to  be  wise. 

Gray's  Etoa  CdUege. 

Knovriedge  and  wisdom,  £a  fiom  being  one. 
Have  ofltimes  no  connexion.    Knowledge  dwells 
In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men ; 
Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 

Cowpei*s  Task. 
Deep  subtle  wits. 
In  truth  are  master  spirits  in  the  world. 
The  brave  man's  courage,  and  the  student' s,kire, 
Are  but  as  tools  liis  secret  ends  to  work. 
Who  hath  the  skill  to  use  them. 

Jsoima  Bailies  BasB. 
Knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
But  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 

Byron  s  ManfrstU 


The  wish  to  know— tiiat  endless  thirst; 
Whioh  ev'n  by  quenching  is  awak*d. 
And  which  becomes  or  blest  or  curst. 
As  is  the  fount  whereat  *t  is  slak'd— 
Still  urg'd  me  onward,  with  desire 
Insatiate,  to  explore,  inquire. 

Moore*s  Loots  of  the  Angtls 

0  wad  some  power  the  gif\ie  gie  us 
To  see  oursels  as  others  see  us ! 

It  wad  frae  mony  a  blunder  free  us. 
An  fboUsh  notion : 

Bwns 

1  know  is  all  the  mourner  saith  — 
Knowledge  by  suffering  entcrcth, — 

As  life  is  perfected  by  death.  M'     S     eit. 

Knowledge  comes,  but  wisdom  lingers, 

And  I  linger  more  and  more. 
And  the  individual  withers, 
And  the  world  is  more  and  mo^e. 

Tsmiyf  on'f  Poems, 

All  this  boasted  knowledge  of  the  world 

To  me  seems  but  to  mean  acquaintance  with 
Low  things,  or  evil,  or  indifferent 

Bailey's  Festns 

Much  more  is  said  of  knowledge  than  it 's  worth 

Bailey's  Festus 

Oh !  there  is  nought  on  earth  worth  being  known. 

But  God  and  our  own  souls. 

BaUey's  Fsstsm. 

Knowledge  hath  a  'wildering  tongue. 
And  she  will  stoop  and  lead  you  to  the  stars, 
And  witch  you  with  her  mysteries — till  gold 
Is  a  ftrgotten  dross,  and  power  and  fame 
Toys  of  an  hour,  and  woman's  careless  love 
Light  as  the  breath  that  breaks  it 

WUUs's  Poems. 
He' who  binds 
His  soul  to  knowledge,  steals  the  key  of  heaven— 
But  His  a  bitter  mockery  that  the  firuit 
May  hang  within  his  reach,  and  when,  with  thirst 
Wrought  to  a  maddening  plvenzy,  he  would  taste- 
It  bums  his  lips  to  ashes. 

WUUs's  Poems 
O  fear  not  in  a  world  like  this. 

And  thou  shalt  know  ere  long. 
Know  how  sublime  a  thing  it  is 
lo  svtSst  and  be  strong. 

LongfdloiD's  Posm^ 

LABOUR. 

Tliis  my  mean  task 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me  as  odious ;  but 
The  mistress,  whidi  I  serve,  quickens  what  *s  deaA, 
And  makes  my  labours  pleasures. 

/Shsikt  Temftsi 
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CheerM  with  the  ▼iew^iiiui  wmi  to  tin  the  giouad 
From  whence  he  rose ;  leiitoiie'd  indeed  to  toil. 
As  to  a  panisfament,  yet  (e*en  in  wz«lh 
do  mercifol  ie  heaven)  this  toil  became 
The  solace  of  his  woes,  the  sweet  employ 
Of  many  a  liTOloog  hour,  and  sorest  gf»id 
Against  disease  and  death. 

Porteu9'$  Death, 

Oil  did  the  harvest  to  the  sickle  yield. 
Their  harrow  aft  the  stabbom  glebe  hath  broke ; 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  teams  afield, 
How  bow*d  the  woods  beneath  their  sturdy  stroke ! 

Oray*9  EUgy. 

From   labour  health,  firom  health  contentment 
springs,  Besttie's  Minstrel. 

What  happiness  the  rural  maid  attends, 
In  cheerfbl  labour  while  each  day  she  spends ! 
She  gratefully  receives  what  Heaven  has  sent. 
And,  rich  in  poverty,  enjoys  content 
She  never  feels  the  spleen's  imaginM  pains, 
Nor  melancholy  stagnates  in  her  veins ; 
She  never  loses  life  in  thoughtless  ease. 
Nor  on  the  velvet  oouoh  invites  disease ; 
Her  homespun  dress  in  simple  neatness  lies. 
And  fiir  no  glaring  equipage  she  sighs : 
No  midnight  masquerade  her  beauty  wears. 
And  health,  not  paint,  the  j&ding  bloom  repairs. 

Oay. 

Here  sun-brownM  Labour  swings  his  Cyclop  arms, 
Long  are  the  flirrows  he  must  trace  between 
The  ocean's  azure  and  the  prairie's  green ; 
Full  many  a  blank  his  destinM  realm  displays. 
Yet  see  the  promise  of  lus  riper  days ; 
Far  through  yon  depths  the  panting  engine  moves, 
His  chariot 's  ringing  in  their  steel^hod  grooves ; 
And  Erie's  naiad  flings  her  diamond  wave 
O'er  the  wild  sea-aymph  in  her  distant  cave. 

O.W.Hohim, 

How  blest  the  farmer's  simple  lifb ! 

How  pure  tlie  joy  it  yields ! 
Far  from  the  world's  tempestuous  strife. 

Free  'mid  the  scented  fields  I 

C.  W.  EverteL 

••  Go  till  the  ground" — said  God  to  man,— 

•*  Subdue  the  earth,  it  shall  bo  thine  f 
How  grand,  bow  gkurious  was  the  plan ! 

How  wise  the  Law  divine . 
And  none  of  Adam's  race  can  draw 
A  title,  save  beneath  this  Law, 

To  >iold  the  world  in  trust; 
Karttt  18  the  Lord's,  and  He  hath  sworn 
Iliaf  ere  M  Time  has  reach'd  his  bourne, 

li  ahall  reward  the  Just! 

Mn.  UnU'9  Poem. 


What  fiviag  man  will  bring  a  gift 
Of  his  own  heart,  and  help  to  lifl 
The  tone?— '^ The  race  is  to  the  swift !** 

JtTisf  Barretts  Psems. 

What  are  vire  sent  on  earth  fbr  7    Say,  to  toil ! 
Nor  seek  to  leave  the  tending  of  thy  vines 
For  aU  the  heat  o*  the  sun,  UU  it  declines. 
And  death's  mild  curfew  shall  from  work  asscuL 

Min  BarreWs  Psenu. 
Let  us,  then,  be  up  and  doing, 

With  a  heart  for  any  &te ; 
Still  achieving,  still  pursuing, 

Learn  to  labour  and  to  wait. 

LmgfOavfs  Poems 

High  curl'd  the  smoke  ^m  the  humble  roof  with 

dawxiing's  earliest  bird. 
And  the  tinkle  of  the  anvil,  first  of  the  village 

sounds  was  heard ; 
The  beUows-pufi*,  the  hammer-beat,  the  whistls 

and  the  song. 
Told,  steadfastly  and  merrily,  toil  roli'd  the  hems 

along.  Slreeto  Poems 

—Give  me  the  ftir  one,  in  country  or  city. 
Whose  home  and  ito  duties  are  dear  to  her  heart, 
Who  dieerfully  warbles  some  rustical  ditty. 
While  plying  the  needle  with  exquisite  art 

Samud  Woodworik 

**■  Labour  is  worship" — the  robin  is  singing : 
**  Labour  is  worship"  —  the  wild  bee  is  ringing. 
Listen  \  that  eloquent  whisper  upipringing. 
Speaks  to  thy  soul  out  of  nature's  great  heart 
Mro.  OBgotftTo  Poems. 
Labour  is  life!  —  Tis  the  still  water  faileth; 
Idleness  ever  despaireth,  bewaileth ; 
Keep  the  wateh  wound,  or  the  dark  rust  assaikth 
Mrs,  Oegood^o  Poems 
Labour  is  rest —  from  the  sorrows  that  greet  us 
Rest  fi^m  all  petty  vexations  that  meet  ns, 
Rest  firom  sin-promptings  that  ever  entreat  us. 
Rest  from  world-syrens  that  lure  us  to  ilL 

Mro.  Oogoo^s  Poems, 
Labour  is  hoalth — ^Lo !  the  husbandman  re^nng. 
How  through  his  veins  goes  the  life-current  leap 

ing! 
How  his  strong  arm  in  its  stalwart  pride  sweeping. 
True  as  a  sunbeam  the  swift  sickle  guides. 

Mro.  Osgoo^s  Poems. 
Here,  brothers,  secure  from  all  turmoil  and  danger. 
We  reap  what  we  sow,  fi>r  the  soil  is  oar  ovro ; 
We  spcead  hospitality's  board  for  the  stranger. 

And  care  not  a  fig  for  the  king  on  his  throne ; 
We  never  know  want,  for  we  live  by  our  labour, 
And  in  it  contentment  and  happiness  find. 

George  P.  Moms. 
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LAW. 

It  oAen  fiiUs,  in  course  of  common  life, 
Tliat  Tif^ht  loDif  time  is  overborne  of  wrong, 
Through  avarice  or  power,  or  guile  or  strife, 
Tliat  weakens  her,  and  makes  her  party  strong : 
Bat  justice,  though  her  doom  she  do  prolong. 
Yet  at  the  last  she  wLQ  her  own  cause  right 

Spenser't  Fairy  Queen, 
We  must  not  make  a  scarecrow  of  the  law. 
Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey. 
And  let  it  keep  one  shape,  till  custom  make  it 
llieir  perch,  and  not  their  terror. 

Shake,  Mea.for  Mea. 

We  have  strict  statutes,  and  most  biting  laws, 
fHie  needful  bits  and  curbs  to  headstrong  steeds) 
Which  ibr  these  fourteen  years  we  have  let  sleep; 
Even  like  an  overgrown  lion  in  a  cave. 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey. 

Shake,  Mea^fir  Mea. 

Our  decrees, 
Dead  to  infliction,  to  themselves  are  dead ; 
And  liberty  plucks  justice  by  the  nose. 

Shake.  Mea,  fir  Mea, 

There  is  no  power  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  established : 
Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent; 
And  many  an  error,  by  the  same  example. 
Will  mah  into  the  state :  it  cannot  be. 

Shake,  Merehant  tf  Vemee, 
Tin  thoa  canst  rail  the  seal  from  off  my  bond, 
Thoa  but  offend'st  thy  lungs  to  speak  so-  loud. 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Vemce, 
It  pleases  time  and  fortune  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood. 
Hath  stept  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  that  without  heed  do  plunge  into  it 

Shake,  Timon  of  Athene, 
Mnltitade  of  laws  are  signs  either  of 
Much  tyranny  in  the  prince,  or  much 
RebeOious  disobedience  in  the  subject. 

Jlfar«fon's  Fawn, 
Thifl  wretch,  that  lov'd,  before  his  feod,  his  strife. 
This  punishment  fulls  evea.  with  his  life ; 
His  pleasure  was  vexation,  all  bis  bliss 
The  torment  of  another : 
Tlicir  hurt  bis  health,  their  starve^hope  his  store ; 
Who  so  loves  law,  dies  either  mad  or  poor. 

MtddUrn'M  Pheudx, 
If  we  o&nd  the  law. 
Hie  law  may  punish  us ;  which  only  strives 
To  take  away  excess,  not  the  necessity 
Or  use  of  wfaat*s  indifferent:  and  is  made 
Or  good  or  bad  by  'ti  use. 

JVsU's  Cowfil  Gsrtim. 


The  good  needs  fear  no  law ; 

It  is  his  safety,  and  the  bad  man's  awe. 

Maeeinger^  MiddUton,  and  RowUy^e  Old  Lam 

We  are  of  the  condition  of  some  great 
Men  in  office ;  that  desire  execution 
Of  the  kws,  not  so  much  to  correct  offences 
And  reform  the  commonwealth,  as  to  thrive 
By  their  punishment,  and  grow  rieh  and  fet 
With  a  dear  conscience. 

SMriey^e  St,  Ptttriekfir  Ireland, 

Strict  laws  are  like  steel  bodice,  good  fer  growing 

limbs; 
But  when  the  joints  are  knit,  they  are  not  helps, 
But  burdens. 

Fane'e  Lmoe  m  As  Dark 

He  that  with  injury  is  grieved. 

And  goes  to  law  to  be  rclievM, 

Is  sillier  than  a  sotti^  chouse, 

Who,  when  a  thief  has  robb*d  his  house. 

Applies  himself  to  cunning  men, 

To  help  htm  to  his  goods  again. 

£af  ler'f  Hndal^nm 
Law  does  not  put  the  least  restraint 
Upon  our  freedom,  but  maintain  *t; 
Or  if  it  does,  H  is  for  our  good, 
To  give  us  freer  latitude ; 
For  wholesome  laws  preserve  us  free, 
By  stinting  of  our  liberty. 

BidUr'e  HudSbt^ 

Others  believe  no  voice  t*  an  organ 

So  sweet  as  lawyer's  in  his  bar  gown, 

Until  with  subtle  cob-web  cheats 

They  *re  catcIiM  in  knotted  law  like  nets ; 

In  which,  when  once  they  are  imbrangled, 

Tlie  more  they  stir,  the  more  they're  tangled. 

BniUr'e  HudibrM 
Besides,  encounters  at  the  bar 
Are  braver  now  than  those  in  war. 
In  which  the  law  does  execution 
With  less  disorder  and  oonfUsion. 

Butler*9  Hud&TM. 
Do  not  your  juries  give  their  verdict 
As  if  they  felt  the  cause,  not  heard  it  7 
And  as  they  please,  make  matter  of  fact 
Run  all  on  one  side,  as  they  're  pack'd. 

Buder'e  Hudibrae 

Each  state  must  have  its  policies; 

Kingdoms  have  edicts,  cities  have  their  charters. 

Ev'n  the  wild  outlaw,  in  his  ferest  walk, 

Keeps  yet  some  touch  of  civil  disoiplinow 

For  not  since  Adam  wore  his  verdant  apron. 

Hath  men  with  man  in  social  onion  dwelt. 

But  laws  were  made  to  draw  that  onion  dotsi 

OldPtmw 
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Blark  what  oiiTaiyM  laws  preteire  eaeh  lUtet 

Laws  wise  as  nature,  and  as  fizM  as  fiite. 

In  vain  thy  reason  finer  webs  shall  draw, 

Entangle  justice  in  her  net  of  law, 

And  right,  too  rigid,  harden  into  wrong; 

Still  &r  the  strong  too  weak,  the  weak  too  strong. 

Pope. 
Once  (says  an  author,  where  I  need  not  say) 
Two  travellers  found  an  oyster  in  their  way : 
Both  fierce,  both  hungry,  the  dispute  grew  strong, 
While,  scale  in  hand,  dame  Justice  pass'd  along. 
Before  her  each  with  clamour  pleads  the  laws, 
ExphinM  the  matter,  and  would  win  the  cause. 
Dame  justice  weighing  long  tho  doubtful  right. 
Takes,  opens,  swallows  it,  before  their  sight. 
The  cause  of  strife  rcmovM  so  rarely  well. 
There  take,  (says  Justice)  take  you  each  a  shell, 
We  thrive  at  Westminster  on  fools  like  you : 
rr  was  a  fat  oyster  —  live  in  peace  —  adieu. 

Pcpe, 
The  hungry  judges  soon  the  sentence  sign. 
And  wretches  hang  tliat  jurymen  may  dine. 

Pope 9  Rape  if  the  Lock, 
Or,  in  a  mortgage,  prove  a  lawyer^s  share, 
Or,  in  a  jointure,  vanish  from  the  heir ; 
Or  in  pure  equity  (the  case  not  clear) 
The  chancery  takes  your  rents  for  twenty  year. 

Pope. 
There  was  on  both  sides  much  to  say : 
He*d  hear  the  cause  another  day. 
And  so  he  did ;  and  then  a  third 
He  heard  it — there,  he  kept  his  word; 
But  with  rejoinders  or  replies. 
Long  bills,  and  answers  stufTd  with  licsy 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  essoign, 
The  parties  ne'er  could  issue  join : 
For  sixteen  years  the  cause  was  spun. 
And  then  stood  where  it  first  begun. 

SwifCe  Cadenue  and  Vanessa, 
The  laws  have  cast  me  off  fiiom  every  claim. 
Of  house  and  kindred,  and  within  my  veins 
TumM  noble  blood  to  baseness  and  reproach : 
I  '11  cast  them  off;  why  should  they  be  to  me 
A  bar,  and  no  protection. 

Joanna  BaUlie^s  Orra, 
He  is  a  perfect  knowledge-box,  — 

An  oracle  to  great  and  sma' ! 
And  fiffy  latD-pleas  he  has  lost, 
He  IS  sae  weel  acquaint  wi*  law. 

AicoQ. 
Iiet  the  m«fS  of  your  own  land, 
Good  or  ill,  between  ye  stand. 
Hand  to  nand,  and  foot  to  foot, 
Arhiten  of  the  dispute. 

ShOey's  Liberty 


No  choioe  was  left  his  feofiags  «r  his  pride, 
Save  death  or  doctor's  commons    so  he  died. 

Byim 
A  man  of  Law,  a  man  of  peace. 
To  flrame  a  contract  or  a  lease. 

CrMe. 

Laws  hitlierto  are  fram'd  to  punish  crime. 
All  legislators  have  been  slow  to  deal 
With  vice  in  its  first  elements ;  and  here 
Lie  the  pernicious  root  and  seeds  of  sin; 
That  children  are  permitted  to  grow  up, 
From  infancy  to  youth,  without  instructian, 
Is  a  grave  wrong,  and  ne'er  to  be  redeem'd 
By  penal  statutes  and  the  prisoner's  cell 

Amm, 

Are  not  our  laws  alike  for  high  and  low  ? 
Or  shall  we  bind  tlic  poor  man  in  his  fetters, 
And  let  the  rich  go  revel  in  his  crimes  7 

Charles  West  TkmteiL 
'T  is  best  to  make  the  Law  oar  fi-iend. 

And  patiently  await,  — 
Keep  your  side  good,  and  you  are  sure 
To  conquer  soon  or  late. 

Mrs.  HaWs  Harry  Gmf, 
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Hear  him  reason  in  divinity, 

And,  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wish. 

You  would  desire  the  king  were  made  a  prelate. 

Shaks.  Hemy  V. 
List  his  discourse  of  war,  and  you  shall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  render'd  you  in  music : 
Turn  him  to  any  cause  of  policy. 
The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose. 
Familiar  as  his  garter. 

Shaks,  Henry  V. 

This  fellow 's  of  exceeding  honesty. 

And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit, 

Of  human  things. 

Shaks,  Oih^ 

His  learning  savours  not  the  school-like  gloss. 
That  most  consists  in  echoing  words  and  terms; 
And  soonest  wins  a  man  an  empty  name : 
Nor  only  kmg  or  far-fetch'd  circumstance, 
WrappM  in  the  curious  generalties  of  arts : 
But  a  direct  and  analytic  sum 
Of  all  the  worth  and  first  e&cts  of  arts. 

Jonmrn's  PoetasUr, 
Leammgis 
A  bonefa  of  grapes  sprung  up  among  the  Ihoras; 
Wliere,  but  by  cantien,  none  the  harm  can  miss: 
Nor  art's  true  riches  lead  to  undanland. 
But  shall,  to  please  his  taste,  ofiend  his  hand. 

Lord  Brooke  on  Human  Learning 
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Letminn^  was  first  made  pilot  to  the  world, 
And  in  the  chain  of  contemplation. 
Many  degrees  above  the  burDing*  clouds 
He  *d  in  his  hands  the  nic-leard  marble  book, 
Drawn  fbU  of  silver  lines  and  golden  stars. 

Day'B  Lav  TVtdb. 
For  mystic  learning  wondrons  able 
In  ma|rie  talisman  and  cabal. 
Whose  primitive  tradition  reaches 
As  Sir  as  Adam's  first  green  breeches. 

Butler'9  Hudilrra; 
In  mathematics  he  was  greater 
Than  Tjeho  Brahe,  or  Erra  Pater  ; 
For  he  by  geometric  scale, 
Coold  take  the  size  of  pots  of  ale ; 
ItesolTe,  by  sines  and  tangents,  straight, 
If  bread  or  batter  wanted  weight ; 
And  wisely  tell  what  hour  o'  th*  day 
The  dock  does  strike,  by  algebra* 

We  grant,  although  he  had  much  wit, 

H*  wu  very  shy  of  using  it, 

As  being  loath  to  wear  it  out, 

And  thereto  bore  it  not  about : 

Unlen  on  holiday  or  so, 

As  men  their  best  i^yparel  da 

Besides  His  known  he  could  speak  Greek 

As  natonUly  as  pigs  do  squeak ; 

That  Latin  was  no  more  difficile. 

Than  to  a  blaok.bird  His  to  whistle. 

ButUr^t  HwUbra*. 
Learning,  that  cobweb  of  the  brain 
Pro&ne,  erroneous  and  vain ; 
A  trade  of  knowledge  as  replete, 
As  others  are  with  fraud  and  cheat ; 
An  art  t'  incumber  gifts  and  wit. 
And  render  both  fi>r  nothing  fit 

BuOerU  HudUmu, 
Nothing  goes  fi>r  sense  or  light, 
Hiat  will  not  with  old  rules  jump  right ; 
As  if  rules  were  not  in  the  schools 
Deriv'd  from  truth,  but  truth  from  rules. 

Buaer*9  HudUmti. 
Some  ibr  renown  on  scraps  of  learning  date. 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote. 
To  patch-work  leam'd  quotations  are  aUy^d, 
But  strive  to  make  our  poverty  our  pride. 

Young' 9  Love  of  Fame, 
Tet  piood  of  parts,  with  prudence  some  dispense. 
And  play  the  fcol  because  they  *re  men  of  sense. 
Youmg'B  EpitiU  to  Pefe. 
How  empty  iMorning,  and  how  vain  is  art. 
Bat  as  it  mends  the  lift,  and  guides  tiie  heart 

YiBiii^s  Laet  Day. 
T 


But  you  are  leamM;  In  volumes  deep  you  sit; 
In  wisdom  shallow :  pompous  ignorance ! 

Young*9  Night  Thought9, 
You  scorn  what  lies  before  you  in  the  page 
Of  nature  and  experience,  moral  truth ; 
And  dive  in  science  £ot  dlstioguishM  names, 
Sinking  in  virtue  as  you  rise  in  fame. 

Yottng*9  Night  Thought9, 

A  little  learning  is  a  dang*rous  thing ; 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  spring : 
There  shallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain. 
And  drinking  largely  sobers  us  again. 

Pope^9  E99ay  on  Critieiem* 

By  learning  unrefin*d 
That  oft  enlightens  to  corrupt  the  mind. 

Faleoner'9  Shipwreck 

Whose  modest  wisdom,  therefbre,  never  aims 
To  find  the  longitnde,  or  bum  the  Thames. 

Dr,  WoUote  Peter  Pindar. 

Deign  on  the  passing  world  to  turn  thine  eyes. 
And  pause  awliile  from  letters  to  be  wise ; 
There  mark  what  ills  the  scholar's  life  assail. 
Toil,  enTy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jail ; 
See  nations  slowly  wise  and  meanly  j  jst. 
To  buried  merit  raise  the  tardy  bust 

Dr.  J6hnaotC9  Vanity  of  Human  TTtsAea 

Au  reste,  (as  we  say,)  the  young  lad  *s  well  enougli, 
Only  talks  much  of  Athens,  Rome,  virtue,  and  stuff 
Moore*  9  Fudge  FamUy 

Where  yonder  humble  spire  salutes  the  eye. 
Its  vane  slow-turning  in  the  liquid  sky, 
Where,  in  light  gambols,  healthy  striplings  sport. 
Ambitious  Learning  builds  her  outer  court 

Timoiky  Dwighi 

Her  book  of  light  here  learning  spread ; 
Here  the  warm  breast  of  youth 
Was  won  to  temperance  and  truth. 

Sprague^e  Centennial  Ode, 

A  mind  rejoicing  in  the  light 

Which  melted  through  its  graoefU  bower. 
Leaf  after  leaf  serenely  bright 
And  stainless  in  its  holy  white. 

Unfolding  like  a  morning  flower. 

WUtfisr's  Posms 

No  good  of  worth  sublime  will  Heaven  permit 
To  light  on  man,  as  from  the  passmg  aii ; 

The  lamp  of  genius,  though  by  nature  lit. 
If  not  protected,  prun'd,  and  fed  with  care. 
Soon  dies,  or  runs  to  waste  with  fitful  glare , 

And  learning  is  a  plant  that  spreads  and  toweca 

Slow  as  Columbia's  ake. 

Carlos  Wtlctts 
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As  the  uncultorM  prairie  bean  a  harrest 
Heavy  and  rank,  yet  worthless  to  the  world,— 
So  mind  and  heart,  uncolturM,  run  to  waste ; 
The  noblest  natures  serving  but  to  show 
A  denser  growth  of  passions*  deadly  finit 

Jtfra.  JHoZe. 


LETTERS. 
Let  us  see  — 
Leave,  gentle  wax ;  and  manners,  blame  us  not : 
To  know  our  enemies*  minds,  we  rip  their  hearts ; 
Their  papers  are  more  lawful. 

Shaka,  Lear, 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  un{Jcasant'st  words 

That  ever  blotted  paper ! 

&tak$.  Menhant  tf  VemieE, 

Read  o*er  this: 
And  after,  this:  and  then  to  breakfast,  with 

What  appetite  you  have. 

Shaks.  Henry  VIIL 

Why,  how  now,  gentlemen ! 
What  see  you  in  those  papers  that  you  lose 
So  much  comidezion  7  look  ye,  how  they  change. 
Their  cheeks  are  paper.  —  Why  what  read  you 

there. 
That  hath  so  oowarded  and  chased  your  blood. 
Out  of  appearance. 

ShaJcB.  Henry  V. 

Letters  admit  not  of  a  half  renown. 
They  give  you  nothing,  or  they  give  a  crown. 
No  work  e*er  gain'd  true  fkme,  or  ever  can. 
But  what  did  honour  to  the  name  of  man. 

Young, 

Fun  ofl  have  letters  caused  the  writers 
To  curse  the  day  they  were  inditers. 

BuOer'^i  Hudibrat, 
Heaven  first  taught  letters  for  some  wreteh*s  aid. 
Some  banish*d  lover,  or  some  captive  maid ; 
They  live,  they  speak,  they  breathe  what  love  in- 
spires. 
Warm  from  the  soul,  and  fkithful  to  ite  fires, 
The  virgin*8  wish  without  her  fears  impart, 
Excuse  the  blush,  and  pour  out  all  the  heart, 
Speed  the  soft  intercourse  from  soul  to  soul. 
And  waft  a  sigh  from  Indus  to  the  Pole. 

Pope'9  Eloua. 
A  letter,  too,  site  gave  (he  never  read  it) 
f  >f  good  advice  —  and  two  or  three  of  credit 

Byroa. 
1  lovc  the  mystery  of  a  female  missal. 
Which,  like  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends* 
But  fUll  of  cunning  as  Ulysses*  whistle. 
When  he  allured  poor  Dolon : — you  had  better 
Ti  le  care  what  yon  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

Byron, 


You  ask  my  friend,  and  well  you  may. 

You  ask  me  how  I  spend  my  day ; 

I  *]I  ten  you,  in  unstudied  rhyme, 

How  wisely  I  befool  my  time ; 

Hiese  idle  lines— -they  might  be  worse  — 

Are  simple  prose,  in  simple  verse. 

I  have  seen  him  when  he  hath  had 
A  letter  from  his  lady  dear,  he  bless'd 
The  paper  that  her  hand  had  travell*d  over. 
And  her  eye  look*d  on,  and  would  think  he  saw 
Gleams  of  the  light  she  lavish'd  f¥om  her  eyes, 
Wandering  amid  the  words  of  love  there  tracM 
Like  glow-worms  among  beds  of  flowers. 

BafUy*9  Feabu 

Do  you  like  letter-reading  7    If  you  do^ 
I  have  some  twenty  doxen  very  pretty  ones : 

Gay,  sober,  rapturous,  solemn,  very  true. 
And  very  Ijring  stupid  ones,  and  witty  cmes ; 

On  gilUedged  paper,  blue  perhaps,  or  pink. 

And  frequently  in  &ncy-caloured  ink. 

EpetSargewL 

Through  her  tears  she  gased  upon  them. 

Records  of  that  brief  bright  dream ! 
And  she  clasped  them  closer -^e]oser<— 

For  a  message  they  would  seem. 
Coming  from  the  lips  now  silent, 

Coming  from  a  hand  now  oold. 
And  she  felt  the  same  emotion 

They  had  thriU'd  her  with  of  old. 

Mn.  J.  C.  NeA 

She  had  waited  for  their  coming. 

She  had  kiss'd  them  o*or  an^  o*er— 
And  they  were  so  fondly,  treasured 

For  the  words  of  love  they  bore. 
Words  that  whisper*d  in  the  silenoe. 

She  had  li8ten*d  till  his  tone 
Seem*d  to  linger  in  the  echo 

**  Darling,  thou  art  afl  mine  own  !** 

Mrt.  J.  C.  JVisL 
Slowly  folding,  how  she  linger*d 

0*er  the  words  his  hands  had  traced. 
Though  the  plashing  drops  had  fidien. 

And  the  faint  lines  half  effaced. 

JIf rs.  J.  C.  IML 

As  grains  of  gold  that  in  the  sands 

Of  Lydian  waters  shine. 
The  welcome  sign  of  mountain  lands 

That  veil  the  silent  mine  — 
Thus  may  the  River  of  my  Thought, 

That  glidelh  now  to  thee. 
Reveal  the  wealth,  as  yet  anwronght^ 

Which  Love  has  heap'd  ia  me ! 

JNiftso's  PeoML 
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LIBERTY. 
jMn^  —  Whence  comes  this  restraint  7 
Clflsdio. — From  too  much  liberty,  my  Lado^ 

liberty: 
As  surfeit  is  the  fiOher  of  mach  fast, 
So  every  scope  by  the  immoderajte  use 
TxoDa  to  restraint :  our  natures  do  pursue 
(Like  rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper  bane,) 
A  tlursty  evil ;  and  when  we  drink  we  die. 

ShakM.  Metufor  Mea. 

0  bappy  men  bom  u|ider  good  stars. 
Where  what  is  honest  you  may  freely  think. 
Speak  what  you  think,  and  write  what  you  do  speak ; 
Not  bound  to  servile  soothings. 

MarttmC9  Favn, 

A  show  of  liberty, 
When  we  have  lost  the  substance,  is  best  kept, 
By  seeming  not  to  understand  those  faults. 
Which  we  want  power  to  mend. 

Ma'if9  Cleopatra, 

If  we  retain  the  glory  of  our  ancestors. 
Whose  ashes  will  rise  up  against  our  dulness, 
%ako  off  our  tameness,  and  give  ynj  to  courage; 
We  need  not  doubt,  mspirM  with  a  just  rage. 
To  break  the  necks  of  those  that  vronldyoke  ours. 
Taiham^9  Distneied  State. 

1  krve  my  freedom :  yet  strong  priscms  can 
Vex  but  the  bad,  and  not  the  virtuous  man. 

Waikyiu. 
Rather  seek 
Onr  own  good  from  ourselves,  and  from  our  own 
Live  to  ourselves,  though  in  this  vast  recesfl, 
Free,  and  none  accountable,  preferring 
Hard  liberty  befi>re  the  easy  yoke 
Of  servile  pomp. 

MUUrn's  Paradin  Lo$i. 
Oh !  give  mo  liberty  I 
For  were  ev'n  paradise  my  prison. 
Still  I  should  long  to  leap  the  crystal  walls. 

Dryden^B  Don  SdfastiaiL 
The  love  of  liberty  with  life  is  given. 
And  life  itself  th*  inferior  gift  of  heaven. 

Dryden'B  Palamon  and  ArcUe, 
Oh,  liberty,  thou  goddess,  heavenly  bright, 
Frofiue  of  bliss,  and  pregnant  with  delight ! 
Eternal  pleasures  in  thy  presence  reign, 
And  smiling  plenty  leads  thy  viranton  train; 
£as*d  of  her  load,  subjection  grows  more  light. 
And  poverty  looks  eheerfiil  in  thy  sight ; 
Thou  mak*st  the  gloomy  &oe  of  nature  gay, 
Giv*st  beauty  to  the  sun,  and  pleasure  to  the  day. 

Addi9an^9  Italy. 
A  day,  an  hoar  of  tirtoous  fiberty. 
Is  worth  a  whole  eternity  in  bondage. 

Addinn*9  Cata. 


What  is  life? 
*Tis  not  to  stalk  about,  and  draw  firesh  air 
From  time  to  timet  or  gaze  upon  the  sun : 
*T  is  to  be  firee.    When  liberty  is  gone. 
Life  grows  insipid,  and  has  lost  its  relish 

Addmn*§  Cat^, 
When  liberty  is  lost, 
liCt  abject  cowards  live ;  but  in  the  brave 
It  were  a  treachery  to  themselves,  enough 
To  merit  chains. 

Thomean'i  Sophoni»ha. 

The  greatest  glory  of  a  free-born  people. 
Is  to  transmit  that  freedom  to  their  children. 

Havard'8  RegubiB, 
Converse  fkmiliar  vnth  th*  illustrious  dead : 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Rome ; 
Enlarge  thy  free-born  heart,  and  bless  kind  heaven 
That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  liberty. 
That  balm  of  life,  that  sweetest  blessing,  cheap 
Tho'  purchased  with  our  blood. 

SomenfUWB  Chan 
O  liberty, 
Parent  of  happiness,  cclcstial-bom ; 
When  the  first  man  became  a  living  soul. 
His  sacred  genius  thou. 

Dyer^8  Rmm  cfRmne. 

Mankind  are  all  by  nature  fSree  and  equal, 
*Ti8  their  consent  alone  gives  just  dominion. 

Dttneomhe'8  Juntue  Bruiiu, 
O  liberty !  heav'n^s  choice  prerogative ! 
True  bond  of  law !  thou  social  soul  of  property ! 
Thou  breatli  of  reason  !  Ufe  of  life  itself! 
For  thee  the  valiant  bleed.    O  sacred  liberty ! 
WingM  from  the  summer's  snare,  from  flattering 

ruin,         * 
Like  the  bold  stork  you  seek  the  wint*ry  shore, 
Leave  courts,  and  pomps,  and  palaces  to  slaves, 
Cleave  to  the  cold,  and  rest  upon  the  storm. 

Brooke'8  Guttamu  VoM. 

Freedom  is 

The  brilliant  gift  of  heav'n.  His  reason's  sd^  . 

The  kin  of  deity. 

Brooke'i  Crtistems  Vaatt 

MHiat  are  ^,  what  a  thousand  slaves, 
Mateh*d  to  the  sinew  of  a  single  arm 
That  strikes  fer  liberty  7 

BroM8  Outtami»  Vam 

Oh  could  I  worship  aught  beneath  the  skies. 
That  earth  hath  seen  or  fkncy  can  devise. 
Thine  altar,  sacred  liberty,  shoohi  stand, 
Built  by  no  mercenary  vulgar  hand. 
With  fragrant  turi;  and  flowers  as  wild  and  fcir 
As  ever  dreasM  a  bank  or  scented  simimer  air. 
Cowptr'9  Chanty 
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LIBERTY. 


Liberty,  like  day, 
Breaks  on  the  aool,  and  by  a  flash  ftom  hea;v'n 
Fires  all  tlie  faculties  with  gloriQOs  joy. 

Cmoper^B  Task. 

Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  En|rland ;  if  their  Ixmga 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free. 
They  touch  our  country  and  their  shackles  falL 
That*s  noble,  ftnd  bespeaks  a  nation  proud 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.  Coirper»s  TWt. 

Whose  freedom  is  by  suff  *rance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  superior,  he  is  never  firec. 
Who  lives,  and  is  not  weary  of  a  life 
Exposed  to  manacles,  deserves  them  well. 

Cowper^i  TatL 
But  slaves  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 
Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 
All  that  the  contest  calls  fi>r;  —  spirit,  strength, 
The  scorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts. 
The  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek. 

Cowper's  TaA, 
'T  is  liberty  alone  that  gives  the  flow*r 
Of  fleeting  life  its  lustre  and  perfiime. 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it         Cotroer's  Task, 

The  widowM  Indian,  when  her  lord  expires, 
Moimts  the  dread  pile,  and  braves  the  funeral  fires ! 
So  falls  the  heart  at  thraldom's  bitter  sigh ! 
So  virtue  dios,  the  spouse  of  liberty  I 

CampbeWs  Pleasures  tfHape, 
Eternal  nature !  when  thy  giant  hand 
Had  heav*d  the  floods,  and  fixM  the  trembling 

land. 
When  Ii&  sprung  startling  at  thy  plastic  call, 
landless  her  ferms,  and  man  the  lord  of  all ! 
Say,  was  that  lordly  form  inspired  by  thee. 
To  wear  eternal  chains  and  bow  his  knee  7 
Was  man  ordained  the  slave  of  man  to  toil. 
Yoked  with  the  brutes,  and  fetter*d  to  the  soil ; 
Weigh*d  in  a  tyrant's  balance  with  his  gdd  7 

^^^ '  Can^Mts  Pleasures  of  Hope. 

Yes !  thy  proud  lords,  unpitied  land !  shall  see 
That  man  hath  yet  a  soul  —  and  dare  be  fipee ! 
A  little  while,  along  thy  saddening  plains, 
The  starless  night  of  desolation  reigns ; 
Truth  shall  restore  the  light  by  nature  given. 
And,  like  Prometheus,  bring  the  fire  of  heaven ! 
Prone  to  tbp  dust  oppression  shall  be  hurPd  — 
Her  name,  her  nature,  withered  from  the  world. 

CampbeO^s  Pleasures  of  Hope. 
There  ig  a  world  where  souls  are  free. 
Where  tyrants  taint  not  nature's  bliss, 
if  death  that  world's  bright  opening  be, 
O  who  would  live  a  slave  in  tliis  '. 

Moors, 


Leave  pomps  to  those  who  need  'em- 
Adorn  bnt  man  with  freedom, 

And  proud  he  braves 

The  gaudiest  slaves. 
That  crawl,  where  monarchs  lead  'em. 


Moon, 


Oh !  if  there  be,  on  this  earthly  sphere, 

A  boon,  an  offering  heaven  holds  dear, 

'TIS  the  last  libation  liberty  draws 

From  the  heart  that  bleeds  and  breaks  in  her 

cause !  Jtfbore's  LaUa  Rookk 

When  will  the  world  shake  off  such  yokes?  oh, 

when 
Win  that  redeeming  day  shine  oat  on  men. 
That  shall  behold  them  rise,  erect  and  free 
As  heav'n  and  nature  meant  mankind  should  be ! 
Moore's  Fudge  Famly, 
"By  the  hope  within  us  springing. 
Herald  of  to-morrow's  strife ; 
By  that  sun,  whose  light  is  bringing 
Chains  or  freedom,  death  or  life  — 
Oh !  remember,  life  can  be 
No  charm  for  him  who  lives  not  free ! 

'  Mesn. 
Easier  vrore  it 
To  hurl  the  rooted  mountain  fi«m  its  base. 
Than  frirce  the  yoke  of  slavery  upon  men 
Determin'd  to  be  free. 

South^*§  Joan  tfArc 
Eternal  spirit  of  the  chainless  mind ! 
Brightest  in  dungeons,  liberty !  thou  art! 
For  there  thy  habitation  is  the  heart — 
The  heart  which  love  of  thee  alone  can  bind; 
And  when  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  oonsign'd— 
To  fbtters,  and  the  damp  vault's  dayless  gloom, 
Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom. 
And  freedom's  fame  finds  wings  on  every  wind. 

Byron^s  Prisoner  if  ddOon, 
'T  is  vain — my  tongue  cannot  impart 
My  almost  drunkenness  of  heart, 
When  first  this  liberated  eye 
Surveyed  earth,  ocean,  sun  and  sky, 
As  if -my  spirit  pierced  thepi  through. 
And  all  their  inmost  wonders  knew ! 
One  word  alone  can  point  to  thee 
That  more  than  feeling — I  was  free ! 
ETen  for  thy  presence  ceased  to  pine : 
Hie  world  — >  nay — heaven  itself  was  mine ! 

Byron's  Bride  ofAhydt^ 

So  let  them  ease  their  hearte  witii  prate 

Of  equal  rights,  which  man  ne'er  knew; 

I  have  a  love  for  freedom  too. 

Byron. 

For  me,  my  lot  Lb  what  I  sought ;  to  be, 
In  life  or  death,  the  foarfess  and  the  ft«e. 

Byrm's  Idoni 
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The  wMi— wiiteh  agfes  have  not  jet  sabdned 
In  man— to  hafe  no  matter  save  his  mood. 

ByrmC§  Idand, 

Yet,  freedom ;  yet  thy  banner,  torn,  but  flying, 
Streams  like  the  thunder-storm  against  the  wind ; 
Thy  trumpet  voice,  though  broken  now  and  dying, 
The  loudest  still  the  tempest  leaves  behind ; 
Thy  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms ;  and  the  rind, 
Cbopp'd  by  the  axe,  looks  rough  and  Uttle  worth ; 
But  the  sap  lasts, — and  still  the  seed  we  find 
Sown  deep,  even  in  the  bosom  of  the  north  ; 
So  shall  a  bitter  spring  less  bitter  fruit  bring  forth. 
Byron's  ChUde  Harold. 

Motion  viras  in  their  days,  rest  in  their  slumbers, 
And  cheerfulness  the  handmaid  of  their  toil ; 
Nor  yet  too  many,  nor  too  few  their  numbers ; 
Corruption  could  not  make  their  hearts  her  soil ; 
The  lost  which  stings,  the  splendour  which  en- 

eombers. 
With  the  free  foresters  divide  no  spoil ; 
Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  solitudes 
Of  this  miaighing  people  of  the  woods. 

Byron, 

For  freedom's  battle,  once  begun, 
BequeathM  by  bleeding  sire  to  son. 
Though  baffled  ofl,  is  ever  won. 
I  ByrotCo  Oiamtr, 

Tlie  lime  is  past  when  swords  subdued, — 
I     3fan  may  die — the  soul 's  renew'd : 
Even  in  this  low  world  of  care. 
Freedom  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir ; 
Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  unconquerable  spirit— > 
When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble, 
Let  the  tyrants  only  tremble ; 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat  7 
Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet 

i?^refi's  WaUrho* 

— >  The  mountains  —  they  proclaim 
The  everlasting  creed  of  Liberty ! 
That  creed  is  written  on  the  untrampled  snow, 
Thunder'd  by  torrents  which  no  power  can  hold. 
Save  that  of  God  when  He  sends  forth  his  cold. 
And  breath'd  by  winds  that  through  the  free  hea- 
ven blow.  BryanVo  Poems, 

I     I  dream  of  all  things  free ! 
Of  a  gallant,  gaUant  bark. 
That  sweeps  through  storm  and  sea. 

Like  an  arrow  to  its  mark ! 
Of  a  stag  that  o*er  the  hills 

Goes  bounding  on  its  way ; 

Of  a  thousand  flashing  rills^ 

Of  aB  things  glad  and  free ! 

Jfrt.  ilsMMt*t  Poem, 


Free  of  the  world,  a  self-dependent  soul,  • 

The  liberty  of  nature  let  me  know, 

Caught  from  her  mountains,  groves,  and  crystal 

streams, 
Her  starry  host,  and  sunset's  purple  glow. 
That  woo  the  spirit  with  celestial  dreams. 

Henry  T,  TuckennaiL 

There  is  a  qnrit  working  in  the  world, 

like  to  a  silent,  subterranean  fire ; 
Yet  ever  and  anon  some  monarch  hurPd 

Aghast  and  pale,  attests  its  fearfbl  ire : 
The  dungeon*d  nations  now  once  more  respire 

The  keen  and  stirring  air  of  Liberty ! 

OeorgeHUl 

—  Fervent  energy  must  spread, 
TIB  despotism's  towers  be  overthrown, 

And  in  tlieir  stead 

Liberly  stands  alone ! 

Henry  Ware,  Jr 

Hasten  the  day,  just  Heaven ! 

Accomplish  thy  design ; 
And  let  the  blessings  thou  hast  fteely  given. 

Freely  on  aB  men  shine ; 
Tin  equal  rights  be  equaBy  enjoy'd, 
And  human  power  for  human  good  employ'd ; 
Till  law,  and  not  the  sovereign,  rule  sustain. 
And  peace  and  virtue  undisputed  reign. 

Henry  Ware^Jr, 

LIFE. 

O  why  do  wretched  men  so  much  desire 
To  dmw  their  days  unto  the  utmost  date. 
And  do  not  rather  wish  them  soon  expire, 
Knowing  the  misery  of  their  estate, 
And  thousand  perils  which  them  stiB  await, 
Tossing  them  like  a  boat  amid  the  main. 
That  ev'ry  hour  they  knock  at  death's  gate  7 
And  he  that  happy  seems  and  least  in  pain. 
Yet  is  as  nigh  his  end  as  he  that  most  doth  plague^ 
Speneer'o  Fairy  Queen, 

Such  is  the  weakness  of  aB  mortal  hope ! 
So  fickle  is  the  state  of  earthly  things ; 
That  ere  they  come  unto  their  aimed  scope, 
They  fidl  too  short  of  our  firail  reekfloings. 
And  bring  w  bale  and  bitter  sorrowings, 
Instead  of  oomftrt  which  we  should  embrace 

8pen»et*o  Fnky  ^tnooH, 

For  aB  man's  Ufo  me  seems  a  tragedy 
FoB  of  sad  sights  and  sore  catastrophes , 
First  coming  to  the  world  with  weeping  eye, 
Where  aB  his  days,  Bke  dokroos  trophies, 
Are  heap'd  with  spoils  of  fortune  and  of  foar. 
And  he  at  last  laid  forth  on  balefiil  bier. 

Spenoer'o  Tearo  eftke  Mnme 
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The  term  of  life  is  limited. 
Nor  may  a  man  prolong,  or  tborten  it: 
The  soldier  may  not  move  from  watchfbl  sted. 
Nor  leave  his  stand  mitil  his  eaptain  bed. 
Who  life  did  limit  by  Almighty  doom 
(Quoth  he)  knows  best  the  terms  established ; 
And  he  that  points  the  centonel  his  room. 
Doth  license  him  depart  at  somid  of  morning 
dioome.  SpenBor'B  Fairy  Queen. 

After  long  storms  and  tempests  overblown. 
The  son  at  length  his  joyous  fiioe  doth  clear : 
So  when  as  fortone  all  her  spite  hath  shown. 
Some  blissibl  hours  at  last  most  needs  appear. 
Else  should  afflicted  wights  ofttimes  despeire.  « 

Sp§naer^§  Fairy  Qicesn. 
But  O  short  pleasure,  bought  with  lasting  pain ! 
Why  will  hereafter  any  flesh  delight 
In  earthly  bliss,  and  join  in  pleasure  vain ! 

Spaua^B  Ruitu  cf  Time. 

O  vain  world's  glory,  and  unsteadftst  state 
Of  an  that  lives  on  face  of  sinfiil  earth ! 
Which  from  their  first  until  the  utmost  date 
Taste  no  one  hour  of  happiness  or  mirth. 
But  like  as  at  the  ingrate  of  their  birth, 
They  crying  creep  out  of  their  mother's  womb| 
80  wailing  back  go  to  their  woeful  tomb. 

Speneer'e  Ruine  cf  Time. 

And  ye,  fond  men !  on  fortune's  wheel  that  ride, 
Or  in  aught  under  heaven  repose  assurance. 
Be  it  riches,  beauty,  or  honour's  pride. 
Be  sure  that  they  shall  have  no  long  endurance. 
But  ere  ye  be  aware  will  flit  away. 

Speneer*e  Dt^knaida. 
Wen  may  appear  by  proof  of  their  mischance. 
The  changeful  turning  of  men's  slippery  state ; 
That  none  whom  fortune  freely  doth  advance 
Himself  therefore  to  heaven  should  elevate ; 
For  lofty  type  of  honour,  through  the  ghince 
Of  envy's  dart,  is  down  in  dust  ]»ostrate ; 
And  an  that  vaunts  in  worldly  vanity, 
Shan  fUl  through  fortune's  mutability. 

Speneer. 
Out,  out,  brief  candle  * 
Life 's  but  a  walking  shadow;  a  poor  player, 
Hiat  stmts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more :  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  fiiU  of  sound  and  fury. 
Signifying  nothing. 

Shake.  Macbelk 
*rhe  web  of  our  lifo  is  of  a  mingled 
Yam,  good  ana  ill  together :  Our  virtues 
Would  be  proud,  if  our  faults  whipt  them  not;  and 
Oct  crimes  v/ould  despair,  if  they  were  not 
Cheri^'d  by  oar  virtues. 

Shake.  AU'e  WdL 


Hie  ekKuLeapped  towers,  the  gorgeous  pakoei, 
The  solemn  temples,  the  great  gbbe  itself; 
Yea  aU  which  it  inherit,  shaU  diasohre ! 
And  like  this  unsubstantial  pageant  fkded. 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind :  we  are  such  stuff 
As  dreams  are  made  o^  and  our  little  lifo 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep. 

Shake.  Tempeil 

Farewell,  a  long  fitfewell,  to  aU  my  greatness ! 
Tliis  is  the  state  of  man ;  To^y  he  puto  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope,  to-nionow  bloesoms, 
And  boars  his  blushing  honours  thick  upon  him: 
Hie  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  kiUing  frost; 
And — ^when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  fbU  surely 
His  greatness  is  a-ripening — nips  his  root. 
And  then  he  foils  as  I  do. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

O  gentlemen,  the  time  of  lifo  is  short : 

To  spend  that  shortness  basely,  't  were  too  kmg, 

Tho'  lifo  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 

Stin  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 

Shake. Hemy IV.    Parti 

Be  absolute  for  death ;  or  death,  or  lifo 

ShaU  thereby  be  the  sweeter.    Reason  thus  with 

Ufo; 
If  I  do  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing 
Hiatnone  but  fools  would  reck :  a  breath  thou  an 
Servile  to  aU  the  skyie  influences, 
That  doth  this  habitation,  where  thou  keep'st, 
Hourly  afflict:  Merely  thou  art  death's  fool. 
For  him  thou  labour'st  by  thy  flight  to  shun ; 
And  yet  run'st  towards  him  stifl. 

Shake.  Mea.J6r  Mea 

Happy  thou  art  not ; 
For  what  thou  hast  not,  stiU  thou  striv'st  to  get; 
And  what  thou  hast  forget'st  Thou  art  not  certain ; 
For  thy  complexion  shifU  to  strange  effects 
Afler  the  moon.    If  thou  art  rich,  thou  *rt  poor ; 
For  like  an  ass,  whoee  back  with  ingots  bows, 
Hiou  bear'st  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey. 
And  death  unk>adeth  tiiee. 

Shidce.Mea.forMea 

Thou  hast  not  youth  nor  age ; 
But  as  it  were  an  afler-dinner  sleeps 
Dreaming  on  both ;  for  aU  thy  blessed  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  the  alms 
Of  palsy'd  eld :  and  when  thou  'rt  old  and  rich. 
Thou  *st  neither  heat,  affection,  limb,  nor  beauty, 
To  make  thy  riches  pleasant    What's  yet  in 

this. 
That  bears  the  name  of  Ufo  7  Yet  in  this  lifo 
Lie  hid  more  thousand  deaths ;  yet  death  we  fear. 
That  makes  these  odds  aU  even. 

Shake.  Mea.  fir  Mea. 
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Mui*0  life  'fl  «  tragedy ;  hk  mother's  womb, 
From  which  ho  enters*  is  the  tiring-room ; 
This  spadoos  earth  the  theatre ;  the  stage 
Tliat  ooontry  which  he  lives  in :  passions,  rage, 
Folly  and  vice  are  actors ;  the  first  cry 
The  prologue  to  the  ensuing  tragedy. 
Tlie  former  act  consistcth  in  dumb  shows ; 
Hie  second  he  to  more  perfection  grows ; 
r  th*  third  he  is  a  man,  and  doth  begin 
To  nurture  vice,  and  act  the  deeds  of  sin : 
r  th*  fourth  declines :  i*  th*  fifth  diseases  clog 
And  troubles  him ;  then  death  *s  the  epilogue. 

Sir  W.  RaUigL 

The  wisdom  of  this  world  is  idiotism ; 
Strength  a  weak  reed ;  health  sickness*  enemy, 
(And  it  at  length  will  have  the  victory) ; 
Beauty  is  but  a  painting ;  and  long  life 
Is  a  long  journey  in  December  gone, 
Tedious  and  full  of  tribulation. 

Decker. 

Circles  are  prai8*d,  not  that  abound 
In  largeness,  but  th*  exactly  round : 
So  life  we  praise  that  does  excel 
Not  in  much  time,  but  acting  welL 

WaUtr. 

Delay  Is  bad,  doubt  worse,  depending  worst : 
Each  best  day  of  our  life  escapes  us  first 
Then  since  we  nure  than  many,  these  truths  know ; 
Hioogh  life  be  short,  let  us  not  make  it  sa 

Jonton^B  Epgrama, 

Her  days  are  peace,  and  so  she  ends  her  breath ; 
True  life  that  knows  not  what*s  to  die,  till  death. 
DamefB  Ro9anumd. 
Blen  should  strive  to  live  well,  not  to  live  long, 
And  I  would  spend  this  momentary  breath. 
To  live  by  fame,  for  ever  afler  death. 

Earl  ofSterline'B  JidiuM  Ccuar. 
Our  life  is  nothing,  but  a  winter*8  day ; 
Some  only  break  their  fast,  ^d  so  away : 
Others  stay  dinner,  and  depart  full-fed ; 
The  deepest  age  but  sups  and  goes  to  bed : 
He  *s  most  in  debt,  that  lingers  out  the  day ; 
Who  dies  betimes,  has  less  and  less  to  pay. 

Quarkt, 
YoQ  *D  tell  me,  man  ne*er  dies,  but  changeth  life ; 
And  haply  fer  a  better.    He  *s  happiest 
Tliat  goes  the  right  way  soonest.    Nature  sent  us 
All  naked  hither,  and  all  the  goods  we  had 
We  only  took  on  credit  with  the  world : 
And  that  the  best  of  men  are  but  mere  bonowers ; 
lliough  some  take  longer  day. 

Richard  Brome^i  Damoudle, 

life,  ill  preserv'd,  is  worse  than  basely  lost 

Sir  W,  DavenmWB  Siege  if  Rhodes. 


O  trivial  property  of  life !  some  do 
Attend  the  mighty  war,  and  make  divinity 
Their  yoke ;  till  for  tlie  sport  of  kings  they  but 
Augment  the  number  of  the  dead. 

Sir  W.  Dat>eiuint8  Juet  Italian 
lifbis 
Like  the  span 

Forc*d  from  a  gouty  hand ;  which,  as  it  gains 
Elxtent,  and  active  length,  the  more  it  pains. 

Sir  W,  Davenanfe  Juet  ItaUa$^ 
Like  to  the  fiilling  of  a  star ; 
Or  as  the  flights  of  eagles  are ; 
Or  like  the  fresh  spring's  gaudy  hue, 
Or  silver  drops  of  morning  dew ; 
Or  like  a  wind  that  chafes  the  flood, 
Or  bubbles  which  on  water  stood ; 
£v*n  such  is  man,  whose  borrow'd  light 
Is  straight  call*d  in,  and  paid  to-night 
The  wind  blows  out  the  bubble  dies ; 
The  spring  entomb*d  in  autumn  lies ; 
The  dew  dries  up ;  the  star  is  shot ; 
llie  flight  is  past;  and  man  fergot 

Bishop  Kimg 
Life  is  a  weary  interlude— > 
Which  doth  short  joys,  long  woes  include : 
The  world  the  stage,  the  prologue  tears; 
The  acts  vain  hopes  and  varied  fears ; 
The  scene  shuts  up  with  loss  of  breath. 
And  leaves  no  epilogue  but  death. 

Bishop  King* 

Nor  love  thy  life,  nor  hate ;  but  what  thou  liv'st 
Live  well,  how  long  or  short  permit  to  heav'n. 

Milton's  Paradise  LosL 

Why  is  life  given 
To  be  thus  wrested  fi»m  us  7  rather  why 
Obtruded  on  us  thus  ?    Who,  if  he  knew 
What  we  receive,  would  either  not  accept 
life  ofifer*d,  or  soon  beg  to  lay  it  down. 
Glad  to  be  dismiss'd  in  peace  7 

MiUan's  Paradise  LosL 
Nature  to  each  allots  his  proper  sphere. 
But  that  fersaken,  we  like  comets  err. 
Toss*d  thro*  the  void,  by  some  rude  shock  we  *re 

broke, 
And  an  our  boasted  fire  is  lost  in  smoke. 

Oongrswst 

How  sudden  do  our  prospects  vary  hero ! 
And  how  uncertain  every  good  we  boast ! 
Hope  ofl  deceives  us ;  and  our  very  joys 
Sink  with  fruition ;  —  pall,  and  rust  away. 
How  wise  are  we  in  tliought !  how  weak  in  piae 

tice! 
Our  very  virtue,  tike  our  will,  is  —  nothing. 

Shirley's  Pametrfs. 
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What  is*t  we  live  for?  tell  Iile*B  fairest  tale  — 
To  eat,  to  drihk,  to  sleep,  love,  and  enjoy, 
And  then  to  love  no  more  I 
To  talk  of  thin^rs  we  know  not,  and  to  know 
Nothing  but  things  not  worth  the  talking  of. 

^  Sir  R,  Fane,  Jun, 

If  life  a  hundred  years,  or  e*er  so  few, 

'T  is  repetition  all,  and  nothing  new : 

A  fair  where  thousands  meet,  but  none  can  stay, 

An  inn  where  travellers  bait,  then  post  away. 

Favdtei, 
Ev'ry  state, 
Allotted  to  the  race  of  man  below. 
Is,  in  proportion,  doomM  to  taste  some  sorrow. 

Rowe'B  Lady  Jane  Grey, 

But  ah !  how  insincere  are  all  our  joys ! 
Which,  sent  from  heaven,  like  lightning  make  no 

stay: 
Their  palling  taste  the  journey's  length  destroys. 
Or  grief  sent  post  o'ertalies  them  on  the  way. 

DrydttCe  Annu$  MirahiiU, 
Vain  hopes  and  empty  joys  of  human  kind. 
Proud  of  the  present,  to  the  future  blind. 

Dryden^B  Cymon  and  Iphigema, 

Since  every  man  who  lives  is  bom  to  die. 
And  none  can  boast  sincere  felicity. 
With  equal  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear. 
Nor  joy  nor  grieve  fi)r  things  beyond  our  care. 
Like  pilgrims  to  the  appointed  place  we  tend ; 
The  world  *s  an  inn,  and  death  the  joumey*s  end. 
Dryden*$  Palamon  and  Areite, 
A  flower  that  docs  with  opening  mom  arise, 
And,  flourishing  the  day,  at  evening  dies ; 
A  winged  eastern  blast,  just  skimming  o*er 
The  ocean's  brow,  and  sinking  on  the  shore ; 
A  fire,  whose  flames  through  crackling  stubble  fly, 
A  meteor  shooting  from  the  summer  sky ; 
A  bowl  adown  the  bending  mountain  roll*d ; 
A  bubble  breaking,  and  a  fable  told ; 
A  noontide  shadow,  and  a  midnight  dream ; 
Are  emblems  which,  with  semblance  apt,  proclaim 
Our  earthly  course. 

Prior^B  SoUmtan, 

In  every  act  and  turn  of  life  he  feels 
Public  calamities,  or  household  ills ; 
The  due  reward  to  just  desert  rcfbs*d, 
The  trust  betray*d,  the  nuptial  bed  abusM ; 
The  judge  corrupt,  the  long  depending  cause, 
And  doubtfhl  issue  of  misconstraed  laws; 
The  crafty  turns  of  a  dishonest  state, 
And  violent  will  of  the  wrongdoing  great ; 
The  venomM  tongue,  injurious  to  his  fame. 
Which  nor  can  wisdom  share,  nor  fidr  advice  re» 

Prior^B  Soloman, 


We  happiness  pursue ;  we  fly  from  pain; 
Yet  the  pursuit,  and  yet  the  flight  is  vain: 
And  while  poor  nature  labours  to  be  blest. 
By  day  with  pleasure,  and  by  night  with  re4, 
Some  stronger  power  eludes  our  sickly  will. 
Dashing  our  rising  hopes  with  certain  ill; 
And  makes  us,  with  reflective  trouble,  see 
Hiat  all  is  destined,  which  we  flmcy  free. 

Prior'B  Scima. 

Who  breathes,  must  suffer ;  and  who  thinks,  muit 

mourn. 
And  he  alone  is  bless'd  who  ne'er  was  bom. 

Prior's  Solomsfl. 

I  tell  thee,  life  is  but  one  oommon  care. 
And  man  was  bom  to  suffer  and  to  fear. 

Prior's  Muss. 

Thus  we  act ;  and  thus  we  are. 
Or  toss'd  by  hope,  or  sunk  by  care. 
With  endless  pain  this  man  pursues 
What,  if  he  gain'd,  he  could  not  use : 
And  t'  other  fendly  hopes  to  see 
What  never  was,  nor  o'er  shall  be. 
We  err  by  use,  go  wrong  by  rules, 
In  gesture  grave,  in  action  feok : 
We  join  hypocrisy  to  pride, 
Doubling  the  faults  we  strive  to  hide. 

Prim'B  Ahm. 

Even  so  luxurious  men  unheeding  pass 
An  idle  summer-life  in  fertune's  shine ; 
A  season's  glitter !  thus  they  flutter  on 
From  toy  to  toy,  from  vanity  to  vice ; 
Till  blown  away  by  death,  oblivion  comes 
Behind,  and  strikes  them  from  the  book  of  life. 
ThifmmnCB  SeoBm. 

Ah !  whither  now  are  fled 
Those  dreams  of  greatness  7  those  unsolid  hopes 
Of  happiness  ?  those  longings  after  feme  7 
Those  restless  cares?  those  busy  bustling  dayi? 
Those  gay.8pcnt,  festive  nights?  those  veeruig 

thoughts 
Lost  between  good  and  iU,  that  shar'd  my  life? 
All  now  are  vanish'd !  virtue  sole  survives 
Immortal,  never-feding  friend  of  man, 
His  guide  to  happiness  on  high. 

ThontBon^B  SeoBBUL 

Where  now,  ye  living  vanities  of  life  7 
Ye  ever-tempting,  ever-cheating  train ! 
Where  are  ye  now,  and  what  is  your  amount? 
Vexation,  disappointment,  and  remorse. 
Sad,  sickening  thought !  and  yet  deluded  man, 
A  scene  of  erode  disjointed  visions  past. 
And  broken  slumbers,  rises  still  resolv'd, 
With  new  flush'd  hopes,  to  ran  the  giddy  round. 
TKonisor's  SeuBont 
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Ah!  little  think  the  guj  licentioua  proud. 

Whom  pleasure,  power,  and  affluence  surround ; 

lliey,  who  their  thoughtless  hours  in  giddy  mirth, 

And  wanton,  often  cruel,  riot  waste ; 

Ah !  little  think  they,  while  they  dance  along. 

How  many  feel,  this  yery  moment,  death, 

And  all  the  sad  irariety  of  pain ! 

Thmutm^s  Seamnu, 
Even  in  the  vale,  where  wisdom  loves  to  dwell. 
With  friendship,  peace,  and  contemplation  joinM, 
How  many,  rack*d  with  honest  passions,  droop 
In  deep  retir'd  distress. 

TJunnson^B  Seammt, 

The  days  of  life  are  sisters ;  all  alike ; 
None  just  the  same ;  which  serve  to  fed  us  on 
Thiw^h  blasted  hopes,  with  change  of  feUacy ; 
While  joy  is,  like  to-morrow,  still  to  come : 
Nor  ends  the  fruitless  chase  but  in  the  grave. 

Young*§  BmhtTB. 
Vain  man !  to  be  so  fend  of  breathing  Umgt 
And  spinning  out  a  thread  of  misery : 
The  longer  life  the  greater  choice  of  evil ; 
The  happiest  man  is  but  a  wretched  thing, 
That  steals  poor  comfert  from  comparison. 

Ya!ung*§  Busirit, 
Ah !  what  is  human  life  ? 
Hew,  like  the  dial's  tardy  moving  shade, 
Daj  after  day  slides  from  us  unperceiv*d ! 
Hie  cunning  fugitive  is  swift  by  stealth ; 
Too  rabtle  is  the  movement  to  be  seen ; 
Tet  aeon  the  hour  is  up — and  we  are  gone. 

Young'B  ButirU, 
The  smoothest  course  of  nature  has  its  pains ; 
And  truest  friends,  through  error,  wound  our  rest 
Without  misfertune,  what  calamities? 
And  what  hostilities,  without  a  fee  7 
Nor  are  fees  wanting  to  the  best  on  earth. 
Bat  endless  is  the  Ibt  of  human  ills. 
And  sighs  might  sooner  feil,  than  cause  to  sigh. 

Young' 9  Night  ThoughU. 
Life's  little  stage  is  a  small  eminence, 
InchJiigh  the  grave  above ;  that  home  of  man. 
Where  dwells  the  multitude :  we  gaze  around ; 
We  read  their  monuments ;  we  sigh ;  and  while 
We  sigh,  we  sink ;  and  are  what  we  deplor'd ; 
Lamenting,  or  lamented,  all  our  lot 

Young*9  Night  Thoughii, 

Ere  man  has  measur*d  half  his  weary  stage, 
His  luxuries  have  left  him  no  reserve, 
No  maiden  relishes,  no  unbroacht  deUghts; 
On  cdd-servM  repetitions  he  subsists, 
And  m  the  tasteless  present  chews  the  past; 
I^kpnted  ehews,  and  scarce  can  swallow  down, 
yiovftf's  Night  Thought9. 


Like  some  fair  hum'rists,  life  is  most  enjoy'd. 
When    oourted   least;    most  worth,  when  dis- 
esteem'd.  Young^g  Night  ThoughU, 

Why  all  this  toil  fer  triumphs  of  an  hour  7 
What  tho'  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  feme  7 
Earth's  highest  station  ends  in^**  Here  he  lies  *'-«• 
And  **  dust  to  dust*'— concludes  her  noblest  song. 

Young's  Night  ThoughU 
Behold  the  picture  of  earth's  happiest  man : 
He  caUs  his  wish,  it  comes ;  he  sends  it  back. 
And  says  he  call'd  another;  that  arrives. 
Meets  the  same  welcome ;  yet  he  still  calls  on ; 
Till  one  calls  him,  who  varies  not  his  call. 
But  holds  him  fast,  in  chains  o£  darkness  bound. 
Till  nature  dies,  and  judgment  sets  him  fi«e ; 
A  freedom  fer  less  welcome  than  his  chain. 

Young'i  Night  Thoughts. 
To-day  is  so  like  yesterday,  it  cheats ; 
We  take  the  lying  sister  fer  the  same ; 
Life  glides  away,  Lorenzo,  like  a  brook ; 
For  ever  changing,  unperceiv'd  the  change. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 

Man,  in  at  ease, 
hk  this,  not  his  own  place,  this  fereign  field. 
Where  nature  fodders  him  vdth  other  feod 
Than  was  ordain'd  his  cravings  to  suffice, 
Poor  in  abundance,  famish'd  at  a  feast. 
Sighs  for  something  more,  when  most  enjoy  d. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts 
How  frail  men,  thmgs !  How  momentary  both  I 
Fantastic  chase  of  shadow's  hunting  shades ! 

Yotn^'s  Night  Thoughts, 
There 's  not  a  day,  but,  to  the  man  of  thought. 
Betrays  some  secret,  that  throws  new  reproach 
On  life,  and  makes  him  sick  of  seeing  more. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 

On  life's  gay  stage,  one  inch  above  the  grave. 
The  proud  run  up  and  down  in  quest  of  eyes ; 
The  sensual,  in  pursuit  of  something  worse ; 
The  grave,  of  gold ;  the  politie,  of  power ; 
And  an,  of  other  butterflies,  as  vain. 

Young's  Night  T%mght» 

How  must  a  spirit,  late  escaped  from  earth. 
The  troth  of  things  new  Uazing  in  its  eye. 
Look  back,  astooish'd,  on  the  ways  of  men. 
Whose  lives'  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves: 
Young's  Night  Tl^ougiu 

Be  wise  with  speed ; 
A  feol  at  ferty  is  a  feol  indeed. 

Youngs  Loos  ifFasm 
The  present  moment,  like  a  wife,  we  shun, 
And  ne'er  enjoy,  because  it  is  our  own. 

Young's  Loos  ^Fums, 
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Love,  bope,  and  joy,  fair  pleasure's  smilinif  tnin ; 
Bate,  fear,  and  grief,  the  family  of  pain ; 
These,  mixM  with  art,  and  to  doe  bounds  oonfin*d. 
Make  and  maintain  the  balance  of  the  mind ; 
The  llghia  and  shades  whose  well^ccorded  strife 
Gires  all  the  strength  and  colour  of  our  life. 

Pope's  J?sssy  en  Man, 

O  thoughtless  mortals !  ever  blind  to  fate, 
Too  soon  dejected,  and  too  soon  date ! 

Pope*§  Rape  of  the  Lock, 

When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  sickly  joys 
Fall  off  apace,  as  yellow  leaves  from  trees, 
At  every  little  breath  misfortune  blows ; 
Till  lef\  quite  naked  of  their  happiness. 
In  the  chill  blasts  of  winter  they  expire : 
This  is  the  common  lot.  1 

/  Ybufig. 

Is  that  a  birth-day 7  'tis,  alas !  too  clear, 

*Tis  but  the  fun'ral  of  the  former  year. 

Pope. 

What  art  thou,  life,  so  dearly  lov'd  by  all  7 
What  are  thy  charms  that  thus  the  great  desire 

thee, 
And  to  retain  thee  part  with  pomp  and  titles  7 
To  buy  thy  presence,  the  gold-watching  miser 
Will  pour  his  mouldy  bags  of  treasure  out. 
And  grow  at  once  a  prodigal.    The  wretch 
Clad  with  disease  and  poverty's  thin  coat, 
Yet  holds  thee  fast,  though  painful  company. 

Havard's  King  Cftarles  L 

O  life !  thou  universal  wish ;  what  art  thou  7 
Thou  'rt  but  a  dog  —  a  few  uneasy  hours : 
TTiy  mom  is  greeted  by  the  flocks  and  herds ; 
And  every  bird  that  flatters  with  its  note, 
Balutes  thy  rising  sun :  thy  noon  approaching, 
Then  haste  the  flies  and  every  creeping  insect. 
To  bask  in  thy  meridian ;  that  declining. 
As  quickly  they  depart,  and  leave  thy  evening 
To  mourn  the  absent  ray :  night  at  hand. 
Then  croaks  the  raven  conscience,  time  misspent, 
llie  owl  despair  seems  hideous,  and  the  bat 
Gmfusion  flutters  up  and  down  — 
life's  but  a  lengthen'd  day  not  worth  the  waking 
fcr.  Havard^i  King  Charles  /. 

Human  life  is  chequer'd  at  the  best, 
And  joy  and  grief  alternateif/  preside,      ^ 
Hie  good  and  evil  demon  of  mankind. 

Tracy's  Periander, 

By  day  or  night.  ' 

In  florid  youth,  or  mellow  age,  scarce  fleets 

line  hour  without  its  care !  not  sleep  itself 

h  ever  balmy ;  for  the  shadowy  dream 

CHi  bears  substantial  woe. 

SmdUU'B  Regicide. 


'T  is  but  a  night,  a  long  and  moonless  night; 
We  make  the  grave  our  bed,  and  then  are  gone. 

JUsiVf  GfWH. 

1  've  tried  this  world  in  all  its  changes. 
States  and  conditions;  have  been  great  and  happj, 
Wretched  and  low,  and  pass'd  thro'  all  its  stages. 
And  oh  I  believe  me,  who  have  known  it  best, 
It  is  not  worth  the  bustle  that  it  costs ; 
*Tii  but  a  medley,  all  of  idle  hopes, 
And  abject  childish  fears. 

Madden'e  ThendsUxUt. 

To  be,  is  better  fer  than  not  to  be, 
'Else  nature  cheated  us  in  our  fermation. 
And  when  we  are,  the  sweet  delusion  wears 
Such  various  charms  and  prospects  of  delight; 
That  what  we  could  not  will,  we  make  oor  choice, 
Desirous  to  proLong  the  life  she  gave. 

SeweWs  Sir  W.  Rda^ 

To  each  his  sufferings :  all  are  men, 
Condemn'd  alike  to  groan ; 
The  tender  fer  another's  pain. 
The  unfeeling  fer  his  own. 

Gray's  Etsa  CeOtgi 

These  shall  the  fury  passions  tear. 

The  vulture  of  the  mind, 

Disdainful  anger,  palhd  fear. 

And  shame  that  skulks  behind ; 

Or  pining  love,  shall  waste  their  youth, 

Or  jealousy,  with  rankling  tooth. 

That  inly  gnaws  the  secret  heart 

And  envy  wan,  and  feded  care, 

Grim-visag'd  oomfertless  despair. 

And  sorrow's  piercing  dart. 

Ambition  this  shall  tempt  to  rise. 

Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  high. 

To  bitter  scorn  a  sacrifice, 

And  grinning  infemy. 

The  stings  of  felsehood  those  shall  try. 

And  hard  unkindncss'  alter'd  eye, 

That  mocks  the  tear  it  forc'd  to  flow; 

And  keen  remorse,  with  blood  defil'd, 

And  moody  madness  laugliing  wild 

Amid  severest  woe. 

Lo !  in  the  vole  of  years  beneath 

A  grisly  troop  are  seen. 

The  painful  femily  of  deatu- 

More  hideous  than  their  queen : 

This  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  Tcms, 

That  every  labouring  sinew  strains, 

Tliose  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage : 

Lo,  poverty,  to  fill  the  band. 

That  numbs  the  soul  with  icy  hand. 

And  slow  consuming  age. 

Gray's  Eum  (kBigt- 
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To  eootBinpfetian's  fober  •y9 

SmIi if  the  race  of  man: 

ind  they  that  creep,  and  thejr  that  flf* 

Shall  end  where  they  began* 

Alike  the  hasy  and  the  gay 

Bat  flutter  through  life's  little  day, 

b  fortmie's  varying  cdoors  drest : 

BroshM  by  the  hand  of  rough  mlBchance ; 

Or  chillM  by  age,  their  airy  dance 

They  leave  in  dust  to  rest  , 

Ormf§  Sping, 

Life*8  bnxzing  Bounds  and  flatt*ring  colours  play 
Romd  oar  fend  sense,  and  waste  the  day, 
E&chant  the  fency,  vex  the  Ubouring  soul ; 
Each  rising  sun,  each  lightsome  hour. 
Beholds  the  busy  sUvery  we  endure ; 
Xor  is  our  fieedom  full,  or  contemplation  pure, 
When  night  and  eacred  silence  overspread  the  souL 

WatU. 

Catch  then,  O  catch  the  transient  hour, 
Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies ; 
Iife*i  a  short  summer — man  a  flower, 
He  dies— alas !  how  bood  he  dies !  ( 

Dr.jokfuon. 

Beflect  that  life  ajid  death,  affecting  sounds, 
Are  only  varied  modes  of  endless  being, 
Beflect  that  life,  like  every  other  blessing. 
Derives  its  value  from  its  use  alone ; 
Not  for  itself  but  fer  a  nobler  end 
1^'  Eternal  gare  it,  and  that  end  is  virtue. 
When  mconsistent  vrith  the  greater  good. 
Reason  commands  to  cast  the  less  away ; 
"nnit  life,  with  loss  of  wealth  is  well  preserv'd. 
And  virtoe  cheaply  sav*d  with  loss  of  life. 

Dr,  Joknion^s  Irene, 

In  SQch  a  world,  so  thorny,  and  where  none 
Finds  happiness  unblighted,  or,  if  found. 
Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  its  side. 
It  teems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 
Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 
W'itb  less  distinguished  than  ourselves,  that  thus 
We  may  with  patience  bear  our  mod*rate  ills. 
And  sympathize  with  others,  suffi;ring  more. 

Cowper'9  Tuk, 
AH  has  its  date  below.    The  fatal  hour 
Was  registered  in  heaven  ere  time  began. 
W'e  tnm  to  dust,  and  all  our  mightiest  works 
^  ^    The  deep  feundations  that  we  hty, 
"nine  plooghs  them  up,  and  not  a  trace  remaini. 
W'e  build  with  what  we  deem  eternal  rock, 
A  distant  age  asks  where  the  fabric  stood? 
And  b  the  dust,  sifted  and  search*d  in  vain« 
The  oniiiscoverable  secret  sleeps. 

Coiqper'B  TaJ:. 


How  readUy  we  wiehM  time  spent  Mvek'd, 
That  we  might  try  the  ground  again,  where  < 
(Thieogh  inexperience  as  vre  now  perceive) 
We  miss*d  that  happiness  we  might  have  found. 

CoM^par't  Taak 
Ask  what  is  human  Ufe^tbe  sage  replies 
With  disappointment  low'ring  in  his  eyes, 
A  painful  passage  o*er  a  restless  flood, 
A  vain  pursuit  of  fugitive  false  good, 
A  sense  of  fancied  bliss  and  heart-felt  care. 
Closing  at  last  in  darkness  and  despair. 

Coiffpet*9  Hept, 
Ah !  who  ean  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  dimb 
The  steep  where  fame's  proud  temple  shines  a&r  f 
Ah !  who  can  tell  how  many  a  soul  sublime 
Has  felt  the  influence  of  malignant  star, 
And  vragM  with  fortune  an  eternal  war  7 
Check*d  by  the  scoff  of  pride,  by  envy*s  firowni 
And  poverty's  unconquerable  bar. 
In  life's  low  vale  remote  has  pin*d  alone. 
Then  dropt  into  the  grave,  unpitiod  and  unknown 
f  BeaUi^B  Mnmtrd 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most. 
Sprung  htmk  night,  in  darkness  lost ; 
Hope  not  sunshine  e/ry  hour,  ^ 

Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lower./ 


Burm 

Oh  life !  how  pleasing  is  thy  morning. 
Young  fimcy's  rays  the  hills  adorning ! 
Cold — pausing  — >  cautious  lessons  scorning. 
We  firuk  away. 

Like  school-boys,  at  the  expected  warning. 
To  joy  and  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here, 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier. 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near 
Among  the  leaves ; 
And  though  the  puny  wound  appear. 
Short  while  it  grieves. 

Burnt 
Ah !  happy  boys !  such  feelings  pure, 
They  wiU  not,  cannot  long  endure ; 
Condenm'd  to  stem  the  world's  rude  tide, 
You  may  not  linger  by  the  side ; 
For  fate  shall  thrust  you  feom  the  shore. 
And  passion  ply  the  sail  and  oar. 

SeotVB  MannmL 
Our  youthffal  summer  ofl  we  see 
Dance  by  on  wings  of  game  and  glee. 
While  the  dark  storm  reserves  its  rage. 
Against  the  winter  of  our  age. 

ScatCt  Marmum, 
Thus  pleasures  fede  away ; 
You  Ji,  talents,  beauty,  thus  decay. 
And  leave  us  dark,  forlorn,  and  grey. 

ScotttManmam 


LIFE. 


Though  wuying  inihes,  bopef  mud  fean, 

Ferer'd  the  pro^reM  of  theae  yean. 

Yet  now,  dajrs,  weeka,  and  montha,  bat  aean 

Tlie  reooUeetioa  of  a  dream ; 

So  atill  we  glide  down  to  the  aea 

Of  fiithomleaa  eternity. 

ScoiC$  Marmitm. 

Danger,  long  travel,  want  or  woe. 

Soon  change  the  form  that  best  we  know ; 

For  deadly  fear  oan  time  outgo, 

And  blanch  at  once  the  hair ; 

Hard  time  can  roughen  form  and  face, 

And  what  can  quench  the  eye*8  bright  grace, 

Nor  does  old  age  a  wrinkle  trace. 

More  deeply  than  deepair. 

Se9lf$  MarmUm. 

Ah !  in  what  perils  is  Tain  life  engag*d ! 
What  slight  neglects,  what  trivial  faults  destroy 
Hie  hardest  frame !  (Vf  indolence,  of  toil. 
We  die ;  of  want,  of  superfluity. 

Armstrtng'B  Art  of  Pregervmg  HeaUh, 

For  time  will  come  with  all  its  blights. 
The  ruin*d  hope  — the  friend  unkind  — 
The  love,  that  leaves,  where'er  it  lights, 
A  chill  or  burning  light  behind. 

Moore, 

We  wither  from  our  youth,  we  gasp  away— 
Sick  —  sick.;^unfeund  the  boon  ^unslaked  the 

thirst, 
Hiough  to  the  last,  in  verge  of  our  decay. 
Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  thought  at  first — 
But  all  too  late,  —  so  are  we  doubly  curst, 
Love,  &me,  ambition,  avarice  —  'tis  the  same, 
Each  idle — and  all  ill — and  none  the  worsts 
For  all  are  meteors  with  a  different  name, 
And  death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes  the 

flame.  Bynm'$  ChiUe  HatvUL 

We  are  feols  of  time  and  terror :  days 
Steal  on  us  and  steal  (torn  us ;  yet  we  live. 
Loathing  our  life,  and  dreading  still  to  die. 
In  aU  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke — 
This  vital  weight  upon  the  struggling  heart, 
Which  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick  with  pain. 
Or  joy  that  ends  in  agony  or  &intness — 
In  all  the  days  of  past  and  fiitore,  fer 
'  In  life  there  is  no  present,  we  may  number 
How  few,  how  less  than  few — wherein  the  soul 
Forbears  to  pant  fer  death,  and  yet  draws  back 
As  from  a  stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 
Be  but  a  moment's. 

ByrwiC§  Moipfroi, 

rhe  diut  we  tread  upon  was  onee  alive 
And  wretchad. 


Alas !  such  is  our  natnre  I  all  but  aim 
At  the  same  end  by  pathways  not  the  aame ; 
Our  means,  our  birth,  oar  nation,  and  oar  i 
Our  fertnne,  temper,  even  oar  oatward  fimme. 
Are  hi  more  potent  over  yielding  day 
Than  aught  we  know  beyond  our  little  day« 

JSyran's  XsfaadL 

When  we  cry  out  against  fete,  't  were  well 

We  shoold  remember  fertune  can  take  nought 

Save  what  she  gave  —  the  rest  was  nakednessi 

And  lusts,  and  appetites,  and  vanities, 

The  universal  heritage,  to  battle 

With  as  we  may,  and  least  in  humblest  stations, 

Where  hunger  swallows  all  in  one  low  want. 

And  the  original  ordinance,  that  man 

Must  sweat  fer  his  poor  pittance,  keeps  aU  passions 

AlooC  save  fear  of  fimine !  AH  is  low. 

And  felse,  and  hdlow — day  from  first  to  last, 

The  prince's  urn  no  less  than  potter's  vesaeL 

ByrorCo  Two  Fooeari, 

Between  two  worlds  life  hovers  like  a  star, 
'Twizt  night  and  mom,  upon  the  horizon's  verge. 
How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  are ! 
How  leas  what  we  may  be !  the  eternal  surge 
Of  time  and  tide  rdls  on,  and  bears  afer 
Our  bubbles ;  as  the  old  burst,  new  emerge 
Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  ages ;  while  the  graves 
Of  empires  heave  but  like  some  passing  waves. 

Byrvm, 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  year  sky. 
But  mine  have  vanish'd.    All,  when  life  is  new. 
Commence  with  feelings  warm,  and  prospects  high ; 
But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue. 
And  one  by  one,  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake. 
Casts  off  its  bright  skin  yearly  Uke  the  snake. 

Byrmu 

A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  feme. 
Fighting,  devotion,  dust — perhaps  a  name. 

Love 's  the  first  net  which  spreads  its  deadly  mesh ; 
Ambition,  avarice,  vengeance,  gkvy  ghie 
The  glittenng  lime.twigs  of  our  latter  days, 
Where  still  we  flutter  on  ibr  pence  or  praise. 

MtynBm 

Hie  speO  is  broke— -the  duum  b  flown! 

Thus  is  it  with  life's  fitflil  fe^r  ; 

We  madly  smile  whuk  we  should  groan; 

I>eliriam  is  our  best  deodver. 

Eadb  lodd  interval  of  thoogfat 

Recalls  the  woes  of  nature's  charter. 

And  he  that  acts  as  wise  men  ooght, 

But  lives —  as  saints  have  died— a  martfr. 
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Olove!  O  gkrfl  what  are  yet  who  fly 

Araimd  as  emr,  rarely  to  alight : 

There  *s  not  a  meteor  in  tiie  polar  iky 

Of  rach  transeendent  and  more  fleeting  flight 

Tliere  are  a  nnmber  of  us  creep 
IbId  this  world  to  eat  and  sleep ; 
And  know  no  reason  why  they  *re  bom. 
But  merely  to  consume  the  com, 
Devour  the  cattle,  fowl,  and  fish. 
And  kaTe  behind  an  empty  dish. 
Though  crows  and  ravens  do  the  same, 
Unlocky  birds  iji  hateful  name, 
Ravens  or  crows  might  fill  their  places. 
And  swallow  com  and  eat  carcases. 
Hien  if  their  tombstones  when  they  die, 
Be  n*t  tau^t  to  flatter  and  to  lie, 
There  *s  nothing  better  will  be  said. 
Than  that  they  *ve  eat  up  all  their  bread, 
Dnmk  all  their  drink  and  gone  to  bed. 

Dr,  FranBhCB  ParaphroBe  (^  Horace. 
lliere  never  breathes  a  man  who,  when  his  life 
Was  closing,  might  not  of  that  life  relate 
Toils  hmg  and  hard. 

iTorotteorM. 

Life,  like  a  dome  of  many^donrM  glass 
Stains  the  white  radiance  of  eternity.  J 

I  Lifb  went  a-maying 
With  nature,  hqie,  and  poesy, 
When  I  was  young. 

^  Coleridge. 

And  is  not  youth,  as  fiincy  tefls, 

Life's  summer  prime  of  joy  7 
Ah,  no !  fl>r  hopes  too  k>ng  delayed 
And  feelings  blasted  or  betrayed 

Its  &bled  bliss  destroy ; 
And  youth  remembers  with  a  sigh 
The  careless  days  of  infancy. 

Souikeff, 

There  are  points  firom  which  we  can  command 

oor  life; 
When  the  sod  sweeps  the  fVitore  like  a  glass ; 
And  ooming  things,  full-freighted  with  our  fkte, 
Jut  out  on  the  dark  offing  of  the  mind. 

BaOcy**  Feeliif . 
Living  men  look  on  all  who  live  askance. 

BaUei^i  Fettut, 
We  live  in  deeds,  not  years — in  thoughts,  not 

breaths-— 
In  feetings,  not  in  figures  on  a  dial ; 
We  sfaonld  count  that  by  heart-throbs.    He  most 

lives, 
Who  tfnnks  moit-4ee]s  the  noblest— acts  the  best 

Bmle^B  Ftttu$. 


What  is  this  life,  wherem  God  has  ibunded  roe, 
But  a  bright  wheel,  which  bums  itself  away, 
Benighting  even  night  vdth  iti  grim  limbs. 
When  it  hath  done  and  fainted  into  darkness  T 

Bailey'B  Fettiu. 

What  is  life  7 
A  gulf  of  troubled  waters  —  where  the  soul. 
Like  a  vexM  bark,  is  tossM  upon  the  waves 
Of  pain  and  pleasure  by  the  wavering  breath 
Of  passions. 

Bli88  Leitdon 

Few  know  of  life's  beginnings— men  behold 
The  good  achieved ;  the  warrior,  when  his  sword 
Flashes  red  triumph  in  the  noonday  sun ; 
The  poet,  when  his  lyre  hangs  on  the  palm ; 
The  statesman  when  the  crowd  proclaim  his  voice. 
And  mould  opinion  on  his  gifted  tongue ; 
They  count  not  life's  first  steps,  sTui  never  lliink 
Upon  the  many  miserable  hours 
When  hope  dcferi'd  was  sickness  to  the  heart 

Mi$§  Landon 

Hard  are  life's  early  steps ;  and  but  that  yoath 
Is  buoyant,  confident,  and  strong  in  hope. 
Men  would  behold  its  threshold  and  dcspaii 

Miss  Landon 

Life  treads  on  life,  and  heart  on  heart — 
We  press  too  close  in  church  and  mart. 
To  keep  a  dream  or  grave  apari. 

Miss  Ban  €U 

**  Life  is  before  ye  !'* — and  as  now  ye  stand 

Eager  to  spiring  upon  the  promised  land. 

Fair  smiles  the  way  where  yet  your  feet  have  troo 

But  few  light  steps,  upon  a  flowery  sod : 

Round  ye  are  youth's  green  bowers— and  to  yov 

eyes, 
Tho*  horizon's  line  but  joints  the  earth  and  skies ' 
Daring  and  triumph,  pleasure,  fame  and  joy ; 
Friendship  unwavering,  love  without  alloy. 
Brave  thoughts  of  noble  deeds,  and  glory  won 
Like  angels,  beckon  ye  to  venture  on. 

Frances  Kembte  BuUcr 

•*  Lifb  b  beflire  ye  :** — from  the  &ted  road 
Ye  cannot :  tum  then  take  ye  up  the  load. 
Not  yours  to  tread  or  leave  the  unknow^  way. 
Ye  must  go  o'er  it,  meet  ye  what  ye  may. 
Gird  up  your  souls  within  you  to  the  deed. 
Angels  and  fellow-spirits  bid  ye  speed ! 
What  though  the  brightness  wane,  the  pleasort 

fade. 
Hie  glory  dim  I    Oh  not  of  these  is  made 
The  awful  file  that  to  your  tnist  is  given. 
Children  of  God !  Inheritors  of  Hflavcn! 
FmnfssKemhUl 
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LIFE. 


*  life  !■  before  ye  r*-^li,  If  ye  eodd  look 

Into  the  secrets  of  that  sealed  book. 

Strong  as  ye  are  with  youth,  and  hope,  and  faith. 

Ye  woold  sink  down,  and  falter  **  Give  ns  death  !** 

If  the  dread  Sphinx's  lips  might  once  unclose, 

And  ntter  but  a  whisper  of  the  woes 

Which  must  o*ertake  ye  in  your  lifbJonjjr  doom-— 

Wen  might  ye  cry,  **  Our  cradle  be  our  tomb  !** 

Franca  Kemhie  Butler, 
Had  but  the  heart  that  thrills, a  three  years'  boy 
A  %oice  to  speak,  *t  would  say  that  life  is  joy  I 
Note  thou  the  youth  whose  impulse  nought  can 

tame, 
Tliat  life  is  action,  tongue  and  limbs  proclaim ! 
The  man  whom  well-spent  years  from  dread  re- 
lease, 
Secure  in  knowledge,  tells  thee  Lifb  is  Peace, 
And  the  grey  sage,  who  smiles  beside  the  grave. 
Knows  life  is  all,  and  death  a  dusty  slave ! 
.  John  SterHng. 

^  lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 

We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 
And  departing  leave  behind  us 

Footsteps  on  the  sands  of  time— 
Footprints  that,  perchance,  another. 

Sailing  o*er  life's  troubled  main, 
A  forlorn  and  shipwreck'd  brother, 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again.  '\ 

life  is  real,  life  is  earnest; 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal; 
Dust  thou  art,  to  dost  retumest; 

Was  not  spoken  of  the  soul. 


LongfdioK, 


Thus  bravely  live  heroic  men, 
A  consecrated  band ; 

lift  is  to  them  a  battle-field. 
Their  hearts  a  holy  land. 


LongfiOow. 


Tuekerman, 


My  lift  is  like  the  summer  rose 

That  opens  to  the  morning  sky, 
But  ere  the  shades  of  evening  dose, 

Is  scatter'd  on  the  ground  —  to  die ! 
ITet  on  the  rose's  humble  bed 
The  sweetest  dews  of  night  are  shed, 
Aa  if  she  wept  the  waste  to  see^ 
But  none  shiJl  weep  a  tear  for  me . 

R.  H.  wade. 
My  lift  is  like  the  autumn  leaf 

That  tremUes  in  the  moon's  pale  r»y. 
Its  hold  is  ftail  — its  date  is  brie^ 

HestiesB— and  soon  to  pass  away ! 
Yet,  ere  that  leaf  shall  ftll  and  ftde,  | 

The  parent  tree  wiHjnonm  its  shade. 
The  wmds  bewail  the  leafless  tree,  | 

Km  none  shall  hreaths  a  sigh  ibr  me! 

R.  H.  WUde.  I 


My  life  is  like  the  prints,  which  feet 
Have  lefl  on  Tampa's  desert  strand; 

Soon  as  the  rising  tide  shaU  beat, 
All  trace  will  vanish  from  the  sand ; 

Yet,  as  if  grieving  to  efface 

All  vestige  of  the  human  race, 

On  that  lone  shore  loud  moans  the  sea. 

But  none,  alas !  shall  mourn  fixr  me ! 

n.  H.  WOdt 

Lift  hath  but  shadows,  sav^  a  promise  given. 
Which  lights  the  future  with  a  ftdekss  ny; 

0  touch  the  sceptre !  win  a  hope  in  heaven ; 
Come,  turn  thy  spirit  from  the  world  away ! 

WiUi$  G.  CM 
lift  mocks  the  idle  hate 
Of  his  arch-enemy  Death — yea,  seats  bimself 
Upon  the  tyrant's  thrcne — the  sepulchre, 
And  of  the  triumph  of  his  ghastly  fee 
Makes  his  own  nourishment 

Bryant  9  Pomt, 

God !  thou  hast  fix'd  the  date  of  man, 
—  And  who  would  lengthen  out  the  span? 
Enough  of  pain,  of  toils  and  tears 
Meet  in  the  round  of  seventy  years ; 
And  earth  must  like  a  desert  spread,   , 
When  all  life's  flowers  are  pluck'd  or  dead. 

Mrs.  HaU*8  Poem, 
little  thinks  in  the  field,  you  red-cloak'd  do^ 
Of  thee  from  the  hill-top  looking  down; — 
Nor  knowcst  thou  what  argument 
Thy  lift  to  thy  neighbour's  creed  hath  lent,— 
All  are  needed  by  each  and  one ; 
Nothing  is  fair  or  good  alone. 

Ralfh  Waldo  EmerWL 
Our  life  is  onward — and  our  very  dart 
Is  longing  for  its  change,  that  it  may  take 
New  combinations ;  that  the  seed  may  break 
From  its  dark  thraldom,  where  it  lies  in  trost 
Of  its  great  resurrectioD. 

Mr9.  E.  O.  Smith'i  Poemt, 
The  flow 
Of  life-time  is  a  graduated  scale ; 
And  deeper  than  the  vanities  of  power, 
Or  the  vain  pomp  of  glory,  there  is  writ 
A  standard  measuring  its  worth  for  heaven. 

WUUi'a  PtemL 
'Twere  idle  to  remomber  now* 
Had  I  the  heart,  my  thwarted  sehemes; 

1  bear  beneath  this  alter'd  brow 
The  ashes  of  a  thousand  dreams ; 

Some  vTrought  of  wild  ambition's  fingers, 
Some  colour'd  of  Love's  pencil  well, 

But  none  of  which  a  shadow  lingers, 
And  nono  whose  story  I  could  telL 

TFtfiu's  Mdatu. 


LIGHT- UON. 


»» 


Aad  Buch  Is  faaman  Ufe,  at  besV^ 

A  mother's,  s  lover's,  the  green  earth's  breast; 

A  wreath  that  is  ibrm*d  of  flowerets  three. 

Primrose,  and  myrtle,  and  rosemary — 

A  hopeful,  a  joyfid,  a  sorrowful  stave, 

A  lauich,  a  voyage,  a  wheUning  wave. 

The  eradle,  the  hridal-bed,  and  the  grave. 

Anon. 

LIGHT. 
Hail !  holy  fight,  ofipring  ef  heav*n  first-born, 
Or  of  Ae  eternal  eo-etemal  beam, 
May  I  express  the  onbhm'd  1  Sinoe  God  is  fight. 
And  never  but  in  una^roached  Ught 
Dweh  firom  eternity,  dwelt  then  in  thee, 
ftight  effluence  of  bright  essence  increate.  j 

MiUoii'B  PamdUtrlML 
Beibre  the  sun, 
Belbre  the  heavens  then  wert,  and  at  the  voice 
Of  God  as  with  a  mantle  didst  invest 
"Hie  rising  world  of  wsters  dark  and  deep, 
Won  fiom  the  void  and  formless  infinite. 

MiUtnCM  Pantdite  Lo§L 
?od  laid  —  ••  Let  there  be  light  !'* 
Grim  darkness  felt  his  might, 

And  fled  away ; 
Then  startled  seas  and  mountains  cold 
Shone  forth,  all  bright  in  blue  and  gdd, 

Andcried  — ••Tisday!  'tis  day !»• 
"Hail  holy  light!''  exclaim'd 
llie  thunderous  cloud  that  flam'd 

(yer  daisies  white ; 
And  )o !  the  rose,  in  crimson  dress'd, 
Lean'd  sweetly  on  the  lUy's  breast; 

And  blushing  murmur'd  — **  Light !" 

Ebenexer  EHUatL 
Oar  souls  have  holy  light  vnthin, 
And  eveiy  fi>rm  of  grief  and  sin 

Shall  see  and  feel  its  fire. 

Ebenester  BOmU. 

When  the  breaking  day  is  flushing 

All  the  East,  and  light  is  gushing 

Upward  through  the  horizon's  haze, 

Sheaf.Uke,  with  its  thousand  rays 

Spreading,  untQ  all  above 

Overflows  with  joy  and  love, 

And  bekfw,  on  esjth's  green  bosom. 

All  is  chang'd  to  fight  and  blossom ; 

lien,  O  Father !— Thou  alone. 

From  the  shadow  of  thy  throne, 

To  llie  sighing  of  my  breast, 

And  its  raptors  answerest : 

All  my  thoughts,  with  upward  fringing, 

Brthe  where  Thy  own  fight  is  springing ! 

WUttMf'sPi 


Study  the  fight;  attempt  the  high;  seek  out 
The  soul's  bright  psth;  and  since  the  soul  is  Bn 
Of  heat  intelligential,  torn  it  aye 
To  the  all-Fatherly  source  of  light 

BaUey*9  FettuM, 

WaUc 
Boldly  and  vdsely  in  that  fight  thou  hast;  — 
There  is  a  hand  above  wiU  help  thee  on. 

Bailey^B  FftuM, 

The  shut  eye 
Is  but  an  intimation  to  the  soul. 
That  thenceforth  spreads  a  wing  without  coctrolt 
And  seeks  its  light  in  immortality ;  — 
Beating  its  upward  wing  against  the  sky. 

Impatient  of  the  invisible,  and  still 
Catching  such  golden  gUropses  of  the  goal. 
As  make  new  pulses  to  emotion  thrill. 

And  a  new  spirit  waken. 

W.  G,  Smm$. 


LION. 


The  lion,  dying,  throsteth  forth  his  paw. 

And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  else,  with  rag« 

To  be  o'erpower'd. 

Shaks,  Richard  IL 

What !  shaU  they  seek  the  lion  in  his  den  T 
And  fright  him  there;  and  make  him  trembla 
there? 

O  let  it  not  be  said ! 

Shaka,  King  John, 

A  fioness  with  udders  afi  drawn  dry. 

Lay  couching,  head  on  ground,  with  catliko 

watch, 
When  tliat  the  sleeping  man  should  btir;  for  'tis 
The  royal  disposition  of  that  beast, 
To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  seem  as  dead. 

8hak9.  At  you  Wet  n. 

So  looks  the  pent-up  fion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  destroying  paws: 
And  so  he  walks,  insulting  o'er  his  prey ; 
And  so  he  comes  to  rend  his  fimbs  asunder. 

ShaU  Henry  VL    iPart  IIL 

Poor  oonquer'd  fion — from  that  haughty  glance 
StiU  speaks  the  courage  unsubdued  by  time, 

And  in  the  grandeur  of  thy  suUen  tread 
Lives  the  proud  spirit  of  thy  burning  clime 

O.  W.  Bolmtt 

The  steel4U7n'd  hunter  viewM  thee  finom  afiur. 
Fearless  and  trackless  in  thy  kmely  path ! 
Hie  famish'd  tiger  dos'd  his  flaming  eye. 
And  croueh'd  and  panted  as  thy  etep  wont  by ' 

O.  W.  Htkm 
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The  weaker,  witet  race. 
That  wielda  the  tempest  and  that  ridea  the  aea. 
Even  in  the  atiUneas  of  thy  solitude 

Has  taught  the  lesson  of  his  power  to  thee. 

O.  W.  Hdme$. 


LONDON. 
Here  the  brib*d  lawyer,  sunk  in  velvet,  sleeps ; 
The  starving  orphan,  as  he  passes,  weeps ; 
There  flames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tinsel  slaves, 
Who  wastes  the  wealth  of  a  whole  raoe  of  knaves ; 
That  other  with  a  clustering  train  behind. 
Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  sordid  mind ! 
This  next  in  court  fidelity  excels. 
The  public  rifles,  and  his  country  sells. 

Gay's  Trima. 

Seek  not  from  'prentices  to  learn  the  way. 
Those  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  steps  astray ; 
Ask  the  grave  tradesman  to  direct  tliee  right. 
He  ne*er  deceives  —  but  when  he  profits  by  *t 

Gay*»  Trima, 

The  tavern !  park !  assembly  I  mask !  and  play ! 
Those  dear  destroyers  of  the  tedious  day ' 
That  wheel  of  fops !  that  saunter  of  the  town ! 
Call  it  diversion,  and  the  pill  goes  down. 

Y<mn^9  Love  of  Fame, 

London !  the  needy  villain's  general  home. 
The  common  sewer  of  Paris  and  of  Rome ; 
With  eager  thirst,  by  folly  or  by  fate. 
Sucks  in  the  dregs  of  each  corrupted  state. 

Dr.  John§on*$  London. 

Here  malice,  rapine,  accident,  conspire, 
And  now  a  rabble  rages,  now  a  fire ; 
Their  ambush  here  relentless  ruffians  lay. 
And  here  the  fell  attorney  prowls  for  prey ; 
Here  falling  houses  thunder  on  your  head. 
And  here  a  female  atheist  talks  you  dead. 

Dr.  Johnoon*9  London. 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down, 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  shops  in  crowds  the  draggled  females  fly. 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 

Swift 

TIm  seventh  day  this ;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
London !  right  well  then  know'st  the  day  of  prayer : 
Then  thy  soruce  citiien,  washM  artisan. 
And  snug  appfentioe  gulp  their  weekly  ai: . 
Tuy  coach  of  hackney,  whisky,  one-horse  chair. 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl. 
To  Hampstead,  Brentford,  Harrow,  make  repair ; 
Tin  the  tirM  jade  the  wheel  fbrgeU  to  hurl, 
P  fivoking  envioaa  gibe  from  each  pedestrian 
ehnrL  Byraii*«  ChUde  HarM. 


A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping. 
Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  safl  just  skip- 
ping 
In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
Of  masts ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 
On  tiptoe  through  their  sea-coal  canopy  \ 
A  huge  dun  cupola,  like  a  fbdscap  crown 
On  a  fool's  head — and  there  is  London  town! 

ByroR. 
Dooena 
Of  fresh  imported,  staring  country  cousins, 
To  London  come,  the  waz-work  to  devour. 
And  see  their  brother  beasts  within  the  tow*r. 

Dr.  WoUM'8  Pder  Pinm, 

LOVE. 

Love  is  lifb*s  end ;  an  end  but  never  ending; 
All  joys,  all  sweets,  all  happiness,  awarding; 
Love  is  life's  wealth  (ne'er  spent  but  ever  spending), 
More  rich  by  giving,  tailing  by  discarding; 
Love 's  life's  reward,  rewarded  in  rewarding: 
Then  from  thy  wretched  heart  And  care  remove ; 
Ah  \  should'st  thou  live  but  oooe  love's  sweets  t 

prove, 
Thou  ¥dlt  not  love  to  live,  unless  thou  live  to  lore. 

Spauer'i  Britotn't  Idt. 
The  joys  of  k>ve,  if  they  should  ever  last 
Without  affliction  or  disquietness, 
That  worldly  chances  do  among  them  cast, 
Would  be  on  earth  too  great  a  Uessedness, 
Liker  to  heaven  than  mortal  wretchedness; 
Therefore  the  winged  God,  to  let  men  weet 
That  here  on  earth  is  no  sure  happiness, 
A  thousand  sours  hath  teroper'd  with  one  sweet, 
To  make  it  seem  more  dear  and  dainty,  ss  is  meet 

Spenaer'o  Faky  Qpeen, 
IVue  he  it  said,  whatever  man  it  said, 
That  love  witli  gall  and  honey  doth  abound :  ' 
But  if  the  one  be  with  the  other  wcigh'd. 
For  every  drachm  of  honey  therein  found 
A  pound  of  gall  doth  over  it  redound. 

Spenoer*i  Fairy  Qvcm^ 
Such  is  the  pow'r  of  that  sweet  passion. 
That  it  all  sordid  baseness  doth  expel. 
And  the  refined  mind  doth  newly  fiLshion 
Unto  a  fairer  form,  which  now  doth  dwell 
In  his  high  thought,  that  vrould  itself  excel, 
Which  he  beholding  still  with  constant  sight, 
Admires  the  mirror  of  so  heavenly  light 

Spenaer*9  Hymm  in  hmutar  tfLtm. 
Nor  less  was  she  in  heart  afibcted. 
But  that  she  masked  it  with  modesty^, 
For  foar  she  should  of  lightness  be  detected. 

Spenotr'o  Fairy  Qntix. 
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Lore  is  a  celestial  barmony 
Of  fikelj  hearts,  compos'd  of  stars*  QODsent* 
Wbich  join  together  in  sweet  sympathy. 
To  work  each  other's  joy  and  true  content, 
Which  they  have  harbonr'd  since  their  first  descent, 
Oat  of  their  heavenly  bowers,  where  they  did  see 
And  know  each  other  here  belov*d  to  be. 

Spender' §  Hymn  in  honour  rf  Beauty. 
Love  does  reign 
In  stoatest  minds,  and  maketh  monstrous  war : 
He  maketh  war,  he  maketh  peace  again. 
And  yet  his  peace  is  but  continual  jar : 
0  miserable  men  that  to  him  subject  are. 

Spenger'e  Fairy  Queen. 
Little  she  weenM  that  love  he  close  conceaPd ; 
Tet  still  he  wasted,  as  the  snow  congeal*d 
When  the  bright  sun  his  beams  thereon  doth  beat 
Spen»er*$  Fairy  Queen. 
To  love. 
It  is  to  be  all  made  of  sighs  and  tears, 
It  is  to  be  .all  made  of  &ith  and  service, 
It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantasy, 
AH  made  of  passicm,  and  all  made  of  wishes ; 
AH  adoration,  duty,  and  observance, 
AH  hnmbfeness,  all  patience  and  impatience, 
AH  purity,  all  trial,  all  observance. 

Shake.  Ae  youUkeiL 
Say  that  you  love  me  not,  but  say  not  so 
In  bitterness :  the  common  executioner. 
Whose  heart  the  accustomM  sight  of  death  makes 

bard. 
Falls  not  the  oze  upon  the  humbled  neck. 
But  first  begs  pardon. 

Shake.  Ae  you  like  U. 

If  thou  hast  not  sat  as  I  do  now. 
Wearying  thy  hearer  in  thy  mistress*  praise, 
Tlioa  hast  not  lov*d. 

Shake,  Ae  you  Uke  it 

If  thou  hast  not  broke  from  company, 
Abnqitly,  as  my  passion  now  makes  me, 
Tlion  hast  not  bv*d. 

Shake.  Ae  you  like  U. 

Think  not  I  love  him,  though  I  ask  for  him ; 
'T  is  but  a  peevish  boy : —yet  he  talks  well ; 
But  what  care  I  lor  words  7  yet  words  do  well. 
When  he  that  speaks  them  pleases  those  that  hear. 
Shake,  A9 youUkeiL 

The  more  thou  dam*st  it  up,  the  more  it  bums : 

The  current  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides. 

Thou  know'st,  being  stop'd,  impatiently  doth  rage ; 

But  when  his  &ir  ooorse  is  not  hindered. 

He  makes  sweet  music  with  the  enamel'd  stones, 

Giving  a  gentle  kiss  to  every  sedge 

He  overtaketh  in  his  pilgrimage. 

Shake.  Two  Oenilemen  ef  Verona, 
U 


O  dear  Phebe, 
If  ever  (as  that  ever  may  be  near) 
You  meet  in  some  fresh  cheek  the  power  of  fitncy 
Then  shall  yon  know  the  wounds  invisible 
That  love*s  keen  arrows  make. 

Shake.  Ae  you  like  U 
I  pray  you  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me. 
For  I  am  fiilser  than  vows  made  in  irine : 
Besides,  I  like  you  not 

Shake.  Ae  you  Uke  it 

Wherefore  do  you  follow  her, 
like  foggy  south,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 
You  are  a  thousand  times  a  properer  man, 
Than  she  a  woman :  *t  is  such  ibols  as  you. 
That  make  the  world  fbll  of  ill-favour'd  children. 
Shake.  Ae  you  Uke  a 

O  how  this  spring  of  love  resembleth 
The  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day ; 
Which  now  shows  all  the  beauty  of  the  sun, 
And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away. 

Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  ef  Verona, 

0  gentle  Protheus,  love  *8  a  mighty  lord ; 
And  hath  so  humbled  me,  as,  I  confess. 
There  is  no  woe  to  his  correction. 

Nor  to  his  service,  no  such  joy  on  earth  I 
Now,  no  discourse,  except  it  be  of  love ; 
Now,  can  I  break  my  fast,  dine,  sup,  and  sleep, 
Upon  the  very  naked  name  of  love. 

Shake.  Two  Oeatlemen  if  Veronm. 

Didst  thou  but  know  the  inly  touch  of  love, 
Thou  wouldst  as  soon  go  kindle  fire  with  snow. 
As  seek  to  quench  the  fire  of  love  with  words. 

Shake.  Two  OenOemen  of  Verona 

As  in  the  sweetest  bud 
The  eating  canker  dwells,  so  eating  love 
Inhabits  in  the  finest  wits  of  alL 

Shake.  Two  OenOemen  of  Vtrona, 

This  weak  impress  of  love  is  as  a  figure 
Trenched  in  ice :  which,  with  an  hour's  heat, 
Diasolves  to  water,  and  doth  lose  its  form. 

Shake.  Two  GeaOemen  ef  Verona 

Hinder  ndt  my  course ; 

1  *11  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  stream, 
And  make  a  pastime  of  each  weary  step, 
Till  the  last  step  have  brought  me  to  my  love 

Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  ef  Verona 

To  be  in  love  where  soom  is  bought  with  groans 
Coy  looks,  with  heart-save  sighs;  one  fading  mu- 

ment*s  mirth. 
With  twentf  watchfiil,  weary,  tedious  nights  - 
If  haply  won,  perhaps,  a  hapless  gain; 
If  lost,  why  then  a  grievous  labour  won. 

Shak$,  Two  Gentlemem  ef  Venem 
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In  revenge  of  my  contempt  of  love,  I 

Love  hath  chasM  sleep  from  my  enthralled  eyet, 
And  made  them  watches  of  mine  own  heart't  sor- 
row. Shaks.  Two  Oen&emen  of  Verona. 
I  have  done  penance  for  contemning  love ; 
Whose  high  iroperions  thoughts  have  pmiishM  me 
With  bitter  fasti,  with  penitential  groans, 
With  nightly  tears,  and  daily  heart-sore  sighs. 

Shaka.  Two  OeniUmen  if  Vertma. 
Fie,  fie !  how  wayward  ia  this  foolish  love. 
That,  like  a  testy  babe,  will  scratch  the  nurse, 
And  presently,  all  hmnbled,  kiss  the  rod. 

SMiM.  Two  GentUmen  of  Verona. 
What  dangerous  action,  stood  it  next  to  death, 
Wcnld  I  not  midergo  fbr  one  calm  look? 
O,  His  the  curse  of  love,  and  still  approved* 
When  women  cannot  love,  where  they're  bclov'd. 

Shake.  Two  GeniUmen  of  Verona. 
Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  nijrht, 
There  is  no  music  in  the  nightingale ; 
Unless  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  day. 
There  is  no  day  for  me  to  look  upon. 

Shake.  Two  GenOemen  of  Vermta. 
I  care  not  fbr  her,  I; 
I  hold  him  but  a  fool,  that  will  endanger 
His  body  for  a  girl  that  loves  him  not 

Shake,  Two  Gentlemen  ef  Verona. 

For  now  my  love  is  thaw*d ; 
Which,  like  a  waxen  image  'gainst  a  fire. 
Bears  no  impression  of  the  thing  it  was. 

Shake,  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

Thiags  faoM  and  vile,  holdxng  no  quality. 
Lore  can  transpose  to  form  and  dignity. 

Shake,  Mideummer  Nighfe  Dream. 

Love  looks  not  with  the  efss,  but  with  the  mind ; 
And  thereftre  is  winged  Cupid  painted  blind. 

Shake.  Mideummer  NighVe  Dream, 

Ah  ane  i  ftr  aught  that  I  could  ever  read. 

Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history. 

The  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth. 

Shake.  Midetimmer  Nighfe  Dream, 

She,  sweet  lady,  dotes. 
Devoutly  dotes,  dotes  in  idolatry. 
Upon  this  spotted  and  inconstant  man. 

Shake,  Mideummer  Nightie  Dream. 

You  thief  of  lore !  what,  have  you  oome  by  night. 
And  stol*n  my  bra's  heart  flom  him  7 

Shake,  Mideummer  JNighfe  Dream. 

Helen,  I  love  thee ;  by  my  lifb,  I  do ; 

I  swear  by  that  which  I  wiH  lose  fbr  thee. 

To  prove  him  fkbe,  that  says  I  kire  thee  not 

ffiofa.  Mmmmmr  AyAl's  Drmm. 


O  happy  fkir! 
Your  eyes  are  load-start,  and  yovr  tongue 'sfwetl 

air. 
More  tunable  than  lark  to  shepherd's  ear. 
When  wheat  is  green,  when  hawthorn  buds  appear. 
Shake,  Mideummer  Nighfe  Dream, 
Love  is  a  smoke  rais'd  with  the  fhme  of  sighs; 
Being  urg'd,  a  fire  sparkling  in  lovers'  eyes ; 
Being  vex'd,  a  sea  nourished  with  lovers'  tears : 
What  is  it  else  7  a  madness  most  discreet, 
A  choking  gall,  and  a  preserving  sweet 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JuHeL 
Alas,  that  lovo,  so  gentle  in  his  view. 
Should  be  so  tyrannous  and  magh  in  proof. 

Shake.  Rmaeo  and  Jeka. 
Love's  heralds  ahonld  be  tiiurngfats, 
Which  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun's  beami, 
Driving  back  shadows  over  low'ring  ills. 

Shake.  Raaue  and  Md 
O  brawling  love !  O  kvving  hate ! 
O  any  thing,  of  nothing  first  create ! 
O  heavy  lightness !  seriow  vasitf  \ 
Misshapen  chaos  of  welLaeeming  fivms! 
Feather  of  lead,  brightsmoke^cokl  file,  sick  hedih! 
Sti]l.waking  sleep! 

Shdka.RammendJeU 

Holy  St  F^raneis !  what  a  change  is  here! 
Is  Rosaline,  whom  thoo  dost  love  «o  deir, 
So  soon  forsaken  7    Young  men's  lore  then  Uea 
Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  b«t  ua  their  eyes. 

8heak9.RammandJAi, 
Thou  knowest  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my  fiice; 
Eke  would  a  maiden  blush  b^iaint  my  cheek, 
For  that  which  thou  hast  heard  me  speak  tMiigfat 

Shake.  Romeo  rndJuU. 

O,  gentle  Romeo, 
If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully. 
Or  if  thou  think'st  I  am  too  quickly  won, 
I  '11  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  say  thee  nay, 
So  thou  wilt  woo :  but,  else,  not  fbr  the  world. 

Shake.  Romeo  e:edJM, 

If  that  diy^bent  «f  love  be  hooooraUe, 
Thy  purpose  marriage,  Mod  me  word  tiMBflrrov, 
By  one  that  I  '11  procure  to  eome  to  tbse, 
Where,  and  what  time,  thou  wilt  perform  the  Pte 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I'll  lay, 
And  fbUow  thee,  my  lord,  throqghout  the  woiid. 
Shake.  ReeememdJe^d. 

Dost  thou  love  me  7    I  know  thou  wilt  say-^y : 
And  I  will  take  thy  word.    Yet,  if  thou  swear'i^ 
Thou  may'st  prove  ftlse ;  at  toren*  peijnries, 
They  say  Jove  laughs. 

8keik».MmMea»dJe»S. 
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In  tnrth,  &ir  Montague,  I  am  too  fond ; 

And  therefore  thou  majr*Bt  think  my  *haYumr 

light: 
Bat  trust  me,  gentlemen,  I'll  prove  more  true, 
Than  those  that  have  more  cunning. 

Shaks,  Rcnuo  anJ  JuUeL 
Sweet,  good  night  1 
ThiB  bod  of  love,  by  summer's  ripening  breath, 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet. 

Shak$,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 
'Come,  gentle  night;  come,  loving,  black-brow'd 

night; 
Give  me  my  Romeo :  and,  when  he  shall  die, 
Tkke  htm  and  cut  him  out  hi  little  stars, 
And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  so  fine, 
That  an  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night. 
And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun*  \ 

Shako.  RmMoJnd  JvHeL 
See  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand ! 
O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek ! 

Shako.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 
Alack !  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye. 
Than  twenty  of  their  swords ;  look  thou  but  sweet, 
And  I  am  proof  against  their  enmity. 

Shako.  Romeo  and  Ju&eL 
Come  what  sorrow  can, 
I  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 
Ihat  one  abort  minute  gives  me  in  her  sight 

Shako.  Romeo  and  JuUoL 

Sweet  lave,  I  see,  ofaanging  his  pfoperty, 
IVuns  to  the  sourest  and  most  deadly  hate. 

Shako.  Richard  11. 
A  murd'rous  guilt  shows  not  itself  more  soon 
Than  Vwe  that  would  seem  hid. 

Shako.  Tw^fthNighL 
Was  not  this  love,  indeed  7 
We  men  may  say  more,  swear  more :  but  indeed. 
Our  shows  are  more  than  will;  for  still  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Shako.  Twelfth  NighL 
Reason  thus  with  reason  fetter : 
Love  sought  is  good,  but  given  unsought  is  better. 

Shako.  Twdfth  NighL 
She  never  told  her  love, 
But  let  ooneealment,  like  a  worm  i'  the  bod. 
Feed  on  her  damask  cheek ;  she  pin'd  in  thought ; 
And  with  a  green  and  yellow  melsacholy, 
She  sat  (like  patience  on  a  monument) 
Smiling  at  grie£ 

Shako,  Twdfth  NighL 

Methinks  I  feel  this  youth's  perfections 
Steal  with  an  invisible  and  subtle  stealth. 
To  eroep  in  at  mine  eyes.    WeD,  let  it  be. 

Shako.  TwoyVk  NighL 


I  cannot  love  him : 
Tet  I  suppose  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble. 
Of  great  estate,  of  f^esfa  and  stainless  ycnth; 
In  voices  well  divulg'd,  fre'e,  leam'd,  and  vaHant 
Aind,  in  dimensions,  and  the  shape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  person :  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him ; 
He  might  have  took  his  answer  long  ago. 

Shako.  Twdpk  NighL 
But  love,  first  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes. 
Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain : 
But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 
Courses  as  swifl  as  thought  in  every  power ; 
And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power. 
Above  their  functions  and  their  oflSces. 

Shako.  Looe'e  Laboar  IMU 

Love  is  fun  of  unbefitting  strains, 
An  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping  and  vain ; 
Form'd  by  tho  eye,  and  therefore  like  the  eye ; 
FuU  of  strange  shapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms. 

Shako.  Looe'o  Lahom  Lool. 
Cupid  is  a  knavish  lad. 
Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad. 

Shako.  Love^o  Lahowr  Looi. 
What!  Ikve!  I  sue!  I  seek  a  wife! 
A  woman  that  is  like  a, German  clock, 
Still  a  repairing ;  ever  out  of  frame; 
And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 
But  being  watch'd  that  it  may  still  go  tight 

Shako.  Looo'o  Labomr  LooL 

Fair  soul. 
In  your  fine  frame  hath  love  no  quality? 
If  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  auM^* 
You  are  no  maiden,  but  a  mooument 

Shtdco.  Iff 9  wA 

It  were  all  one, 
Tliat  I  shoidd  kyve  a  bright  particukr  star ; 
And  think  to  wed  it,  he  u  so  above  me: 
In  his  bright  radiance  and  collateral  light 
Must  I  be  comferted,  not  in  his  sphere. 

Shako.  AU'9  wA 

I  know  I  love  in  vain,  strive  against  hope ; 

Yet,  in  this  captious  and  intenable  sieve, 

I  still  pour  in  the  waters  of  my  love. 

And  lack  not  to  lose  still :  thus  IndianJike, 

Religious  in  mine  error,  I  adore 

Tlie  sun  that  looks  upon  his  worshipper, 

But  knows  him  no  more. 

Shako.  Afi'f  wA. 

Tills  is  the  very  eestasy  of  love ; 
Whose  violent  property  fixrebodes  itself; 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate  undettakiagi. 
As  oA  as  any  passiea  under  heaven 
That  does  afflict  our  natorea. 


808 


LOVE. 


The  ambition  in  my  love  thus  plagnsB  itself: 
The  hind  that  would  be  i^ated  by  the  lion. 
Must  die  for  Jove. 

ShaJa.  AU*$  weO. 

*TwaB  pretty,  thoagh  a  plague. 

To  tee  him  every  hour ;  to  lit  and  draw 

Uu  arched  brows,  his  hawking  eye,  hia  curls, 

In  our  heart's  table ;  heart  too  capable 

Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  sweet  &vour : 

But  now  he  *8  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 

Muibt  sanctify  his  relics. 

ShaJa.  AU'M  lodL 

There  *8  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip, 
Nay,  her  foot  speaks,  her  wantmi  spirits  look  out 
At  every  joint  and  motion  of  her  body. 

Shak9.  TroUuB  and  Crutida, 

Zounds,  show  me  what  thou  It  do ! 
Woul't  weep?  woul't  fight?  woul't  fast?  woul*t 

tear  thyself  7 
Woul*t  drink  up  Nile  ?  eat  a  crocodile  7 
I'll  do »t 

Shakt.  HmUt 

Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire ; 
Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move ; 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar; 
But  never  doubt  I  love. 

Shak».  HawleL 

I  loVd  Ophelia ;  forty  thousand  brothers 
Could  not  vnth  all  their  quantity  of  love 
Make  up  my  sunu— What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 

Shak:  HamkL 

He  feem*d  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes. 
For  out  o'  doors  ha  went  witboot  their  helps, 
And^to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Shdk».HandH. 

And,  he  repulsed,  (a  short  tale  to  make,) 
Fell  into  a  sadness ;  then  into  a  fiist ; 
llienoe  to  a  watch ;  thence  into  a  weakness ; 
Thence  to  a  lightness :  and,  by  this  declension. 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves. 

Shakt.  HandeL 
For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour, 
Hold  it  a  faehioQ,  and  a  toy  in  blood ; 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting, 
The  perfume  and  guppliance  of  a  minute : 

No  more. 

Shaki.  HamkL 

So  loving  to  my  mother, 
That  he  might  not  beteem  the  winds  of  heaven 
Visit  her  face  too  roughly. 

Shak$.  HamleL 

All  &ncy  rick  she  is.  and  pale  of  cheer 
V  itii  sighs  of  love. 

ShaU  Midiummer  Night^i  Dream. 


A  true  devoted  pilgrim  is  not  weary 
To  measure  kingdoms  with  his  foeble  steps; 
Much  less  shall  she,  that  hath  love's  vrings  to  fly 
Shak$,  Two  OenUemen  of  Veromi 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay. 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony. 

Skaki.  JuBut  Camr, 
Prosperity's  the  very  bond  of  love ; 
Whose  fresh  complexion  and  whose  heart  together 
Affliction  alters. 

Shakt.  WinUr'i  Tak 

He  says,  he  loves  my  daughter; 
I  think  so  too ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  he  '11  stand,  and  read. 
As  'twere  my  daughter's  eyes :  and,  to  be  pkin, 
I  think  there  is  not  half  a  kiss  to  choose, 
Who  loves  another  best 

ShakM.  Wintar'i  Tale. 

Were  I  crown'd  the  most  imperial  monarch, 
Thereof  most  worthy:  were  I  the  fairest  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  swerve;  had  force  and  know. 

ledge. 
More  than  was  ever  man's — I  would  not  prize  them, 
Without  her  love. 

Shaks.  WtRfer'f  Tak 

My  love  doth  so  approve  him. 
That  even  his  stubbornness,  his  checks  and  frowns 
Have  grace  and  fovoor  in  them. 

Skakt.Othdk 

His  soul  is  so  enfetter'd  to  her  kuve. 
That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  list, 
Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  ibnction. 

SbaUOUiilk 

Excellent  wench !  perdition  catch  my  sool, 
But  I  do  love  thee !  and  when  I  love  thee  not. 
Chaos  is  come  again.  Shaki  Othdk 

O  my  soul's  joy ! 
If  after  every  tempest  came  such  calmneaa, 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd  death. 

Skaki.  OOdk 

These  things  to  liear. 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline : 
But  stUl  the  house  affairs  would  draw  her  thence; 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  despatch, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  discourse. 

Mine  eyes 

Were  not  in  fiiult,  for  she  was  beautiful ; 

Mme  ears  that  heard  her  flattery;  nor  mine  heart, 

That  thought  her  like  her  seeming;  it  had  been 

vicious, 

To  have  mistrusted  her.  ^    ,  ^ 

Sktki.CfpMme. 
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She  IotM  me  for  the  dan^ra  I  had  passM ; 
And  I  lofrM  her  that  she  did  pity  them ; 
TUs  cnlj  is  the  witchcrafl  I  have  osM. 

Shakt.  OtheOo. 

I  saw  OtheUo*8  viaage  in  his  mind ; 
And  to  his  henoara,  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  my  sool  and  fortunes  consecrate. 

Shak9,  OtheOo. 

I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth;  and  I  have  heard  70a  say, 
Love*s  reason's  without  reason. 

Shak9.  Cymbeline. 

By  my  modesty, 
(The  jewel  in  my  dower,)  I  would  not  wish 
Any  companion  in  the  world  but  you. 

Shah,  TempetL 

Hence,  bashfbl  cunning ! 
And  prompt  me,  plain  and  holy  innocence ! 
I  am  your  wift,  if  you  will  marry  me ! 
If  not,  I II  die  your  maid :  to  be  your  fellow 
Yoa  may  deny  me ;  but  I  '11  be  your  servant. 
Whether  you  will  or  no. 

Shak$,  Tsmpeit 

Poor  worm !  thou  art  infected ! 
This  visitation  shows. 

Might  I  but  through  my  prison  once  a  day 
Behold  this  maid:  all  corners  else  o'  the  earth 
Let  liberty  make  use  of ;  space  enough 
Have  I,  in  such  a  prison. 

For  several  virtues 
Have  I  lik'd  several  women ;  never  any 
With  BO  full  Bool,  but  some  defect  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  noblest  grace  she  owed. 
And  put  it  to  the  foil :  but  you,  O  you. 
So  perfect,  and  so  peerless,  are  created 

Of  ewery  creature's  best ! 

Shak$.  Tempe$t 

You  have  bereft  me  of  all  words, 

Only  my  blood  speaks  to  you  in  my  veins. 

Shak9»  Merchant  of  Veniee, 

I  would  outstare  the  sternest  eyes  that  look, 

Oxt-brave  the  heart  most  daring  on  the  earth. 

Pluck  the  young  sucking  cubs  from  the  she-bear. 

Tea,  moek  the  lion  when  he  roan  for  prey, 

To  win  thee,  lady. 

Shakt,  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Beshrew  your  eyes, 
Tliey  have  o'erknk'd  roe,  and  divided  me ; 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half  yours^— 
And  so  afl  yours. 

Shakt.  Merchant  qf  Venice. 


I  never  su'd  to  friend,  nor  enemy; 
My  tongue  could  never  learn  swcot  soothing  wordi^ 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  propoe'd  my  fbe, 
My  proud  heart  sues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to 
speak.  Shake,  Richard  III 

Tour  beauty  was  tho  cause  of  that  cfibct : 
Tour  beauty  which  did  haunt  me  in  my  sleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world. 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  sweet  bosom. 
Shake.  Richard  III. 

When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  and  pray 
To  several  subjects :  heaven  hath  my  empty  words ; 
Whilst  my  invention,  hearing  not  mytongiie, 
AncbonoQlnbd.  Shale.  Mea.  fir  Mea 

Ever  till  now. 
When  men  were  fond,  I  smil'd  and  wonder'd  how. 
Shake,  Mea.for  Mea. 
Thou,  Julia,  thou  hast  metanorphos'd  me ; 
Made  me  neglect  my  studies,  lose  my  time. 
War  with  good  counsel,  set  the  world  at  nought. 
Made  vrit  with  musing  weak,  heartsick  with 
thought 

Shake.  Two  GenOemon  cf  Verona, 

Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  please  his  eye, 
1 11  weep  what's  away,  and  weeping  die. 

Shake.  Comedy  of  Errore 
The  time  was  once,  when  thou,  unurg'd,  would'&t 

vow 
That  never  words  were  music  to  thine  ear, 
Tliat  never  object  pleasing  in  thine  eye. 
That  never  touch  weltwelcome  to  thy  hand. 
That  never  meat  sweet^avour'd  in  thy  taste 
Unless  I  spoke,  or  kiok'd,  or  touch'd,  or  carv'd  to 

thee.  '    Shake.  Comedy  ef  Errore^ ' 

There  be  some  women,  Silvius,  had  they  mark'd 

him 
In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 
To  fall  in  love  with  him :  but  for  my  part, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not;  and  yet 
I  have  more  cause  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him ; 
For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  7 

Shake.  AayoaUkeiL 
Myself  have  often  heard  him  say  and  swear,^ 
That  this  his  kve  was  an  eternal  plant ; 
Whereof  the  root  was  fiz'd  in  virtue's  ground. 
The  leaves  and  fhiit  maintain'd  with  beauty's  sun. 
Shake.  Henry  VL     Part  lit. 
This  my  mean  task  would  be 
As  heavy  to  me  as  odious ;  but 
The  mistress,' which  I  serve,  quickens  what 's  dead, 
And  makes  my  labours  pleasures :  O,  she  is 
Ten  times  more  gentle  than  her  fathei  s  crabtKHl, 
And  he 's  composed  of  harshness ! 

Shake  Tdi^fetL, 
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A  lieart  fiill  of  ooldneM.  a  twwi  fiill  of 

Bittemeas,  a  pain  full  of  pleasantneas. 

Which  maketh  thoaghta  have  ejes,  and  hearts 

ears;  bred 
By  desire,  nnrsM  by  delight,  wean*d  by  jealouay, 
KiU*d  by  dissembling,  buried  by 
Xngratitnde ;— and  this  is  love. 

Lilly's  GaOathea. 

The  mind  is  firm. 
One  and  the  same,  prooeedeth  first  firom  weighing. 
And  well  eTamining  what  is  &lr  and  good : 
Then  what  is  liloe  In  reason,  fit  in  manners ; 
Hiat  breeds  good  will ;  and  good  will  desire  of 

nnion : 
80  knowledge  first  begets  benerdence. 
Benevolence  breeds  fi'iendship;  firiendship  love; 
And  wliere  it  starts,  or  steps  aside  from  this, 
It  is  a  mere  degenerate  appetite, 
A  lost  oblique,  deprav'd  afbction ; 
And  bears  no  mark,  or  character  of  lore. 

Jonmm^tNew  Inn, 

O!  I  am  woonded— not  without: 
Bat  angry  Copid,  bolting  from  her  eyes, 
Hath  shot  himself  into  me,  Uke  a  flame ; 
Where  now  he  flings  about  his  burning  heat. 
As  in  a  fiimace  some  ambitious  fire. 
Whose  vent  is  stopt 

JonmnCB  Vdpome. 

Bead  it,  sweet  maid,  tho'  it  be  done  but  shghtly : 
Who  ean  show  all  his  love,  doth  kve  but  lightly. 

DsmaTs  Confute. 

Ixnre  is  a  sickness  fiiH  of  woes. 
All  remedies  refusing ; 
A  plant  that  with  most  cutting  grows, 
Most  barren  with  best  using. 

Danid'i  Hymen's  TVitimpft. 

We  sat  and  sigh*d. 
And  look'd  upon  each  other,  and  conceiv'd 
Not  what  we  ail'd ;  yet  something  we  did  ail ; 
And  yet  were  well ;  and  yet  we  were  not  well : 
And  what  was  our  disease  we  could  not  tell : 
Then  would  we  kiss,  then  sigh,  then  look:  And 

thus 
In  that  first  garden  of  oar  sinpleneMi 
We  spent  our  childhood ;  But  when  years  began 
To  reap  the  firuit  of  knowledge :  ah,  how  then 
Would  she  with  graver  looks,  with  sweet  stem 


Check  my  presumption,  and  my  forwardness ! 
Yet  still  wouid  give  me  flowers ;  still  would  she 

show 
What  4ie  would  have  me,  yet  not  have  me  know. 
X^msTs  Hymgn*$  TVnmifii 


Still  I  *m'  thy  captive,  yet  my  thoughts  are  fiee . 
To  be  love*s  bond-man,  is  true  liberty. 

ManUm'i  Jn»a^aU  Cmnteti. 
Equality  is  no  rule  in  love's  grammar : 
That  sole  unhappiness  is  left  to  princes 
To  marry  blood. 

Beoiimoitf  and  FUuher't  Maid  in  ike  M3L 

Hear  me  exemplify  love's  Latin  word; 

As  thus :  hearts  joinM  amort :  Take  a  fiom  thenoe, 

Then  more  is  the  perifeet  moral  sense; 

Plural  in  manners,  which  in  thee  do  shine 

Saint-like,  immortal,  spotless  and  divine : 

Take  m  away,  are  in  beauty's  name, 

Craves  an  eternal  trophy  to  thy  fame. 

MiddleUm'M  FamObf  Zooa 

He  that  truly  loves 
Bums  not  the  day  in  fix>lish  fimtasies ; 
And  when  the  lamb,  bleating,  doth  bid  good  night 
Unto  the  dosing  day,  then  tears  begin 
To  keep  quick  tune  unto  the  owl,  whose  voice 
Shrieks  like  the  belUman  in  the  lover's  ears. 

Thomas  MiMHmL 
I  pray  thee  love,  love  me  no  more. 
Call  home  the  heart  you  gave  me ; 
I  but  in  vain  that  saint  adore, 
Tliat  can,  but  will  not  save  me. 

Dnflm. 

What  thing  is  love,  which  naught  can  conntcrvai]  7 
Naught  save  itself  ev'n  such  a  thing  is  love. 
And  worldly  wealth  in  worth  as  &r  doth  fail, 
As  lowest  earth  doth  yield  to  heav'n  above. 
Divine  is  love,  and  scorneth  worldly  pelf, 
And  ean  be  bought  with  nothing  but  with  aeUI 

Sir  WalUrRaltitft 
If  all  the  world  and  love  were  young. 
And  troth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue. 
These  pleasures  might  my  passions  move. 
To  Uve  with  thee  and  be  thy  love. 
So  fading  flowers  in  every  field. 
To  winter  floods  their  treasures  yield; 
A  honey'd  tongue,  a  heart  of  gall. 
Is  fimcy's  spring,  but  sorrow's  fiUL 

Sir  Walter  Ralagk 
Love  is  a  god, 
Strong,  free,  unbounded ;  and  as  some  define, 
Fears  nothing,  pitieth  none :  such  love  is  mine. 
Mason'a  Mukma, 

Such  is  the  posie  love  composes ; 
A  stinging  nettle  miz'd  with  roses. 

Broum'o  PasUtrtU 

Let  us  love  temp'rately ;  things  violent  last  not; 

And  too  much  dotage  rather  argues  folly. 

Than  true  afiection. 

Ma$9ingei'9  Dnke  of  Milan. 
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*Tb  natore^fl  teeond  son, 
Caoring  a  Bprin^  of  Tirtues  where  he  thineB^ 
And  u  without,  the  bod,  the  world's  great  eye, 
An  coloan,  beaotiee,  both  of  art  and  nature, 
Are  given  ia  Tain  to  man ;  ao  without  Ioto 
AU  beautieB  bred  in  women  are  in  vain, 
AH  Tirtues  bom  in  men  lie  buried ; 
For  kfve  infbrniB  them  as  the  son  doth  colonrs : 
And  as  the  Bon  refleeling  his  warm  beams 
Agihw^  the  earth,  begets  all  fruits  and  flowers; 
So  kyve,  fair  shining  in  the  inward  man, 
Brings  Ibrth  in  him  the  honourable  fruits 
Of  valoor,  wit,  virtue,  and  haughty  thoughts, 
BraTe  resolution,  and  divine  discourse. 

Chapman' $  AU  Fools. 

like  Ldon, 
I  Ux^  OB  Juno,  6el  my  heart  turn  to  cinders 
With  an  invisible  fire ;  and  yet,  should  she 
Deign  to  appear  clothM  in  a  various  cloud. 
The  majesty  of  the  substance  is  so  sacred 
I  durst  not  clasp  the  shadow.    I  behold  her 
With  adoration,  feast  my  eye,  while  all 
My  other  senses  starve ;  and,  ofl  frequenting 
The  place  which  she  makes  happy  with  her  pre- 
sence, 
I  never  yet  had  power,  with  tongue  or  pen. 
To  move  her  to  compassion,  or  make  known 
What  His  I  languish  for;  yet  I  must  gaze  still, 
Hioogh  it  increase  my  flame. 

Ma99mgtfB  Bashftd  Looer, 
Love*s  measure  is  the  mean ;  sweet  his  annoys ; 
His  pleasures  life ;  and  his  reward  all  joys. 

John  Ford, 
Toung  men  fly,  when  beauty  darti 
Amorous  glances  at  their  hearts ; 
The  fixM  mark  gives  the  shooter  aim ; 
And  ladies*  looks  have  power  to  maim ; 
Now  *twixt  their  lips,  now  in  their  eyeS| 
Wrapt  in  a  smile,  or  kiss,  love  lies : 
Then  fly  betimes,  for  only  they 
Conquer  love  that  run  away. 

Ccreis. 

Tis  the  caress  of  ev'ry  thing ; 

The  turtledove; 
Both  birds  and  beasts  do  offerings  bring 

To  mighty  love: 
*Tis  th'  angel*s  joy;  the  gods*  delight;  man's 

Miss: 
TIb  afl  in  all  t  without  love,  nothing  is. 

Heath'9  Clare$t^. 
Mod*rate  delight  is  but  a  waking  dream ; 
And  of  all  pleasures  love  u  the  supreme : 
And  therefore  love  immoderate  love  deserves : 
EjDDesB  overcomes,  but  moderation  starves. 

Cftnon**  CaUguku 


Love,  like  od*rous  xephjr*s  grateful  bieatb. 
Repays  the  flower  that  Bweetoess  which  it  beiw 

row*d; 
Uninjuring,  uninjur'd,  lovers  move 
In  their  own  sphere  of  happiness  con&st, 
By  mutual  truth  avoiding  mutual  blame. 

Mmon'i  CasMf 
With  thee  conversing,  I  forget  all  time ; 
All  seasons  and  their  change,  all  please  alike. 

MUton'9  FamdUe  LoH, 
So  spake  our  general  mother,  and  vdth  eyes 
Of  conjugal  attraction  unreprov'd, 
And  meek  surrender,  half  embracing  leanM 
On  our  first  &ther ;  half  her  swelling  breast 
Naked  met  his  under  the  flowing  gold 
Of  her  loose  tresses  hid :  he  in  delight. 
Both  of  her  beauty  and  submissive  charms, 
Smil'd  with  superior  love. 

.    Jftbon*!  Pomdiffe  1  mt, 

He  on  his  side 
Leaning  half>rals*d,  with  looks  of  cordial  love 
Hung  €net  her  enamour*d,  and  beheld 
Beauty,  which,  whether  waking  or  asleep, 
Shot  forth  peculiar  graces. 

inifOR's  PttntdiMe  Loit 

'while  I  sit  with  thee,  I  seem 'in  heaven, 
And  sweeter  thy  discourse  is  to  my  ear 
Than  fruits  of  palm-tree  pleasantest  to  thirst 
And  hunger  both,  fhim  labour,  at  the  hour 
Of  sweet  repast ;  they  satiate,  and  soon  fill 
Though  pleasant,  but  thy  words,  with  grace  divint 
Imbued,  bring  to  their  sweetness  no  satiety. } 

MtUon'9  Paradi89  Lott, 
To  love  thou  blam*st  me  not,  for  love  thou  say*st 
Leads  up  to  heaven,  is  both  the  way  and  guide. 

MiUon'M  Faradii9  L09L 

Her  hand  he  seizM,  and  to  a  shady  bank. 
Thick  overhead  with  verdant  roof  embower'd, 
He  led  her  nothing  loath ;  flowers  were  the  couch, 
Pansies,  and  violets,  and  asphodel. 
And  hyacinth,  earth's  freshest,  sofYest  lap. 

MUtonU  Pandi99  Lotl 

Against  his  powerful  knowledge,  not  deceived. 
But  fondly  overcome  with  female  charm. 

MiUaiC9  Paradi99  LmL 

But  now  lead  on ; 
In  me  is  no  delay ;  with  thee  to  go, 
Is  to  stay  here;  with  thee  here  to  stay. 
Is  to  go  hence  unwilling ;  thou  to  me 
Alt  all  things  under  heaven,  all  places  t^oik 

Miiion'9  Paradi99  L9m 

Love 's  of  a  strangely  jpen  simple  kind. 
And  thinks  none  sees  it,  'cause  itself  is  blind. 

Cmt9^ 
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A  mightj  pain  to  love  it  if, 
And  His  a  pain  that  pain  to  nist; 
But  of  all  pains,  the  greatest  pain 
It  is  to  love,  but  love  in  vain. 

CaulUy. 
In  loving  thoa  dost  well,  in  passion  not, 
Wherein  true  love  consists  not ;  love  refines 
The  thoughts,  and  heart  enlarges,  hath  its  seat 
In  reason,  and  is  judicious,  is  the  scale 
By  which  to  heav'nly  love  thou  mayst  ascend. 
Not  sunk  in  cam^  pleasure,  for  which  cause 
Among  the  beasts  no  mate  for  thee  was  feund. 

MiUoiCs  Paradise  Lott 
For  what  can  earth  produce  but  love 
To  represent  the  joys  above  7 
Or  who  but  lovers  can  converse 
Like  angels,  by  the  eye  discourse  7 
Address  and  compliment  by  vision, 
BCake  love  and  court  by  intuition. 

ButUr'B  Hudibrai. 

Love  is  a  fire,  that  bums  and  sparkles 
In  men  as  naf  rally  as  in  charcoals. 
Which  sooty  chemists  stop  in  holes 
When  out  of  wood  they  extract  coals : 
So  lovers  should  their  passion  choke. 
That  though  they  bpm,  they  may  not  smoke. 

Builer^B  Hudibnu. 

All  love  at  first,  like  generous  wine. 
Ferments  and  frets  until  H  is  fine. 
But  when  *t  is  settled  on  the  lee. 
And  from  the  impurer  matter  fi«e ; 
Becomes  the  richer  still  the  older. 
And  proves  the  pleasanter  the  colder. 

BuiUt^B  HudihroB, 
I  am  fiird  with  such  amaze, 
So  fiir  transported  with  desire  and  love, 
My  slippery  soul  flies  to  you  while  I  speak. 

Roche8ier*$  Valentinian, 

She  that  would  raise  a  noble  love,  must  find 

WajTs  to  beget  a  passion  for  her  mind ; 

She  must  be  that  which  she  to  the  world  would 

seem: 
For  all  true  love  is  grounded  on  esteem : 
Plainness  and  truth  gain  more  a  generous  heart. 
Than  aJl  the  crooked  subtleties  of  art. 

When  yet  a  virgin  ^tee  and  undisposM, 

I  lovM,  but  saw  you  only  with  my  eyes 

I  could  not  reach  the  beauties  of  your  soul : 

I  hfcvo  liv*d  since  in  contemplation. 

And  kmg  expeiienoe  of  your  growing  goodness ; 

What  then  was  passion  is  my  judgment  fUMO, 

Thio*  all  the  several  changes  of  your  life 

v'onfirmM  and  settled  in  adoring  you. 

Haynt'8  FaUd  Mistake. 


Oh !  shun  thy  passion,  as  thou  would*st  thy  Was 
The  deadliest  Ibe  to  human  hapfHneas, 
That  poisons  all  our  joys,  destroys  our  quiet 
Love,  like  a  beauteous  field  at  first  appears. 
Whose  pleasing  verdure  ravishes  the  sight; 
But  all  within  the  hollow  treacherous  ground. 
Is  nought  but  caverns  of  perdition. 

Higgon^s  Generous  Cem^erm 

He  full  of  bashfulness  and  truth, 

Loved  much,  hoped  little,  and  desired  nought 

FakfiM 

Love  is  that  passion  which  refines  the  lool ; 
First  made  men  heroes,  and  those  heroes  gods, 
Its  genial  fires  inform  the  sluggish  mass; 
The  rugged  soflen,  and  the  tim*rous  warm ; 
Gives  wit  to  .fi>ols  and  manners  to  the  down. 

HiggovCs  Oenereus  Con^ucn 
If  I  but  mention  him,  the  tears  will  fall : 
Sure  there  *s  not  a  letter  in  his  name. 
But  is  a  charm  to  melt  a  woman's  eye. 

Lee*s  Alexander, 

Among  thy  various  gif^,  great  heaven,  bestow 
Our  cup  of  love  unmijc*d :  forbear  to  throw 
Bitter  ingredients  in ;  nor  pall  the  draught 
With  nauseous  grief:  for  our  ill-judging  thought 
Hardly  enjoys  the  pleasurable  taste ; 
Or  deemed  it  not  sincere ;  or  fears  it  cannot  laat 

Prior's  Henry  and  Emm, 
Love,  well  thou  know*st,  no  partnerahip  allow : 
Cupid  averse  rejects  divided  vows. 

Prior^s  Henry  and  Emms, 
Fantastic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart, 
How  hard  thy  yoke !  how  cruel  is  thy  dait ! 
Those  *scape  thy  anger  who  refuse  thy  sway, 
And  those  are  punishM  most  who  most  obey. 

Prior'e  Sohnutu 
O  mighty  love !  from  thy  unbounded  power 
How  shall  the  human  bosom  rest  secure  7 
How  shall  our  thoughts  avoid  the  various  snare  T 
Or  wisdom  to  our  cautionM  soul  declare 
The  different  shapes  thou  pleasest  to  employ, 
When  bent  to  hurt,  and  certain  to  destroy  7 

Prior's  SobmsiL 
Soft  l0ve*s  spontaneous  tree,  its  parted  root 
Must  fh>m  two  hearts  with  equal  vigour  shoot; 
Whilst  each  dehghtea  and  delighting  gives 
The  pleasing  eestacy  which  each  receives : 
CherishM  with  hope,  and  fed  with  joy,  it  grows; 
Its  oheerfld  buds  their  opening  bloom  disclose. 
And  round  the  happy  soil  difi\2sive  odour  flows. 
If  angry  fitte  that  mutual  care  denies. 
The  fiiding  plant  bewails  its  due  supplies ; 
With  wild  despair,  or  sick  with  grie^  it  dies. 

Prisr's  Seloman 
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O  jet  my  mind  retains 
Tliat  fond  beginning  of  mj  infimt  pains. 

Prior'9  Sdoman. 
Dbiinda'fl  aparklingf  wit  and  ejres, 
Outed  cast  too  fierce  a  tight ; 
Which  blaxes  high,  but  qnickly  dies, 
Pains  not  the  heart,  but  hnrts  the  sight. 
Love  is  a  cahner,  gentler  joy, 
Smooth  are  his  looks,  and  soft  his  pace; 
Her  Cupid  is  a  blackguard  boy, 
That  nms  his  link  full  in  your  face. 

EarlqfDoneL 

Lofve  is  a  passion 
Which  kindles  honour  into  noble  acts. 

DryderCM  Rieal  Ladie$. 

LoTo  is  a  child  that  talks  in  broken  language, 
Tet  then  he  speaks  most  plain. 

Drydm*$  TroUnu  and  Cre$9ida, 
I  find  she  loves  him  much,  because  she  hides  it 
Lore  teaches  cunning  even  to  innocence ; 
And  where  he  gets  possession,  his  first  work 
Is  to  dig  deep  within  a  heart,  and  there 
Lie  hid,  and,  like  a  miser  in  the  dark. 
To  feast  alone. 

DryderCs  Tempeft 

Hie  dove  that  murmurs  at  her  mate's  neglect 
Bot  counterfeits  a  coyness  to  be  courted. 

Dryden'8  AmphiiryoiL 
Love  gives  esteem,  and  then  he  gives  desert; 
He  either  finds  equality,  or  makes  it : 
Like  death,  he  knows  no  difiTerence  in  degrees. 
Bat  flames  and  levels  alL 

Dryden^$  Marriage  a  la  Mode, 
There  is  no  satiety  of  love  in  thee ; 
Enjoy'd,  thou  still  art  new :  perpetual  spring 
Is  in  thy  arms ;  the  ripen*d  fi-uit  but  falls. 
And  blossoms  rise  to  fill  its  empty  place. 
And  I  grow  rich  by  giving. 

Dryden^s  AUfor  Looe, 
My  heart  *s  so  full  of  joy. 
That  I  shall  do  some  wild  extravagance 
Of  love  in  public ;  and  the  fiwlish  world. 
Which  knows  not  tenderness,  will  think  me  mad. 

DrydaCe  4Ufor  Laoe. 
An  kyve  may  be  expelled  by  other  love, 
As  poisons  are  by  poisons. 

Drydtn'e  AUfmr  Lom, 

Can  chance  of  seeing  first  thy  title  prove  7 
And  know'st  thou  not,  no  law  is  made  ftr  love  f 
Law  is  to  things  which  to  firee  choice  relate ; 
Loie  is  not  in  our  choice,  but  in  our  fate ; 
Laws  are  but  positive ;  bve's  power,  we  see, 
Is  nature's  sanction^  and  her  first  degree. 

Drsfdm. 


When  fix*d  to  one,  love  safe  at  anchor  rides, 

And  dares  the  fwry  of  the  wind  and  tides ; 

But  loosing  once  that  hold,  to  the  wide  OQean 

home. 
It  drives  at  will,  to  every  wave  or  soom. 

Dryden, 
Here  might  be  seen,  that  beauty,  wealth,  and  wit 
And  prowess,  to  the  power  of  ^ove  submit : 
The  spreading  snare  fiir  all  mankind  is  laid ; 
And  lovers  all  betray,  and  are  betray*d. 

DrydaCe  Palanum  and  Areiie, 
The  proverb  holds,  that  to  be  wise  and  love. 
Is  hardly  granted  to  the  gods  above. 

DrydaCe  Palamon  and  Ardte, 
Love  the  sense  of  right  and  wrong  confounds. 
Strong  love  and  proud  ambition  have  no  bounds. 

Dryden^M  Palamon  and  AreUt 
Complaints,  and  hot  desires,  the  lover's  hell. 
And  scalding  tears,  that  wore  a  channel  where 
they  fell. 

DryderCe  Palamon  and  ArdU 

0  love !  thou  sternly  dost  thy  power  maintain. 
And  wilt  not  bear  a  rival  in  thy  reign. 
Tyrants  and  thee  all  fellowship  disdain. 

Dryden^e  Palamon  and  ArciU, 
The  power  of  love. 
In  earth,  and  seas,  and  air,  and  heaven  above, 
Rules  unresisted,  with  an  awful  nod ; 
By  daily  miracles  declar'd  a  god : 
He  blinds  the  wise,  gives  eye-sight  to  the  blind ; 
And  moulds  and  stamps  anew  the  lover's  mind. 

DryderCo  Palamon  and  ArciU, 
Love  never  fails  to  master  what  he  finds, 
But  works  a  different  way  in  different  minds. 
The  fix>]  enlightens,  and  the  wise  he  blinds. 

Dryden^e  Cymon  and  Jphigenia, 
I  more  joy  in  thee. 
Than  did  thy  mother  when  she  hugg'd  thee  first. 
And  bless'd  the  gods  for  all  her  travail  past 

OtwDay*8  ^'sniee  PretsrvedL 

1  had  so  fixed  my  heart  upon  hei, 

That  wheresoe'er  I  fram'd  a  scheme  of  llfb 
For  time  to  come,  she  was  my  only  joy. 
With  which  I  used  to  sweeten  fiiture  cares : 
I  ftncy'd  pleasures,  none  but  one  who  loves 
And  doats  as  I  did,  can  imagine  tike  them. 

Oiwatfo  Venice  Preeerved, 
My  tyes  wont  kise  the  sight  of  thee, 
But  languish  after  thine,  and  ache  with  gazing. 

Otwai^9  Vemee  PressreedL 
Love  reigns  a  very  tyrant  ui  my  heart. 
Attended  on  his  throne  by  an  his  guard 
Of  fhrious  wishes^  fears,  and  nive  saspicions 

OttMfoOrpktm 
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Curse  on  this  lore,  this  little  scare-crow,  lofe ; 
That  frights  feds,  with  his  painted  bow  of  latb, 
Oat  of  their  feeble  senses. 

Otwaif 9  Orphan. 

I  *d  sooner  trnst  my  ftrtone  with  a  daw, 
That  hops  at  every  butterfly  it  sees, 
Thtax  have  to  do  in  honour  with  a  man, 
That  sells  his  virtues  for  a  woman's  smiles. 

OttDtn/*9  Ofj^utn, 
With  fblded  arms,  and  downcast  eyes  he  stands, 
Hie  marl:s  and  emblems  of  a  woman's  fix)I. 

OtvDatfB  Caiua  Marhu, 
If  it  be  hopeless  love,  use  gfcnerous  means ; 
And  lay  a  kinder  beauty  to  the  wound : 
Take  a  new  infection  to  th^  heart. 
And  the  rank  poiscii  of  the  bid  will  die. 

Oiwajfs  Cahu  Martu$, 
Such  is  love, 
And  sucti  the  laws  of  his  fentastic  empirtt, 
The  wanton  boy  delights  to  bend  the  mighty. 
And  Bcofi  at  the  vam  ^risdom  of  the  wise. 

JRoioe's  Rojfol  Cmneri. 

Ijotq  is,  or  ought  to  be,  our  greatest  bliss ; 
Bince  every  other  joy,  how  dear  soever, 
Gives  way  to  that,  and  we  leave  all  for  love. 

Rmce^M  Lady  Jane  Gr^g, 

And  yet  this  tough  impracticable  heart 

Is  govern*d  by  a  dainty-finger'd  girl ; 

Buch  flaws  are  found  in  the  most  worthy  natures ; 

A  laughing,  toying,  wheedling,  whimpering  she. 

Shall  make  him  amble  on  a  gossip's  message, 

And  take  the  distaff  with  a  hand  as  patient 

As  e'er  did  Hercules. 

Hdioe's  Jan»  Shore, 

Can  I  behold  thee  and  not  speak  my  love, 

Ev'n  now  thus  sadly  as  thou  stand'st  befere  me,  . 

Thus  desolate,  dejected,  and  forlorn ; 

Thy  soilness  steals  upon  my  yielding  senses. 

Till  my  sold  feints  and  sickens  with  desire. 

Raw^s  Jane  Shore. 

O  love  !  how  are  thy  precious  sweetest  moments 
Thus  ever  cros8'd,thus  vex'd  with  disappointments ! 
Now  pride,  now  fickleness,  fantastic  quarrels. 
And  sullen  coldness,  give  us  pain  by  turns ; 
Malicious  meddling  chance  is  ever  busy 
To  bring  us  fears,  disquiet  and  delays ; 
And  ev'n  at  last,  when,  afler  all  our  waiting, 
Kager  we  tbink  to  snatch  the  dear-bought  bliss, 
Ambition  calls  us  to  its  sullen  cares, 
And  honour,  stem,  impatieni  of  neglect, 
Commands  us  to  ferget  uur  ease  and  pleasures, 
As  if  we  had  been  made  for  nought  but  toU, 
And  love  were  not  the  bosinesa  of  our  lives. 

RoweU  Ulyseee, 


I  found  the  fond,  believing,  love-sick  maid 
Loose,  unattir'd,  warm,  tender,  full  of  wishes; 
Fierceness  and  pride,  the  guardians  of  her  hoooiir. 
Were  charm'd  to  rest,  and  love  abne  was  waking; 

Rowe'9  Fair  PemUmL 
Ye  sacred  pow'rs,  whose  gracious  providence 
Is  watchful  for  our  good,  guard  me  from  men. 
From  their  deceitful  tongues,  their  vows   and 

flatt'ries ; 
Still  let  me  pass  neglected  by  their  eyes : 
Let  my  bloom  wither,  and  my  form  decay, 
That  none  may  think  it  worth  his  while  to  ruin  me 
And  fetal  love  may  never  be  my  bane. 

Row^9  Fair  Penitemi 
Pleasure  flows  streaming  from  those  lovely  eyeia 
And  with  its  sweetness  overcomes  my  souL 

i>enftit't  Rinaldo  and  Arwada 
Oh  what  a  traitor  is  my  love. 
That  thus  unthrones  me ! 
I  see  the  errors  that  I  would  avoid. 
And  have  my  reason  still,  but  not  the  use  of  *t 

/foiftrnTf  V€9tal  Virgim, 
Love  shall  wing  the  tedious-wasting  day ; 
Life  without  love  is  load ;  and  time  stands  still. 
What  we  refuse  t'^  him,  to  death  we  give ; 
And  then,  then'  only,  when  we  love,  we  live. 

Congreoe'9  Bride  Mmgrmng, 
Love 's  but  the  frailty  of  the  mind, 
When  *t  is  not  with  ambition  join'd ; 
A  sickly  flame,  which,  if  not  fed  expires. 
And  feeding,  wastes  its  self-consuming  fires. 

Congre99 
Thou  know'st  it  is  a  blind  and  fboUsh  passion, 
Pleas'd  and  disgusted  with  it  knows  not  what 

Addi9mC9  Caia, 

Love  is  not  to  be  reascm'd  down,  or  lost 
In  high  ambition,  or  a  thirst  of  greatness : 
*T  is  second  life,  it  grows  into  the  soul. 
Warms  ev'ry  vein,  and  beats  in  ev'ry  pulse : 
I  feel  it  here :  my  resolution  melts. 

Addi9on'9  CaUk 

When  love 's  well-tim'd,  *t  is  not  a  fault  to  kve : 
The  stnmg,  the  brave,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wise, 
Sink  in  the  soft  captivity  together. 

AddufuCa  0ai9. 
Art  thou  not  dearer  to  my  eyes  than  light  ? 
Dost  thou  not  oiroulate  thro^  all  my  veins, 
liGiigle  with  life,  and  ferm  my  very  soul? 

FoHi^s  Btcstris. 

Lofe,  like  wine,  gives  a  tumultuous  bliss^ 
HeightenM  indeed  beyond  all  mortal  pleasures  » 
But  mingles  pangs  and  madness  in  the  bowL 

Young'a  Revenga, 
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Not  an  the  pride  of  beauty ; 
TlMse  ejes,  that  teU  us  what  the  son  is  made  of; 
Those  lips,  whose  touch  u  to  be  bought  with  life ; 
Tbose  hills  of  driTen  snow,  which  s6en  are  fblt; 
AH  these  possest  are  nought,  but  as  they  are 
The  proo^  the  substance  of  an  inward  passion, 
And  the  rich  plonder  of  a  taken  heart 

Ybui^s  Revenge, 
Hie  maid  that  loves 
Goes  out  to  sea  upon  a  shattered  plank, 
And  puts  her  trust  in  miracles  for  safety. 

Young*9  Revenge, 
Alas !  my  lord,  if  talking  would  prevail, 
I  could  suggest  much  better  arguments. 
Than  those  regards  yon  threw  away  on  me ; 
Your  valour,  honour,  wisdom,  prais'd  by  all : 
But  bid  pliyBidans  talk  our  veins  to  temper, 
And  with  an  argument  new-set  a  pabe ; 
Then  think,  my  lord,  of  reasamng  into  love. 

Ymtng^M  Revenge, 
0,  she  was  aB ! 
My  ikme,  my  fKendship,  and  my  love  of  arms. 
All  stoopM  to  her ;  my  blood  was  her  possessian : 
Deep  in  the  secret  fbldings  of  my  heart, 
Sie  liv*d  with  U^  and  &r  the  dearer  she. 

Young^e  Reeenge, 

Alt,  O  those  eyes !  those  murderers !  O  whence. 
Whence  didst  thou  steal  those  burning  orbs? 

From  heay'n  7 
Thou  didst;  and  His  religion  to  adore  them. 

Youngfe  Reeenge, 

If  love  were  endless,  men  were  gods ;  'tis  that 
Does  counterbalance  travail,  danger,  pains,— 
Tis  heaven*s  expedient  to  make  mortals  bear 
The  hffikif  and  cheat  them  of  the  peaceful  grave. 

Yaitng'e  Revenge, 
fioro  my  heart  *s  my  own.    Each  villager 
Is  <iueen  of  her  affections,  and  can  vent 
Her  arbitrary  sighs  where*er  she  pleasei 

Ywng^  Bratkere. 

O  the  soft  commerce !  O  the  tender  ties, 
Ck«e.twisted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 
Which,  broken,  break  them;  and  drain  off  the 

suul 
Of  human  joy ;  and  make  it  pain  to  live  — • 
And  is  it  then  to  live  7    When  such  friends  part, 
T  is  the  survivor  dies— My  heart,  no  more  I 

Ymmfe  Night  neu^. 

WIio  never  lov*d,  ne*er  suffer'd ;  he  feels  nothing. 
Who  nothing  feels  but  for  himself  alone ; 
And  when  we  fed  lor  others,  reason  reels 
O'erloaded,  from  her  path,  and  man  runs  mad. 

Yetmg'e  Nighl  Thengkie. 


Our  first  kyve  murderM  is  the  shar;  est  pang 
A  human  heart  can  &eL 

Yetmg  9  BreAen* 

Love  *s  not  the  effect  of  reason,  or  of  will. 

Few  feel  that  passion's  force  because  they  choose  it. 

And  fewer  yet,  when  it  becomes  their  duty. 

EUzahdh  Haywoo^e  Duke  of  Bruneioick* 

Desire,  when  young,  is  easily  supprcss'd ; 
But  cherish*d  by  the  sun  of  warm  encouragement. 
Becomes  too  strong  and  potent  for  control : 
Nor  yields  but  to  despair,  the  worst  of  passions. 
Elizabeth  Hayujood'e  Duke  of  Brunewiek 

I  cannot  love,  to  counterfeit  is  base. 
And  cruel  too ;  dissembled  love  is  like 
The  poison  of  perfumes,  a  killing  sweetness. 

SewOl'e  Sir  W.  RaUigk 

Love,  strong  ui  wish,  is  weak  in  reason,  still 
Forming  a  thousand  ills,  which  ne*er  shall  be. 
And,  Uke  a  coward,,  kills  itself  to-day. 
With  fikiioy*d  grief  ibr  fear  it  die  to-morrow. 

SeuMe  Sir  W,  RaUi^ 
O  bve !  how  hard  a  fate  is  thine ! 
ObtainM  with  trouUe,  and  with  pain  presorv'd ; 
Never  at  rest 

LanedomCe  Heroic  Love 

0  bve  \  thoa  bane  of  the  most  generous  souls ! 
Thou  doubtful  pleasure,  and  thou  certain  pain ! 
What  magic's  thine  that  melts  the  hardest  hearts 
And  fbob  the  wisest  minds? 

Lmudown^e  Heroic  Loti 
Let  the  fools. 
Who  follow  fortune,  live  upon  her  smiles ; 
All  our  prosperity  is  plac*d  in  love : 
We  have  enough  of  that  to  make  us  happy. 

Souihem^e  OrsMslt. 

Till  now  I  knew  not  what  it  was  to  love ; 
My  loose  desires  deserv*d  a  fbuler  name. 
But  this  &ir  charmer  has  refin*d  my  passions. 
And  with  her  virtue  taught  me  to  admire 
The  beauties  of  the  mind :  therefore,  for  her 

1  will  endure  the  tedious  toil  of  courtship. 

Tmfe  AWnmmU, 
O  slipp*ry  state 
Of  human  pleasures,  fleet  and  volatile, 
Given  us  and  snatchM  again  in  one  short  moment 
To  mortiQr  our  hopes,  and  edge  our  sufferings. 

Trafe  ASbmatk. 
Love,  thai  disturbs 
The  schemes  of  wisdom  still;  that  wingM  with 

passion, 
BBnd  luid  impetuous  in  its  fond  pursuits, 
Leaves  the  grey-headed  reason  far  be&iiid 
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Oh,  that  W6 
In  thoee  blest  woods,  where  first  yon  won  my  soul. 
Had  pass'd  our  gentle  days :  far  firom  the  toil 
Knd  pomp  of  courtB !    Such  is  the  wish  of  love ; 
Of  love,  that,  with  delighted  weakness,  knows 
^o  bUss  and  no  ambition  but  itselC 
But  in  the  world's  ftdl  light,  those  charming  dreams, 
Those  food  iUusions  vanish. 

Tftomaon. 

My  deluded  thought 
Runs  back  to  dajrs  of  love ;  when  fancy  still 
Found  worlds  of  beauty  ever  rising  new 
To  the  transported  eye ;  when  flattering  hope 
Form*d  endless  prospects  of  increasing  bliss ; 
And  still  the  credulous  heart  believ*d  them  afl* 
Ev'n  more  than  love  could  promise. 

Thom8on*i  Scjihemtba, 

But  sure,  my  friend, 
There  is  a  time  for  love ;  or  life  were  vile, 
A  tedious  circle  of  unjoyous  days 
With  senseless  hurry  filled,  distasteful,  wretched, 
Till  love  comes  smiling  in,  and  brings  his  sweets, 
liis  healing  sweets,  soil  cares,  transporting  joys. 
That  make  the  poor  account  of  life  complete. 
And  justify  the  gods. 

77iomson*s  SophomMha, 

Wilt  thou  be  undone  7 
Resign  the  towering  thought?  the  vast  design. 
With  fiiture  glories  big 7  the  warrior's  wreath? 
The  praise  of  senates  7  an  applauding  woild  7 
AH  for  a  sigh  7  all  fer  a  soft  embrace  7 

Thomson's  Sophamtiba, 

Why  should  we  kill  the  best  of  passions,  love  7 
It  aids  the  hero,  bids  ambition  rise 
To  nobler  heights,  inspires  immortal  deeds, 
Ev'n  softens  brutes,  and  adds  a  grace  to  virtue. 
ThomwonCB  Saphonitha, 

Thoee  fond  sensations,  those  enchanting  dreams. 
Which  cheat  a  toiling  world  from  day  to  day, 
And  form  the  whole  of  happiness  they  know. 

Thomson^B  ScphanUba, 

Thus  the  warm  youth. 
Whom  love  deludes  into  his  thorny  wilds 
Thro*  flowery  tempting  paths,  or  leads  a  life 
Of  fever'd  rapture  or  of  cruel  care : 
Ills  brightest  aims  extinguish'd  all,  and  all 
EQs  lively  moments  running  down  to  waste. 

ThommnCs  Sea§cm, 

While  in  the  rosy  vale 
Jjove  breath*d  his  infant  sighs,  from  anguish  firee, 
And  flill  replete  with  bliss ;  save  the  sweet  pain, 
Hiat,  inly  thrilling  but  exalts  it  more. 


Thus  in  soft  anguish  he  consumes  the  day 
Nor  quits  his  deep  retirement,  till  the  moon 
Peeps  through  the  chambers  of  the  fleecy  east, 
EnlightenM  by  degrees,  and  in  her  train 
Leads  on  the  gentle  hours ;  then  ferth  he  walks, 
Beneath  the  trembling  languish  of  her  beam, 
With  softened  soul,  and  wooes  the  bird  of  eve 
To  mingle  woes  with  his. 

Thtmson^i  Senem, 

All  nature  Aides  extinct;  and  she  alone 
Heard,  felt,  and  seen,  possesses  every  thought, 
Fills  every  sense,  and  pants  in  every  vein. 

Thom$on'8  Seaamt, 

These  are  the  charming  agonies  of  love, 
Whose  misery  delights. 

Thoauott^t  Seatm, 

And  let  the  aspiring  routh  beware  of  kve. 
Of  the  smooth  glancer  beware ;  fer  'tis  too  late, 
When  on  his  heart  the  torrent«oflness  pours. 
Then  wisdom  prostrate  lies,  and  feding  feme 
Dissolves  in  air  away;  while  the  fond  soul, 
Wrapt  in  gay  visions  of  unreal  bliss. 
Still  paints  the  illusive  ferm;  the  kindling  grace  i 
The  enticing  smile ;  the  modest  seeming  eye, 
Beneath  whose  beauteous  beams,  belying  hcaTea, 
Lurk  searchless  cunning,  cruelty,  and  death, 
And  still,  false  warbling  in  lus  cheated  ear. 
Her  syren  voice,  enchanting,  draws  him  on 
To  guileful  shores,  and  meads  of  fetal  joy. 

ThommnCs  Seumk 

Devoting  all 
To  love,  each  was  to  each  a  dearer  self; 
Supremely  happy  in  the  awaken'd  power 
Of  giving  joy.    Alone,  amid  the  shades,    ' 
Still  in  harmonious  intercourse  they  liv'd 
The  rural  day,  and  talkM  with  flowing  heart, 
Or  sigh'd,  and  look'd  unutterable  things. 

7%muon*$  Smtm. 

She  fblt  his  flame ;  but  deep  within  her  breast, 
In  bashful  coyness,  or  in  maiden  pride. 
The  soft  return  conceal'd ;  save  when  it  stole 
In  sidelong  glances  firom  her  downcast  eye, 
Or  from  her  swelling  soul  in  stifled  sighs. 

Thomaon'i  SeaiBtii, 

Won  by  the  charm 
Of  goodness  irresistible,  and  all 
In  sweet  disorder  lost,  she  blush'd  consent 

TViomton't  SeutM' 

Love  is  not  in  our  power, 
Nay,  what  seems  stranger,  is  not  in  our  choice  i 
We  only  love  where  fete  ordains  we  should. 
And,  blindly  fond,  oft  slight  superior  merit 

FnnM9  FaU  effkgmOmH. 
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Lore,  sole  lord  and  monarch  of  itself^ 
Allows  no  tics,  no  dictates  bat  its  own* 
To  that  mysterious  arbitrary  power, 
Reason  points  out  and  duty  pleads  in  Tain. 

Matley^i  Imperial  Cap^ne$. 

What  is  this  subtle  searching  flame  of  lore. 
That  penetrates  the  tender  breast  unmaak'dt 
And  biasts  the  h^ui  of  adamant  within ; 
As  the  quick  light*ning  oft  calcines  the  blade 
Of  tempered  steel,  and  leaves  the  sheath  unhurt 

Darcy's  Love  and  Ambition, 
Lore,  like  a  wren  upon  tlio  eagle's  wing. 
Shall  perch  superior  on  ambition's  plume. 
And  mock  the  lordly  passion  in  its  flight 

Darcy^i  Late  and  Ambition, 
Is  passion  to  be  learn'd  then  7  would'st  thou  make 
A  science  of  affection,  guide  the  heart, 
And  teach  it  where  to  fix  7 

Bnoke'e  Earl  of  Wanmek. 

Love  is  a  passion  whose  effects  are  various, 
It  ever  hrings  some  change  upon  the  soul. 
Some  virtue,  or  some  vice,  till  then  unknown. 
Degrades  the  hero,  and  makes  cowards  valiant 

Brooke'e  Guetavtu  Vaoa. 
Almighty  love !  what  wonders  are  not  thine! 
Soon  as  thy  influence  breathes  upon  the  soul, 
By  thee,  the  haughty  bend  the  suppliant  knee, 
Bj  thee,  the  hand  of  avarice  is  opened 
Into  proflision ;  by  thy  power  the  heart 
Of  cruelty  is  meUed  into  softness ; 
The  rude  grow  tender,  and  the  fearful  bold. 

PatUrson^i  ArmimuM, 
Keen  are  the  pangs 
Of  hapless  love,  and  passion  unapproved : 
But  where  consenting  wishes  meet,  and  vows, 
Reciprocally  breath'd,  confirm  the  tie ; 
Joy  rolls  on  joy,  an  inezhausting  stream ! 
And  virtue  crowns  the  sacred  scene. 

SmoUeW§  Rfigieide. 

As  love  can  exquisitely  bless. 

Love  only  feels  the  marvellous  of  pain ; 

Opens  new  veins  of  torture  in  the  soul. 

And  wakes  the  nerve  where  agonies  are  bom. 

SmeUettt  Regicide. 
Adieu,  tor  him, 
Hie  don  engagements  of  the  bustling  vrorld ! 
Adieu  the  sick  impertinence  of  praise ! 
And  hope,  and  action !  fhr  with  her  alone. 
By  streams  and  shades,  to  steal  these  sighing  hours, 
Is  all  he  asks,  and  all  that  fiite  can  give. 

Akennde*§  PUaameo  (tf  Imagination. 

Now  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue, 
And  marriage  grown  a  money-league. 

StoifVe  Cadenue  and  Vaneooa, 


Love  why  do  we  one  pasiion  call. 
When  tis  a  compound  of  them  all? 
Where  hot  and  cdd,  where  sharp  and  sweeC^ 
In  all  their  equipages  meet ; 
Where  pleasures  mix'd  with  pains  appear, 
Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear. 

Sw^*9  Cadenuo  and  Vaneooa, 

There  are  in  love,  the  extremes  of  touch'd  desire; 
The  noblest  brightness !  or  the  coarsest  fire ! 
Li  vulgar  bosoms  vulgar  wishes  move ; 
Nature  guides  choice,  and  as  men  think,  they 

bve. 
Ll  the  loose  passion  men  profane  the  name. 
Mistake  the  purpose,  and  pollute  the  flame: 
In  nobler  bosoms  friendship's  form  it  takes, 
And  sex  alone  the  lovely  difference  makes. 

Aaron  HiO. 

O,  happy  state,  when  souls  each  other  draw, 

When  love  is  liberty,  and  nature  law : 

All  then  is  fiill,  possessing  and  possess'd. 

No  craving  void  left  aching  in  the  breast ; 

Ev'n  thought  meets  thought,  ere  firom  the  hps  it 

part. 
And  each  warm  wish  springs  mutual  from  the 

heart  Pope's  EUnea 

Soon  as  thy  letters  trembling  I  unclose. 
That  well-known  name  awakens  all  my  woes. 
Oh,  name  for  ever  sad !  for  ever  dear ! 
Still  breath'd  in  sighs,  still  usher'd  with  a  tear ! 

Pope's  Eloioa. 

What  scenes  appear  where'er  I  turn  my  view ! 
The  dear  ideas,  where'er  I  fly,  pursue, 
Rise  in  the  grave,  before  the  altar  rise, 
Stain  all  my  soul,  and  wanton  in  my  eyes. 
I  waste  the  matin  lamp  in  sighs  for  thee. 
Thy  image  steals  between  my  God  and  me ; 
Thy  voice  I  seem  in  every  hymn  to  hear. 
With  every  bead  I  drop  too  soft  a  tear. 
When  from  the  censer  clouds  of  firagrance  rail, 
And  swelling  organs  lift  the  rising  soul. 
One  thought  of  thee  puts  all  the  pomp  to  flight, 
Priests,  tapers,  temples,  swim  before  my  sight : 
In  seas  of  flame  my  plunging  soul  is  drown'd. 
While  altare  blaze,  and  angels  tremble  round. 

Pape'e  Eloioa. 

O  death,  all  eloquent !  you  only  prove 
What  dust  we  doat  oo,  when  'tis  man  we  love. 

Pope's  JSbi0« 

Til'  impatient  wish  that  never  feels  repose ; 
Desire  that  with  perpetual  current  flows ; 
Tlie  fluctuating  pangs  of  hope  and  fear ; 
Joy  distant  stiU,  and  sorrow  ever  near ! 

JUeener's  Sh^pwreeo 
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Ah!  lore  every  iiope  can  iiuqpire; 
It  banishes  wisdom  the  while ; 
And  the  lip  of  the  nymph  we  admire 
Seems  for  ever  adom*d  with  a  smile. 

Shenatme't  DiaappeiatmeaL 
Where  lives  the  man  (if  such  a  man  there  be) 
In  idle  wilderness  or  desert  drear, 
To  beauty's  sacred  power  an  enemy  ? 
Let  fbul  fiends  harrow  him ;  I  '11  drop  no  tear. 
I  deem  that  carl  by  beauty's  power  unmor'd 
Hated  of  heaven,  of  none  but  hell  approved ; 
O  may  he  never  love,  O  never  be  belov'd ! 

IT*  Tnotiip$on, 
Let  ns  now,  in  whispered  joy, 
Evening's  silent  hours  employ : 
Silence  best,  and  conscious  shadet. 
Please  the  hearts  that  love  invades; 
OUier  pleasures  give  them  pain, 
Lovers  all  but  love  disdain.  w^  JakntmL 

Tir'd  with  vain  joys  and  &lse  alarms. 
With  mental  and  corporeal  strifb, 
Snateh  me,  my  Stella,  to  thy  arms^ 
And  screen  me  ftom  the  ills  of  lifb. 

XrT.  JahtMOlU 

*Ti8  love,  combin'd  with  guilt  alone,  that  melts 
The  soilen'd  soul  to  cowardice  and  sloth; 
But  virtuous  passion  prompts  the  great  resolve. 
And  fens  the  slumbering  spark  of  heavenly  fire. 

Dr,  John»otCa  Irene, 
Know'st  thou  not  yet,  when  love  invades  the  soul. 
That  all  her  faculties  receive  his  chains ; 
That  reason  gives  her  sceptre  to  his  hand. 
Or  only  struggles  to  be  more  enslavM  7 

Dr,  Jakn§m*9  Irene. 
Why,  when  the  balm  of  sleep  descends  on  man, 
Do  gay  delusions,  wand'nng  o'er  the  brain. 
Soothe  the  delighted  soul  with  emp^  bliss  7 
To  want  give  affluence,  and  to  slavery  Uttedom  7 
Such  are  love's  joys,  the  lenitives  of  fife, 
A  fiincy'd  treasure,  and  a  waking  dream. 

Dr.  JohmmiU  Jrtne. 
And  love  is  still  an  emptier  sound, 
.The  haughty  fair  one's  jest: 
On  earth  unseen,  or  only  found 
To  warm  the  turtle's  nest      ^  • .     .^.,    „ 

None  without  hope  e'er  lovM  the  brightest  fair; 
But  love  can  hope  where  reason  would  despair. 

Lord  LtfttietML 
liove  warms  our  fancy  with  en]iv*taing^  fiiee, 
Refines  our  genius,  and  our  verse  inspires ; 
From  him  Theocritus,  on,  Elena's  plains, 
licamt  the  wild  sweetness  of  his  Doric  strains; 
i^irgil  by  him  was  taught  the  moving  art, 
lliat  ^harm'd  each  ear,  and  soflen'd  every  heart 

Lord  LjftOeitm, 


O  happy  love !  where  love  like  this  is  i 

0  heartfelt  raptures !  bliss  beyond  compare ! 

1  Ve  paced  much  this  weary  mortal  round. 
And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  declare — 

If  heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure  spare, 
One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale, 
'T  is  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair. 
In  other's  arms  breathe  out  the  tender  tale. 
Beneath  the  milk-whjte  thosn  that  scents  the 
evening  gale. 

Bums'a  Cotter's  Saturday  NighL 

It  warms  me,  it  charms  me. 
To  mention  but  her  name : 
It  heats  me,  it  beats  me, 
And  seta  me  a'  on  flame. 

Bttms's  EpioiU  to  Dame, 

Had  we  never  loved  so  kindly. 
Had  we  never  loved  so  blindly, 
Never  met  or  never  parted. 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted. 


Fain  would  I  speak  the  thoughts  I  bear  to  thee, 
But  they  do  choke  and  flutter  in  my  throat, 
And  make  me  like  a  child. 

Jmmna  BaiOui'o  JSttasoId. 

f  True  love's  the  gifl  which  God  has  given 
To  man  alone  beneath  the  heaven. 
It  is  not  fantasy's  hot  fire. 
Whose  wishes,  soon  as  granted,  fly ; 
It  liveth  not  in  fierce  desire. 
With  dead  desire  it  doth  not  die ; 
It  is  the  secret  aympatby. 
The  silver  link,  the  silken  tie. 
Which  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind. 
In  body  and  in  soul  can  bind.  ] 

ScoWe  Lay  tflhe  Loot  MmHrd. 

In  peace,  love  tones  the  8hepher4'B  reed ; 
In  war,  he  mounts  the  warrior's  steed ; 
In  halls,  ill  gay  attire  is  seen ; 
'In  hamlets,  dances  on  the  green ; 
Love  rules  the  court,  the  camp,  the  grove, 
And  men  below  and  saints  above ; 
For  love  is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love. 

SaOts  Lay  of  the  Loot  BluutrA 
Oh,  why  should  man's  success  remove 
The  very  charms  that  make  his  love ' 

ScoWe  Marmion, 

Oh,  Uame  her  pot!  when  zephyrs  wake. 
Hie  aspen's  trembling  leaves  must  shake ; 
When  beams  the  sun  through  April's  shower. 
It  needs  must  Uoorn^  Uie  violet  flower ; 
And  love,  howe'er  the  maiden  strivoi 
Must  with  reviving  hope  revive. 

SooieoLordi^tkaleUo, 
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It  was  bat  with  ffaat  dawniDgf  mcrn. 
Thai  Rodeiiek  Dhn  had  proodlj 
To  drown  his  love  in  war*8  wild  roart 
Nor  think  of  Ellen  Doaglas  more ; 
fiol  he  who  stems  a  stream  wiUi  sand, 
And  fetters  flame  with  flaxen  band, 
Has  yet «  harder  task  to  prove  — 
Bj  firm  resohe  to  oonqner  love ! 

8e€tf9  Lady  of  the  Lake, 
O  love,  reqnited  love,  how  fine  thy  thrills, 
That  shake  the  trembling  firame  with  ecstasy; 
EVn  every  vein  celestial  pleasnre  fills ; 
And  inexpressive  bliss  is  in  each  sigh. 

Sir  S.  JE.  Bnfdgee. 
0  love !  in  snch  a  wilderness  as  this. 
Where  transport  and  security  entwine. 
Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 
And  here  thoa  art  a  god  indeed  divine ; 
Here  shall  no  forms  abridge,  no  hours  confine. 
The  views,  the  walks,  that  boundless  joy  inspire ! 
RoD  on,  ye  days  of  raptur*d  influence,  shine ! 
Nor  blind  with  ecstacy*s  celestial  fire. 
Shall  bve  behold  the  spark  of  earth-born  love  ex- 
pire.      '  Campbdl 
In  joyoos  youth,  what  soul  hath  never  known. 
Thought,  feeling,  taste,  harmonious  to  his  own? 
Who  hath  not  praised  while  beauty's  pensive  eye 
AskM  fix>m  his  heart  the  homage  of  a  sigh  7 
Who  hath  not  own^d,  with  rapture  stricken  frame. 
Hie  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name, 

Campb^e  PUaetaree  ofHepe, 

Then  jToulh,  thou  fond  believer 4 

llie  wily  syren  shun : 

Who  trusts  the  dear  deceiver 

Will  surely  be  undone ! 

When  beauty  triumphs,  ah  beware ! 

Her  smile  is  hope !  her  firawn  despair! 

Montgomery' $  Wanderer  ef  SmUstrkmd. 

Did  v7oman*s  charm  thy  youth  beguile. 

And  did  the  fkir  one  faithless  prove  7 

Hath  she  betrayM  thee  with  her  smile. 

And  sold  thy  love  7 

live !  H  was  a  false  bewildering  fire : 

Too  often  love's  insidious  dart 

Thrills  the  fond  soul  with  wild  desire. 

But  kills  the  heart 

Thou  yet  shalt  know,  how  sweet,  bow  dear, 

To  gaze  on  listening  beauty's  eye ! 

To  ask, — and  pause  in  hope  and  fbar 

Till  she  reply. 

A  nobler  flame  shall  warm  thy  breast, 

A  brighter  maiden  fiuthfiil  prove ; 

Thy  youth,  thine  age,  shall  yet  be  blest 

In  woman's  love. 

JfiH^emciys  WatukrerqftefitvsrlMdL 


Lightly  diott  say'st  that  wema&'s  love  is  fiilse. 

The  thought  is  fiilser  far— 

For  some  of  them  are  true  as  martyr»'  legends^ 

As  fiill  of  su^ring  fiuth,  of  burning  love, 

Of  high  devoticD— vroithier  of  heaven  than  earth, 

O,  Idoknowatale! 

JfatHm's  Berf  ran. 

Why  dost  thou  wander  by  this  mournful  light. 
Feeding  sick  fancy  with  the  thought  that  poisons 
MaturifCe  Bertram, 

Nay,  if  she  love  me  not,  I  care  not  fiw  her : 
Shall  I  look  pale  because  the  maiden  blooms  7 
Or  sigh  because  she  smiles  on  others? 
Not  I,  by  heaven  I  I  hold  my  peace  too  dear, 
To  let  it,  like  the  plume  upon  her  capi 
Shake  at  each  nod  that  her  caprice  shall  dictate. 
Old  Play*    AiUiqaar% 

Love's  holy  flame  for  ever  bumeth ; 

From  heaven  it  came,  to  heaven  retnmeth , 

Too  ofl  on  earth  a  trouble^  guest. 

At  times  deceived,  at  times  opprest 

It  here  is  tried,  and  purified. 

Then  hath  in  heaven  its  perfect  rest: 

It  soweth  here  with  toil  and  card. 

But  the  harvest  time  of  love  is  there 


SmitUy 


Dost  thou  deem 

It  such  an  easy  task  firom  the  ftod  breast 

To  root  afiection  out 

STuihay 

Economy  in  love  is  peace  to  nature. 
Much  like  economy  in  worldly  matter : 
We  should  be  prudent,  never  live  too  fast 
Profusion  "will  not,  cannot  always  last 

Dr.  Wotcafie  Pdar  Ptmmr. 

Ye  finer  souls, 
Form'd  to  soft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
With  all  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pafais. 
That  beauty  gives ;  with  caution  and  reserve 
Indulge  the  sweet  destroyer  of  repose. 
Nor  court  too  much  the  queen  of  charming  cares ' 
For  while  the  cherish'd  poison  hi  your  breast 
Ferments. and  maddens;  sick  with  jeabusy, 
Absence,  distrust,  or  even  with  anxious  joy. 
The  wholesome  appetites  and  powers  of  Uffe 
Dissolve  in  languor.    The  coy  stomach  loathes 
The  genial  board ;  your  cheerful  days  are  gone ; 
The  generous  bloom  that  flush'd  your  cheoks  » 

fled. 
To  ttghs  devoted,  and  to  tender  paina» 
Pensive  you  sit,  or  solitary  stray. 
And  waste  your  youth  in  nursing. 

ArniMtrwg'a  Art  tfPren  img  M»«i 
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Sweet  heaven,  from  raeh  intoxicating  charms, 
Defend  all  worthy  breasts  I  not  that  I  deem 
Xjdve  always  dangerous,  always  to  be  shunned. 
Love  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  sunk 
In  wanton  and  unmanly  tenderness, 
Adds  bloom  to  health;  o*er  OT*ry  virtue  iheds 
A  gay,  humane,  a  sweet,  and  generous  grace, 
And  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man. 
But  fruitless,  hopeless,  disappointed,  rack*d 
With  jealousy,  fatiguM  with  hope  and  fear. 
Too  serious,  or  too  languishingly  fond. 
Unnerves  the  body,  and  immana  the  soul. 

ArrMtrong'i  Art  of  Preteroing  HedUh, 

The  world !  ah,  Fanny  I  love  must  shun 
The  path  where  many  rove ; 
One  bosom  to  recline  upon. 
One  heart  to  be  his  only  one. 
Are  quite  enough  for  love. 


Jtfbors. 


Why  the  world  are  all  thinking  about  it. 
And  as  for  myself  I  can  swear. 
If  I  fancied  that  heaven  were  without  it, 
I M  scarce  feel  a  wish  to  be  there. 

Jtfoors. 

O  the  days  are  gone,  when  beauty  bright 

My  heart-chain  wove ; 

When  my  dream  of  ]i&,  from  morn  till  night. 

Was  love,  still  love ! 

^ew  hope  may  bloom. 

And  days  may  come. 

Of  milder,  calmer  beam. 

But  there  *s  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life, 

As  love's  young  dream ! 

Jlfoore. 

ijove  win  never  bear  enslaving ; 
Summer  garments  suit  him  best ; 
Bliss  itself  is  not  worth  having. 
If  we  're  by  compulsion  blest 


Moore, 


The  time  I  've  lost  in  wooing. 

In  watching  and  pursuing 

The  bght,  that  lies 

In  women's  eyes. 

Has  been  my  heart's  undoing. 

Though  wisdom  ofl  has  sought  me, 

1  scom'd  the  love  she  brought  me, 

My  only  books 

Were  woman's  looks, 

And  SiSly  's  all  they  've  taught  me. 


Moort, 


Oh !  had  we  never,  never  met, 

Or  could  this  heart  e'en  now  forget 

How  Imk'd,  how  bless'd  we  might  have  been, 

Iffld  iato  not  froWn'd  so  dark  between ! 

Moore'M  LaUa  Rookk 


Oh !  best  of  delights,  as  it  everywhere  is. 

To  be  near  the  lov'd  one,— what  a  rapture  is  his. 

Who  in  moonlight  and  music  thus  sweetly  may 

glide 
O'er  the  lake  of  Cashmere,  wltih  that  one  by  his 

side ! 
If  woman  can  make  the  worst  wilderness  dear, 
Think,  think  what  a  heav'n  she  must  make  of 

Cashmere.  Mooro^o  LaUa  Rookk 


■how  light  a  cause  may  move 
Dissension  between  hearts  that  love ; 
Hearts  that  the  world  in  vain  had  tried. 
And  sorrow  but  more  closely  tied ; 
That  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  roogh, 
Yet  in  a  sunny  hour  fall  off, 
Like  ships  that  have  gone  down  at  sea. 
When  heaven  was  all  tranquillity. 

Mcore't  LdOa  RatUu 
Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me. 
Our  Arab  tents  are  rude  for  thee ; 
But  oh !  the  choice  what  heart  can  doubt 
Of  tents  with  love,  or  thrones  without  7 

Moore's  LaUa  Rookk. 

She  loves — but  knows  not  whom  she  loves. 
Nor  what  his  race,  nor  whence  he  came ; — 
Like  one  who  meets,  in  Indian  groves, 
Some  beauteous  bird  without  a  name. 
Brought  by  the  last  ambrosial  breeze, 
From  isles  in  th'  undiscover'd  seas. 
To  show  his  plumage  far  a  day 
To  wondering  eyes,  and  wing  away  I 

Moore'9  LdOa  Rookk. 

'T  was  his  own  voice — she  could  not  err — 
Throughout  the  breathing  woild's  extant 
There  was  but  one  such  voice  for  her, 
So  kind,  so  sofl,  so  ek)qaent ! 
Oh !  sooner  shall  the  rose  of  May 
Mistake  her  own  sweet  nightingale. 
And  to  some  meaner  minstrel's  lay 
Open  her  bosom's  flowing  veil. 
Than  love  shall  ever  doubt  a  Usie, 
A  breath  of  the  bekived  cue. 

Moors's  LaUa  RookL 

Oh !  I  would  ask  no  happier  bed, 
Than  the  chill  wave  my  love  lies  under : 
Sweeter  to  rest  together  dead. 
Far  sweeter  than  to  live  asunder. 


There 's  not  a  look,  a  word  of  thine. 
My  soul  hath  e'er  forgot ; 
Thou  ne'er  hast  bid  a  ringlet  shine. 
Nor  giv'n  thy  locks  one  gracefiil  twine, 
Which  I  remember  not 
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TV)  tee  thee  every  day  that  came. 
And  find  thee  every  day  the  same, 
In  plea8ure*8  smile  or  8orrow*8  tear. 
The  same  benign  consoling  dear  I 
To  meet  thee  caxly,  leave  thee  late, 
Has  been  so  long  my  bliss,  my  fate. 
That  now  I  ieel  tl^  lovers  sweet  ray. 
Which  came,  like  sunshine,  every  day. 
And  all  my  pain,  my  sorrow  chas*d, 
Shines  on  a  lone  and  loveless  waste. 


Moore, 


Twas  but  for  a  moment  —  and  yet  in  that  time 
She  crowded  th*  impressions  of  many  an  hour : 
Her  eye  had  a  glow,  like  the  sun  of  her  clime, 
Which  wakM  cvVy  feeling  at  once  into  flower  I 

Mocre. 
Nay,  tempt  me  not  to  love  again. 
There  was  a  time  when  love  was  sweet ; 
Dear  Nea !  had  I  known  thee  then, 
Our  Boob  had  not  been  slow  to  meet ! 
But,  oh !  this  weary  heart  hath  run 
So  many  a  time  the  rounds  of  pain, 
Not  e*en  for  diee,  thou  lovely  one ! 
Would  I  endure  such  pangs  again. 

JIfoore. 
Oh !  thou  shalt  be  all  else  to  me. 

That  heart  can  ieel  or  tongue  can  feign ; 
1*11  praise,  admire,  and  worship  thee, 
But  must  not,  dare  sot,  love  again. 

Mo9re. 
In  pleasure's  dream  or  sorrow's  hour. 
In  crowded  hall  or  lonely  bower, 
The  business  of  my  soul  shall  be. 
For  ever  to  remember  thee ! 

Afoore. 
O  magie  of  k>ve  I  unembellishM  by  you. 
Has  the  garden  a  hlnsh  or  the  herbage  a  hue  ? 
Or  blooms  there  a  prospect  in  nature  or  art. 
Like  the  vista  that  shines  through  the  eye  to  the 
heart?  Jtfoore. 

That  happy  minglement  of  hearts, 
Where,  chang'd  as  chemic  compounds  are. 
Each  with  its  own  ezintence  parts. 
To  find  a  new  ono,  happier  far ! 

Moore* t  Looet  of  the  Angtle. 
Oh  what,  while  I  could  hear  and  see 
Such  words  and  looks,  was  heaven  to  mc  7 
Though  gross  the  air  on  earth  I  drew, 
Twas  blessed,  while  she  breathM  it  too; 
Tbo^gh  dark  the  flowers,  though  dim  the  sky. 
Lore  lent  tnem  light,  whUe  she  was  nigh. 

Moore^e  Loree  of  the  Angela^ 
Love  was  to  his  impassionM  soul 
Not,  as  with  others,  a  mere  part 
Of  his  existence,  but  the  whole  •— 
The  very  life-breath  of  his  heart 

Moore'e  Looee  of  the  AngeU. 


Man,  while  he  loves,  is  never  quite  depraVd, 
And  woman's  Triumph,  is  a  lover  sav'd. 

Hon.  (?.  Lmh, 
Oh !  who  the  eiqnisite  delight  can  tell, 
The  joy  whieh  mutual  confidence  imparts. 
Or  who  can  paint  the  charm  unspeakable 
Which  links  in  tender  bands  two  fkithful  hearts  7 
In  vain  assail'd  by  fortune's  envious  darts 
Their  mitigated  woes  are  sweetly  shar'd, 
And  doubled  joy  reluctantly  departs : 
Let  but  the  sympatliising  heart  be  spar'd. 
What  sorrow  seems  not  light,  what  peril  is  not 
dar'd  ?  Jlfrs.  Tighe'e  Peyehe. 

Oh !  never  may  suspicion's  gloomy  sky 
Chill  the  sweet  glow  of  fondly  trusting  love ! 
Nor  ever  may  he  feel  tlie  scowling  eye 
Of  dark  distrust  his  confidence  reprove ! 
In  pleasing  error  may  I  rather  rove. 
With  blind  reliance  on  the  hand  so  dear. 
Than  let  cold  prudence  from  my  eyes  remove 
Tliose  sweet  delusions,  where  no  doubt,  nor  fear. 
Nor  foul  disloyalty,  nor  cruel  change  appear. 

JITrf .  Tighe'e  Peyehe. 

Oh,  who  art  thou  who  darest  of  love  complain  7 
He  is  a  gentle  spirit  and  injures  none  I 
His  foes  are  ours ;  firom  them  the  bitter  pain, 
The  keen,  deep  anguish,  the  heart>rending  groan, 
Which  in  his  milder  reign  are  never  known. 
His  tears  are  softer  than  the  April  showers. 
White-handed  innocence  supports  his  throne ; 
His  sighs  are  sweet  as  breath  of  earliest  flowers. 
Affection  guides  his  steps,  and  peace  protects  his 
bowers.  Mre,  Tighe'e  Poyehe, 

When  pleasure  sparkles  in  the  cup  of  youth. 
And  the  gay  hours  on  downy  wing  advance ; 
Oh !  then,  't  is  sweet  to  hear  the  lip  of  truth 
Breathe  the  soft  vows  of  love,  sweet  to  entrance 
The  raptur'd  soul  by  intermingling  glance 
Of  mutual  bliss;  sweet  amid  roseate  bowers. 
Led  by  the  hand  of  k>ve,  to  weave  the  dance. 
Or  unmoleeted  crop  Hfo's  fairy  flowers, 
Or  bask  in  joy's  bright  sun  through  calm  un- 
clouded hours.  Mre,  Tighe^e  Peyehe 

When  vez'd  by  cares  and  harass'd  by  distress. 
The  storms  of  fortune  chill  thy  soul  with  dread. 
Let  love,  consoling  love !  still  sweetly  bless, 
And  his  assuasive  balm  benignly  shed : 
This  downy  plumage  o'er  thy  pillow  sjvead. 
Shall  lull  thy  weeping  sorrows  to  repose : 
To  love  the  tender  heart  hath  ever  fled» 
As  on  its  mother's  breast  the  infant  throws 
Its  sobbing  face,  and  there  in  sleep  forgets  its  woem 
Jlfrt.  THghe'e  Ptfcht 
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(Hi !  most  ador'd !  Oh !  most  regretted  love ! 
Oh !  joys  that  never  must  again  be  mine, 
And  thou,  loet  hope,  fiurewell !  — Vainly  I  rove, 
For  never  shall  I  reach  that  land  divine. 
Nor  ever  shall  thy  beams  celestial  shine 
Again  upon  my  sad  onheeded  way ! 

Mn,  Tif^U  Psyche, 

Oh  you,  for  whom  I  write !  whose  hearts  can  melt 
At  the  soft  thrilling  voice  whose  power  you  prove. 
You  know  what  charm,  unutterably  felt. 
Attends  the  unexpected  voice  of  Love  \ 
Above  the  lyre,  the  lute's  soft  notes  above, 
With  sweet  enchantment  to  the  soul  it  steals, 
And  bears  it  to  Elysium's  happy  grove ; 
You  best  can  tell  the  raptures  Psyche  feels 
When  love's  ambrosial  lip  the  vows  of  Hymen 
seals.  Mrff.  Tight'9  Ptyche, 

Oh !  have  you  never  known  the  silent  charm 
That  undistorb'd  retirement  yields  the  soul. 
Where  no  intruder  might  your  peace  alarm. 
And  tenderness  have  wept  without  oontrol. 
While  melting  fondness  o'er  the  bosom  stole? 
Did  fkncy  never,  in  some  lonely  grove. 
Abridge  the  hours  which  must  in  absence  roll ! 
Those  pensive  pleasures  did  you  never  prove. 
Oh,  you  have  never  lov'd !  You  know  not  what  is 
k)ve !  Mr9,  Tighe'B  Ptyche. 

Man  may  despoil  his  brother  man  of  all 

That  'a  great  or  glittering — ^kingdoms  M — hosts 

yieU  — 
Friends  ftil— slaves  fly— and  all  betray,  and, 

more 
Than  all,  the  most  mdebted  —  but  a  heart 
Hiat  loves  without  self  Jove!    "Tis  here!   now 

prove  it  Syren's  Sardanapalut. 

Peace !  I  have  sought  it  where  it  should  be  found. 
In  love  —  with  love  too — which  perhaps  descrv'd 

it; 
And,  in  its  stead,  a  heaviness  of  heart — 
A  weakneas  of  the  spirit — listless  days, 
And  nights  inexorable  to  sweet  sleep, 

Have  come  upon  me. 

Bynn*9  Heaven  and  Earth. 

Alas  *  ^hat  else  is  love  but  sorrow  7    Even 

fib  who  made  the  earth  and  love,  had  soon  to  grieve 

Above  its  first  and  best  inhabitants. 

ByrtnCe  Heaven  and  Earth, 

My  Adah  !  let  me  call  thee  mine. 
Albeit  thou  art  not:  'tis  a  word  I  cannot 
Part  with,  although  I  must  fhxn  thee. 

ByrwCe  Heaven  and  Earik, 

Let  none  think  to  fly  the  danger, 
Tor  souB  or  late  love  is  his  own  avenger. 


He  who  hath  h»v'd  not,  here  would  learn  that  loM, 
And  make  hb  heart  a  spirit;  he  who  know* 
That  lender  mystery,  will  love  the  more. 
For  this  is  bve's  recess,  where  vain  men's  vroe* 
And  the  world's  waste  hath  driven  him  fkt  from 

thoee. 

For  't  is  his  nature  to  advance  or  die ; 
He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decays  or  grows 
Into  a  boundless  blessing,  which  may  rie 
With  the  immortal  lights,  in  its  eternity ! 

Byren'e  Childe  Har^d, 

Oh  kyve !  no  habitant  of  earth  thou  art— - 
An  unseen  seraph,  we  believe  in  thee, 
A  fliith  whose  martyrs  are  the  broken  heart ; 
But  never  yet  hath  seen,  nor  e'er  diall  see, 
The  naked  eye,  thy  form  as  it  shall  be ; 
The  mind  hath  made  thee,  as  it  peopled  haaveoi 
Even  with  its  own  desiring  phantasy. 
And  to  a  tliought  such  shape  and  image  giYen, 
As  haunts  the  unqoench'd  soul-^pareh'd^ww* 
ried — wrung — and  riven* 

Bynm't  CkOda  BthU. 

Oh!  I  envy  those 
Whoso  hearts  on  hearts  as  faithful  can  repose. 
Who  never  fi;cl  the  void,  the  wandering  thought 
That  sighs  o'er  visions  —  such  as    mine  hath 
wrought  Byron's  Gkmr. 

Yes,  love  indeed  is  light  from  heaven, 
A  spark  of  that  immortal  fire 
WiUi  angels  shar'd,  by  Alia  given. 
To  lift  firom  earth  our  low  desire. 
Devotion  wafbi  the  mind  above. 
But  heaven  itself  descends  in  love ; 
A  feeling  fVom  the  god-head  caught, 
To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  thought ; 
A  ray  of  him  who  fbrm'd  the  whole : 
A  glory  circling  round  the  soul ! 

Byrom*a  QimoM* 

hcmi  will  find  its  way 
Through  paths  where  wolves  would  fear  to  prey. 
And  if  it  dares  enough  't  were  hard 
If  passion  met  not  some  reward. 

Byren't  Ommr. 

The  cold  in  clime  are  cold  in  blood. 
Their  love  can  scarce  deserve  the  name : 
But  mine  was  like  the  lava  flood 
That  boils  m  JBtna's  breast  of  flame. 

Byrm*9  Ohmr. 
To  k>ve  the  softest  hearts  are  prdne. 
But  such  can  ne'er  be  all  his  own ; 
Too  timid  in  his  woes  to  share, 
Too  meek  to  meet,  or  brave  despair : 
And  sterner  hearts  alone  can  feel 
Tlie  wound  that  time  can  never  heat 

Byron  9  Ctmsw* 
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Thus  passions  Hn  and  womau^s  art. 
Can  torn  and  tame  the  sternest  heart ; 
From  these  its  form  and  tone  are  ta'en. 
And  what  they  make  it,  most  remain. 
Bat  bfeak  -^^  before  it  bend  a^ain* 

BjfTM't  Oiaour, 
Ours  too  the  glance  none  saw  beside ; 
Hie  smile  none  else  might  understand ; 
The  whisperM  thought  of  hearts  allied. 
The  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand. 

Byron, 

Hien  there  were  sighs  the  deeper  fer  suppression. 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft, 
And  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  transgression, 
Trembling,  when  met,  and  restleamess  when  left 

Byron, 
I  deem'd  that  time,  I  deemM  that  pride 
Had  quenchMat  length  my  boyish  flame ; 
Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side. 
My  heait  in  all,  save  hope,  the  same. 

Byron. 

Man's  love  is  of  man^s  life  a  thing,  a  part, 
Tis  woman^s  whole  existence ;  man  may  range 
"Hie  court,  the  camp,  church,  Tessel,  and  the  mart. 
Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  offer  in  exchange ; 
Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart ; 
And  few  there  are  whom  these  cannot  estrange ; 
Men  ha?e  all  these  resources,  we  but  one  — 
To  love  again,  and  be  again  undone. 

Byron, 

Alas  *  the  love  of  women !  it  is  known 
To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearful  thing ; 
For  an  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown, 
And  if  tis  lost,  life  has  no  more  to  bring 

To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone. 

Byron, 

Upon  his  hand  she  laid  her  own— 

light  was  the  touch,  but  it  thrilPd  to  the  bone, 

And  shot  a  dullness  to  his  heart. 

Which  fix*d  him  beyond  the  power  to  start 

ByronU  Siege  of  CorwtiL 
Tes — it  was  kyfe — if  thoughts  of  tenderness, 
l^iad  in  temptation,  strengthenM  by  distress, 
Unmor'd  by  absence,  firm  in  every  clime. 
And  yet— oh  more  than  all!  untired  by  time  f 
Which  nor  defeated  hope,  nor  baffled  wile, 
Ooold  render  sullen  were  she  near  to  smile, 
Nor  ragie  could  fire,  nor  sickness  firet  to  vent 
On  her  one  murmur  of  his  discontent ; 
Which  still  would  meet  with  joy,  with  calmness 

part, 
Lest  that  his  k)ok  of  grief  should  reach  her  heart ; 
Which  nought  removed,  nor  menaced  to  remove— 
If  ther<t  be  love  in  mortals — ^this  was  love ! 

ByrwC$  Corssir. 


And  he  was  moumM  by  one  whose  quiet  grief 
Less  loud,  outlasts  a  people^s  for  their  chie£ 
Vain  was  all  question  ask'd  her  of  the  past, 
And  vain  e*en  menace  —  silent  to  the  last ; 
She  told  nor  whence  nor  why  she  lefl  behind 
Her  all  for  one  who  seem*d  but  little  kind. 
Why  did  she  love  him  7  curious  fool !  be  still— 
Is  human  love  the  growth  of  human  will  7 
To  her  he  might  be  gentleness ;  the  stem 
Have  deeper  thoughts  than  your  dull  eyes  discern. 
And  when  they  love,  your  smilers  guess  not  how 
Beats  the  strong  heart,  though  less  the  lips  avow. 

BynnCoLam 
All  the  stars  of  heaven. 
The  deep  blue  moon  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 
Which  looks  a  spirit,  or  a  spirits  world— 
The  hues  of  twilightr— the  sun's  gorgeous  coming'^ 
His  setting  indescribable,  which  fills 
My  eyes  with  pleasant  tears  as  I  behold 
Him  sink,  and  feel  my  heart  float  sofUy  with  liim 
Along  the  western  paradise- of  ckiuds— > 
The  forest  shade -« the  green  bough— the  bird*« 

voice. 
The  vesper  bird's  —  which  seems  to  sing  of  kffU| 
And  mingles  with  the  song  of  cherubim. 
As  the  day  closes  over  £dcn*s  walls  — 
All  these  are  nothing,  to  my  eyes  and  heart, 
Like  Adah*s  face :  I  torn  from  earth  to  heaven 

To  gazo  on  it 

ByrotCt  Cairn, 

The  all-absorbing  flame 
Which,  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same. 
Wrapt  in  one  blaze ;  the  pure,  yet  funeral  pile. 
Where  gentle  hearts,  like  Bramins,  sit  and  smile. 

Jvyrsn* 

With  thee,  all  tcnls  are  sweet;  each  clime  hath 

charms; 
Earth — sea  alike — our  world  within  oar  arms. 
ByroiCo  BriiU  tf  Ahyioo, 
Holy  and  fervent  love !  had  earth  but  rest 
For  thee  and  thine,  this  world  were  all  too  fkir ! 
How  oould  we  thence  be  wean'd  to  die  withont 
7  Mro.  Homatu^4  Poemo 


They  sin  who  tell  us  love  can  die : 

With  love  all  other  passions  fly, 

AD  others  are  but  vanity ; 

In  heaven  ambition  cannot  dwell. 

Nor  avarice  in  the  vaults  of  hell ; 

Earthly  these  passions  of  the  earth. 

They  perish  where  they  have  their  birth , 

But  Lcve  is  indestructible ; 

Its  holy  flame  for  ever  bumeth, 

Erom  heaven  it  came,  to  heaven  retometh. 
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Mightier  far 
Than  strength  of  nenro  or  sinew,  or  the  sway 
or  magic  potent  over  sun  and  star. 
Is  love,  though  oft  to  agony  distrest, 
And  though  his  fitvonrite  seat  be  feeble  woman's 
breast  Wmt$worth, 

There  is  a  comfort  in  the  strength  of  love ; 
'T  will  make  a  thing  endurable,  which  else 
Would  overset  the  brain,  or  break  the  heart 

Wordiworth. 
I  ]ov«  thee,  and  I  feel 
That  oii  the  fountain  of  my  heart  a  seal 
Is  set  to  keep  its  waters  pore  and  bright 
For  thee. 

Shdiey. 

In  many  ways  does  tho  ifaU  heart  reveal 
Hie  presence  of  the  love  it  would  conoeaL 

CoUridge. 
Love  is  a  superftitiaa  that  doth  fear 
The  idd  which  itself  has  made 

Sir  Thomat  Overbury. 

God  gives  us  love.    Something  to  love 
He  lends  us ;  but  when  love  is  grovni 

To  ripeness,  that  on  which  it  throve 
Falls  off,  and  love  is  left  alone. 

Tennywn, 

Let  no  one  say  that  there  is  need 

Of  time  fbr  love  to  grow ; 
Ah  no !  the  k>ve  that  kiUs  indeed 

Despatches  at  a  blow. 

LordHBOmid. 
Love  is  a  pearl  i£  purest  hue, 

But  stormy  waves  are  round  it, 
And  dearly  may  a  woman  rue 

The  hour  that  first  she  feund  it 

Jilts  Lomiim. 
It  is  a  fbarfbl  thing 
To  tove  as  I  love  thee;  to  feel  the  world  — 
The  bright,  the  beautifhl,  joy-giving  world  — 
A  blank  without  thee.    Never  more  to  me 
Can  hope,  joy,  fear,  wear  difierent  seeming.   Now, 
I  have  no  hope  that  does  not  dream  fer  thee; 
I  have  no  joy  that  is  not  shar'd  by  thee ; 
I  have  no  fear  that  does  not  dread  for  thee ; 
All  that  I  once  took  pleasure  in  —  my  hite, 
is  only  sweet  when  it  repeats  thy  name ; 
My  flowers,  I  only  gather  them  fbr  thee ; 
The  book  drops  listless  down,  I  cannot  read. 
Unless  it  is  to  thee ;  my  lonely  houn 
Are  spent  in  shaping  forth  our  ffatore  lives, 
Afler  my  own  romantic  fantasies. 
He  is  the  sur  round  which  my  thoughts  revolve 
ULb  Mtellites. 


Love  is  of  heavenly  birtii. 
But  turns  to  death  on  touching  earth. 

Mi99 

Love !  thou  art  not  a  king  alone. 

Both  slave  and  king  thou  art ! 
Who  seeks  to  sway,  must  stoop  to  own 

Thy  kingdom  of  the  heart 

The  New  Timon, 

To  say  he  lovM, 
Was  to  affirm  what  oil  his  eye  avouched. 
What  many  an  action  testified,  and  yet. 
What  wanted  confirmation  of  his  tongue. 

J.  Sheridan  KrmuHes. 

Love  not — love  not — the  thing  yon  love  may 
change. 
The  roey  lips  may  oease  to  smile  on  yon; 
Tho  kindly  beaming  eye  grow  cold  and  sitrange. 
Hie  heart  still  warmly  beat,  and  not  fbr  yon. 

Mf.  Norton. 

Oh !  love,  love  well,  but  only  onoe !  fbr  never  shall 

the  dream 
Of  yonthfhl  hope  return  again  on  life*s  dark  rolling 

stream.  JIfrt.  NorUm 

Into  my  heart  a  silent  look 

flash'd  from  thy  careless  eyes. 
And  what  before  was  shadow,  took 

The  light  of  summer  skies. 
The  first-born  love  was  in  that  look ; 

The  Venus  rose  fl'om  out  the  deep 

Of  those  inspiring  eyes. 

BidtoerU  Poems, 

There's  a  love  which,  bom 
In  early  days,  lives  on  through  silent  years, 
Nor  ever  shines  but  in  the  hour  of  sorrow. 
When  it  shows  brightest — like  the  trembling  light 
Of  a  pale  sunbeam  breaking  o'er  the  fiioe 
Of  the  wild  waters  in  their  hour  of  warfiire. 

Franceo  KemJbiU  Butier —  Fratteia  J 

The  sweetest  joy,  the  wildest  woe  is  love ; 
The  taint  of  earth,  the  odour  of  the  skies. 
Is  in  it 

BoOey'tPetCw 

Oh !  love  is  like  the  rose. 
And  a  month  it  may  not  see, 
Ere  it  withers  where  it  grows. 

BMky'tFsstes 

But  lov'd  he  never  after  7    Came  there  none 
To  roil  the  stone  fi^m  his  sepulchral  heart, 
And  sit  in  it  an  angel  7 

BaiUy'9  FestuM 

Love  is  a  sorry  slave, 
And  a  sad  master. 


LOYIL 


The  sick  aod. 
Tint  boms  with  love's  delusioosi  ever  dreuiis» 
Diwdii^  its  losses.    It  for  ever  makes 
A  gknmj  shadow  gather  in  the  skies. 
And  doads  the  day;  and,  looking  far  beyond 
llie  gloiy  in  its  gfaze,  it  sadly  sees 
Coontless  privations,  and  far-coming  storms, 
Shrinking  from  what  it  conjures. 

SimmM'i  Poems. 

Then  crush,  e  'en  in  the  honr  of  birth 

Tlie  infant  bnds  of  love. 
And  tread  the  growing  fire  to  earth 

Ere  His  dark  in  donds  above. 
Cberiah  no  more  a  cypress  tree 

To  shade  thy  fotnre  years. 
Nor  xrarse  a  heart>flame  that  most  be 

QnenchM  only  with  thy  tears. 

JiaOedb's  Poma, 

Love  has  perish'd :  —  hist,  hist,  how  they  teOt 
Beating  pnlae  of  mine,  his  fhneral  knell ! 
Loffe  is  dead !  ay,  dead  and  gone ! 
Why  should  I  be  living  on  7 

Mr$,  E.  O.  Smitk'$  Poema. 

Give  me  to  love  my  fallow,  and  in  love. 
If  with  none  other  grace  to  chaunt  my  strain. 

Sweet  key-note  of  soft  cadences  above, 
Sole  star  of  solace  in  life's  night  of  pain; 

Chief  gem  of  Eden,  firactor'd  in  the  fiOl 

That  roin'd  two  fond  hearts  and  tamish'd  all ! 

Ralph  BoyL 

Our  love  came  as  the  early  dew 

Comes  unto  drooping  flowers ; 
Dropping  its  first  sweet  freshness  on 

Our  life's  dull,  lonely  hours : 
As  each  pale  blossom  lifts  its  head, 
Reviv'd  with  blessings  nightly  ahed. 

By  summer  breexe  and,  dew, — 
Oh !  thus  our  spirits  rose  beneath 
Love's  gentle  dews  and  living  breath. 

To  drink  of  life  anew! 

Afrt.  R.  S.  NichoU. 

She  had  mark'd 
The  silent  youth,  and  with  a  beauty's  eye 
Knew  wen  she  was  belov'd ;  and  though  her  light 
And  bounding  spirit  still  was  wild  and  gay. 
And  sporting  in  the  revel,  yet  her  hours 
Of  solitude  were  visited  by  him 

Who  kx>k*d  with  such  deep  passion. 

PereimL 

Unhappy  he,  who  lets  a  tender  heart. 
Bound  to  him  by  the  ties  of  earliest  love. 
Fall  from  him  by  his  own  neglect,  and  die. 
Because  it  met  no  kindness. 

PsrctosZi 


Love's  altar  oft  is  kindled  by  the  ray 
Tliat  beams  from  gratitude. 

ilffs.  IiaU*a  Orwumd  Cfronenor, 

Love's  reign  is  eternal. 

The  heart  is  his  throne. 
And  he  has  all  seasons 

Of  life  for  his  own. 

O.  P.  Morria 

O,  he 's  aeoorst  from  all  that 's  good. 
Who  never  knew  Love's  healing  power ; 
Svhch  sinner  qn  his  sins  must  brood, 
And  wait  alone  his  hour. 
If  stranger  to  earth's  beauty — human  love. 
There  is  no  rest  below,  nor  hope  above. 

Dam 

If  we  lore  one  another. 
Nothing,  in  truth,  can  harm  us,  whatever  mis 
chances  may  happen. 

Lmgfelhw'^  EwM^aSma, 

True  love  is  at  home  on  a  carpet, 

And  mightily  likes  his  ease,  — 
And  true  love  has  an  eye  for  a  dinner. 

And  starves  beneath  shady  trees. 
His  wing  is  the  fan  of  a  lady. 

His  fix>t  *s  an  invisible  thing. 
And  his  arrow  is  tipp'd  with  a  jewel. 

And  shot  from  a  silver  string. 

Love  knoweth  every  form  of  air, 

And  every  shape  of  earth. 
And  comes,  unbidden,  everywhere. 

Like  thought's  mysterious  birth. 

WiSia's  Poema. 

Love 
Has  lent  life's  wings  a  rosy  hue ; 
But,  ah  I  Love's  dyes  were  caught  above ; 
They  brighten — but  they  wither  toa 

WiUia'a  Poema, 

Ask  me  not  why  I  should  love  her: 

Look  upon  tiiose  soul-fbll  eyes ! 
Look  while  mirth  or  fbeling  move  her, 

And  see  there  how  sweetly  rise 
Thoughts  gay  and  gentle  from  a  breast 
Which  is  of  innocence  the  nest— 
Which,  though  each  joy  were  fVom  it  fled, 
By  truth  would  still  be  tenanted  I 

HiffmmCa  Paama. 

Oh,  early  love,  too  fiiir  thou  art 

For  earth,  — too  beautifiil  and  pure;-« 

Fast  fade  thy  day-dreams  from  the  heart. 
But  all  thy  waking  woes  endure 

Jiff.   WhUHUM, 
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LOVERS. 


LOVERS. 

Thofl  warred  he  kng  time  against  hie  wiSt 
Till  that  through  weakneas  he  was  forc'd  at  hst 
To  yield  himself  mto  the  mighty  ill. 
Which  as  a  victor  proud  gan  ransack  fast 
Bis  inward  parts,  and  aU  his  entraib  wast. 
That  neither  blood  in  ft.ce,  nor  life  in  heart, 
It  left,  but  both  did  quite  dry  up  and  blast. 
As  piercing  leven,  which  the  inner  part 
Of  every  thing  consomes,  and  calcineth  by  art. 

Spen$er^9  Fairy  Qaeem, 
She  greatly  gan  enamoured  to  wax. 
And  with  vain  thoughts  her  ftlsed  fancy  vex: 
Her  fickle  heart  conceived  hasty  fire. 
Like  sparks  of  fire  that  ftll  in  slender  flex, 
ThtA  shortly  burnt  into  extreme  desire, 
And  ransacked  all  her  veins  with  passion  entire. 

Speiua't  Fairy  Queen, 
flad,  sour,  and  full  of  ftncies  firail 
She  grew,  yet  wist  she  neither  how  nor  why; 
She  wist  not  (silly  maid)  what  she  did  aile. 
Yet  wist  she  was  not  well  at  ease  perdy, 
Tet  thought  it  vnis  not  love  but  some  melancholy. 

SpenserU  Fairy  Queen, 
Nor  anght  it  mote  the  noble  maid  avail. 
Nor  slake  the  fiiry  o£  her  cruel  flame. 
But  that  she  still  did  waste,  and  still  did  wait, 
That  through  long  languor,  and  heart  burning 

brame. 
She  shortly  like  a  pined  ghost  became. 

Speneer^a  Fairy  Queen. 
Hie  gnawing  envy,  the  heart  firetting  fear, 
The  vain  surmises,  the  distrustful  shows. 
The  false  reports  that  flying  tales  do  bear. 
The  doubts,  the  dangers,  the  delays,  the  woes, 
The  feigned  fHends,  the  muMsnred  foes, 
With  thousands  more  than  any  tongue  can  tell. 
Do  make  a  lover's  life  a  witch's  helL 

Speneei^a  Hymn  in  kommr  if  Love. 
The  rolling  wheel,  that  runneth  often  round. 
The  hardest  steel  in  tract  of  time  doth  tear; 
And  driziling  drops,  that  often  do  redound. 
Firmest  flint  doth  in  oontinQanoe  wear : 
Yet  cannot  I,  with  many  a  dropping  tear, 
And  long  entreaty,  soften  her  hard  heart, 
That  she  will  once  vouchsafe  my  plaint  to  hear, 
Or  look  with  pity  on  my  painful  smart : 
Rut  when  I  plead,  she  bids  me  play  my  part ; 
And  when  I  weep,  she  says  tears  are  but  vrater ; 
And  when  I  sigh,  she  says  I  know  the  art ; 
And  when  I  wail,  she  turns  herself  to  laughter; 
Sf>  do  I  weep  and  wail,  aad  plead  in  vain. 
While  she  as  steel  and  flmt  doth  still  remain. 


Humbled  vnth  ftar  and  awfti  revevenee. 

Before  the  ibotslool  of  his  majesty. 

Throw  thyself  down,  with  trembling  i 

Nor  dare  look  up  with  corruptible  eye 

On  the  dread  ftce  of  that  great  deity. 

For  fear,  lest  if  he  chance  to  look  on  thee. 

Thou  turn  to  nought,  and  qnite  confomided  be. 

JSpeneer 
Lovers*  eyes  more  sharply  sighted  be 
Than  other  men's,  and  in  dear  love's  delight 
See  more  than  any  other  eyes  can  see. 

Spenetr 

Lovers  and  madmen  have  such  soothing  brains^ 
Such  sharp  ftntasies,  that  they  apprehend 
More  than  cool  reason  ever  oomprebenda. 

Shake.  Mideummer  NighCe  Dream 

Such  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are ; 
Unstaid  and  skittish  in  all  motions  else. 
Save,  in  the  constant  image  of  the  creature 
That  is  belov'd. 

Shake.  Tweiflk  iV«Ac 

Then,  the  lover; 
Sighing  like  fbmaoe,  with  a  woeffal  ballad 
Made  to  his  mistress'  eye-brow. 

Shake.  Ae  yen  like  U 

If  thou  remember'st  not  the  slightest  folly 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into. 
Thou  hast  not  lov'd. 

Shake.  AeyenUkek 

A  lover  may  bestride  the  gossamours 
That  idle  in  the  wanton  summer  air. 
And  yet  not  fliU ;  so  light  b  vanity. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JeUei 

It  is  my  soul,  that  calls  upon  my  name ; 

How  silver-sweet  sound  lovers'  tongues  by  night. 

Like  softest  music  to  attending  ears. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  Juliet 

Now  it  is  about  the  very  hour 
That  Silvia,  at  friar  Patrick's  cell,  should  meet  me 
She  win  not  fail ;  for  fevers  break  not  hours, 
Unless  it  be  to  come  before  their  time ; 
So  much  they  spur  their  expedition. 

Shake.  Two  GenUemen  of  Verona 

Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fimd  lover  7 

Pr'ythee  why  so  pale? 

Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  her. 

Looking  ill  prevail? 

Pr'ythee  why  so  pale? 

Quit,  quit,  for  shame !  this  will  not  move. 

This  cannot  take  her; 

If  of  herself  she  will  not  love^ 

Nothing  can  make  her:  — 

The  devil  take  her, 

SirJeknSmd^ng. 


LUST. 


ai^ 


A  lowr  is  tbe  lery  ibol  of  Bfttnre, 

Made  nek  bj  hk  own  wmUmosm  of  thooghti 

Hii  ftverM  &Dcy. 

lliiis  would  he  wile  his  lonely  hours  away 

Dissatisfied,  nor  knowing  what  he  wanted ; 

Nor  glowing  reverie,  nor  poet's  lay, 

Coold  yield  his  spirit  that  for  which  it  panted, 

A  bosom  whereon  he  his  head  might  lay. 

And  hear  ihe  heart  beat  with  the  love  it  granted. 

Instead  of  poppies,  willows 
Wav*d  o'er  his  couch ;  he  meditated,  fond 
Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish  sleep, 
And  make  the  worldling  sneer,  the  youngling  wecp^ 

Byron, 
Ah !  I  remember  well  (and  how  can  I 
But  evermore  remember  well)  when  first 
Oar  flame  began,  ^en  scarce  we  knew  what  was 
The  flame  we  felt ;  when  as  we  sat  and  sighM 
And  k)ok'd  upon  each  other,  and  conceivM 
Not  what  we  ailM — yet  something  we  did  ail; 
And  yet  were  well,  and  yet  we  were  not  well. 
And  what  was  our  disease  we  could  not  tell. 
Then  would  we  kiss,  then  sigh,  then  look,  and  thus 
In  that  first  garden  of  our  simpleness 
We  spent  our  childhood.    But  when  years  began 
To  reap  the  fruit  of  knowledge,  ah,  how  then 
Would  she  with  graver  looks,  with  sweet  stem 

brow, 
Qieck  my  presumption  and  my  forwardness ; 
Yet  still  would  give  me  flowers,  still  would  me 

show 
What  she  would  have  me,  yet  not  have  me  know. 

Charlei  Lamb, 

And  had  he  not  long  read 
The  heart's  hush'd  secret,  in  the  soft  dark  eye 
lighted  at  his  approach,  and  on  the  cheek. 
Colouring  all  crimson  at  his  lightest  look  ? 

Mi89  London, 
Hiey  parted  as  all  lovers  part;— 
She  with  her  wrong'd  and  breaking  heart ; 
But  he  rejoicing  to  be  free. 

Bounds  like  a  captive  from  bis  chain. 
And  wilfully  believing  she 

Hath  found  her  liberty  again; 
Or  if  dark  thoughts  will  cross  his  mind. 
They  are  but  clouds  before  the  wind. 

Miu  London, 

Never  thread  was  spun  so  fine, 
Never  spider  stretch'd  the  line, 
Would  not  hold  the  lovers  true 
That  would  really  swing  for  you. 

O.  W.  Hobnet. 


Tell  me  not  of  a  soft-sighing  lover ; 

Such  things  may  be  had  by  the  score ; 
I'd  rather  be  bride  to  a  rover. 

And  polish  the  rifle  he  bore. 

ElvM  Cook 

This  hand  hath  oft  been  held  by  one 

Who  now  is  far  away; 
And  here  I  sit  and  sigh  alone, 

Through  all  the  weary  day. 

BaiUyU  FtttiiM 

They  never  lov'd  as  thou  and  I, 

Who  minister'd  the  moral. 
That  aught  which  deepens  love  can  lie 

In  true  love's  lightest  quarrel 
They  never  knew,  in  times  of  foar. 

The  safety  of  Affection, 
Nor  sought,  when  angry  Fate  drew  neai, 

Love's  Altar  for  protection;  — 
They  never  knew  how  kindness  grows 

A  vigil  and  a  care, 
Nor  watch'd  beside  the  heart's  repose 

In  silence  and  in  prayer. 

Bvlvtef^s  PtemB. 

For  weaker  loves  be  storms  enough 

To  frighten  back  Desire; 
We  have  no  need  of  gales  so  rough 

To  fan  our  steadier  fire. 

Bvhoer'9  Poenu. 

Our  love  it  ne'er  was  reckon'd. 

Yet  good  it  is  and  true; 
It 's  half  the  world  to  me,  dear, 

It's  all  the  world  to  you! 

Ifooa 

Let  us  love  now,  in  this  our  fiiirest  youth. 
When  love  can  find  a  full  and  fond  return. 

Pordtal 


LUST. 


As  pale  and  wan  as  ashes  was  his  look. 
His  body  lean  and  meagre  as  a  rake, 
And  skin  all  wither'd  like  a  dried  rook ; 
Thereto  as  cold  and  dreary  as  a  snake. 
That  seem'd  to  tremble  evermore  and  quake. 

Spen$er*$  Fairy  Queom. 
Lust  is,  of  all  the  firaihies  of  our  nature. 
What  most  we  ought  to  foar ;  the  headstrong  beasi 
Rushes  along,  impatient  uf  the  course ; 
Nor  hears  the  rider's  OiU,  nor  feels  the  rein. 

JZoioe's  Royal  Conveti, 

Capricious,  wanton,  bold,  and  brutal  lust, 
Is  meanly  selfish ;  when  resisted,  cruel ; 
And,  like  the  blast  of  pestilential  winds, 
Taints  the  sweet  bloom  of  nature's  fairest  fbrms. 

Jtft&on't  ComM 


LUXURY -MADNESS. 


But  -wbsn  lost, 
By  unchaste  loolu,  kxwe  gesturesyiBd  finl  talk, 
Bitt  most  bj  lewd  and  lavieh  arts  of  sin. 
Lots  in  defilement  to  the  inward  parts^ 
The  soul  iprowB  clotted  by  contagion, 
Irobodies  and  imbrutes,  till  she  quite  lose 
The  divine  property  of  her  first  being. 

MUtaiCa  ComuB. 

I  know  the  very  difference  that  lies 
'Twixt  hailowM  love  and  base  unholy  lust; 
I  know  tho  one  is  as  a  gdden  spur, 
Urging  the  spirit  to  all  noble  aims ; 
The  otfier  but  a  foul  and  miry  pit, 
0*erthrowing  it  in  midst  of  its  career. 

Fanny  Kemble  BuOer.  —  Fnncii  L 


LUXURY. 

There,  in  her  den,  lay  pompous  luxury, 
StretchM  out  at  length ;  no  vice  could  boast  such 

high 
And  genial  victories  as  she  had  woo : 
Of  which  proud  trophies  there  at  large  were  shown, 
Besides  small  states  and  kingdoms  ruined, 
lliose  mighty  monarchies,  that  had  o'erspread 
The  spacious  earth,  and  stretchM  their  conquering 

arms 
From  pole  to  pole,  by  her  ensnaring  charms 
Were  quite  consum*d  :  there  lay  imperial  Rome, 
That  vanquished  all  the  world,  by  her  overcome : 
Fetter'd  was  th*  old  Assyrian  lion  there ; 
The  Grecian  leopard,  and  the  Persian  bear ; 
With  others  numberless,  lamenting  by : 
Examples  of  the  power  of  luxury. 

May'9  Henry  IL 

It  is  a  shame,  that  man,  that  has  the  seeds 
Of  virtue  in  him,  springing  unto  glory. 
Should  make  his  soul  degenerous  with  sin, 
And  slave  to  luxury ;  to  drown  his  spirits 
[n  lees  of  sloth;  to  yield  up  the  weak  day 
To  wine,  to  lust,  and  banquets. 

Marmyon*a  HoBantTi  Leaguer. 

O  luxury !  thou  cursM  by  heaven's  decree. 
How  ill-exchangM  are  things  like  ttiese  for  thee ! 
IIow  do  thy  potions,  with  insidious  joy. 
Diffuse  their  pleasures  only  to  destroy ! 
Kingdoms  by  thee  to  sickly  greatness  grown, 
Boast  of  a  florid  vigour  not  their  own : 
At  evVy  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mass  of  rank  unwieldy  woe ; 
Till  »app*d  their  strength,  and  ev'rypart  unsound, 
UiWD  down,  they  sink,  and  spread  a  ruin  round. 
OotdMmUh'B  Deeeried  VUlage. 


Vain  end  of  human  streagtli,  of  hmnaii  skiB, 
Ckmqvests,  and  triumph,  and  domain,  and  pomp^ 
And  ease  and  luxury !    O  luxury. 
Bane  of  elated  life,  of  affluent  states. 
What  dreary  change,  what  ruin  is  not  thine  1 
How  doth  thy  bowl  intoxicate  the  mind  I 
To  the  soft  entrance  of  thy  rosy  cave 
How  dost  thou  lure  the  fortunate  and  great! 
Dreadful  attraction !  while  behind  thee  gapes 
Th'  unfkthomable  gulf  where  Asher  lies 
0*erwhelmM,  forgotten;  and  high  boasting  Cham; 
And    £2Iam*s    haughty    pomp;    and   beauteooi 

Greece; 
And  the  great  queen  of  earth,  imperial  Rome. 

Dyer'i  Ruine  of  Rome, 
War  destroys  men,  but  luxury  mankind 
At  once  corrupts ;  the  body  and  the  mind. 

Crown^a  Cdigak, 
Fell  luxury !  more  perilous  to  youth 
Than  storms  or  quicksands,  poverty  or  chains. 
Hannah  Morale  BdAatxar, 

So&s  't  was  half  a  sin  to  sit  npoo,  / 

So  costly  were  they ;  carpets  every  stitch 
Of  workmanship  so  rare,  they  made  yon  wish 
You  could  glide  o*er  them  like  a  golden  fish. 

BymL 

I  cannot  spare  the  luxury  of  believing 
That  all  things  beautifiil  are  what  they  seem. 

HeOefi 


MADNESS. 

If  a  phrenzy  do  possess  the  brain. 
It  so  disturbs  add  blots  the  form  of  things^ 
As  fiintasy  proves  altogether  vain. 
And  to  the  wit  no  true  relation  brings. 

Sir  John  Davit, 

This  is  mere  madness ; 

And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  on  him : 

When  that  the  golden  couplets  are  disclosed. 

His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Shake.  Handd, 

Ecstasy! 

My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time, 

And  make  as  healthful  music :  It  is  not  madnes 

That  I  have  utter*d :  bring  me  to  the  test. 

And  I  the  matter  will  re-word ;  which  madness 

Would  gambol  firom. 

Shake.  Hamid. 

Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul, 

That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness  speaks : 

It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place : 

Whiles  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within, 

Infocts  unseen. 

8hak9.  Hamid 


MAN. 


Alw!  hflywisH  with  yon? 
That  yon  do  bend  your  eyea  en  TMancy, 
And  with  the  inoorporaal  air  do  hold  diaoouno  ? 

8hak$,Haml€L 

0  what  a  noUe  mind  is  here  o'erthrown  \ 

Tie  eonrtier's,  scholar*!,  BoIdier*i|  eye,  ton^^, 

sword; 
He  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fkir  state. 
The  glass  of  fashion,  and  the  mould  of  form. 
The  observ'd  of  all  observers  !  quite,  quite  down ! 
And  I,  of  ladies  meet  deject  and  wretched, 
Tliat  snck*d  the  honey  of  his  music  tows, 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  soTercig^n  reason, 
like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  time  and  harsh. 

8hak$.  Hamlet^ 
This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain : 
TUs  bodiless  creation  ecstasy 
It  veiy  cunning  in« 

8iakB.HmUL 

1  im  not  mad  ;  —  I  would  to  heaven  I  were ! 
For  then,  His  like  I  should  forget  myself; 
Ot'ifl  could,  what  grief  should  I  forget ! 

8kak$.  Kmg  John, 
I  am  not  mad ;  too  well,  too  well  I  ieel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 

8hdk9.  King  John, 
Alack,  His  he ;  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vert  sea ;  ringing  aloud, 
Crovn*d  with  rank  fumiter,  and  fhrrow  weeds, 
With  burdocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  euckow  flowers, 
I>BnieI,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  thiat  grow 
In  cor  sustaining  com. 

8hak»,  King  Lear, 
How  stiff  is  my  vile  sense. 
That  I  stand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  sorrows !  better  I  were  distract : 
So  ibould  my  thoughts  be  severed  from  my  griefi, 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imagination,  lose 
The  knowledge  of  themselves. 

Shako,  King  Lear. 
0  prinee,  I  conjure  thee,  as  thou  believ'st 
Tlkere  is  another  comfort  than  this  world. 
That  thou  neglect  me  not,  with  that  opinion 
That  I  am  touchM  with  madness. 

Shako,  Mea,  for  Mea, 
There  is  a  pleasure  in  being  mad, 
Which  none  but  madmen  know. 

DryderCo  Sjpamoh  Friar* 
He  raves,  his  words  are  loose 
Afl  heaps  of  sand,  and  scattering  wide  ftom  sense : 
So  high  he 's  mounted  on  his  airy  throne, 
^W  now  the  wind  has  got  into  his  head. 
And  turns  his  brains  to  phrensy. 

Dryden'o  Spamoh  Friar. 


O  this  poor  hrain !  ten  thousand  shapes  of  fury 
Are  whirling  dicre,  and  reason  is  no  more. 

Fidding^o  Burjfdko. 

His  brain  is  wrecked  — 
For  ever  in  the  pauses  of  his  speech 
His  lip  doth  work  with  inward  mutterings 
And  his  fixed  eye  is  riveted  fearfully 
On  something  that  no  other  sight  can  spy. 

Jlf<ifuriYi*t  Bortmnu 

She  looked  on  many  a  face  with  vacant  eye, 
On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what ; 
She  saw  them  watch  her  without  asking  why, 
And  reck*d  not  who  around  her  piUow  sate ; 
Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not;  not  a  sigh 
Relieved  her  thoughts,  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 
Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served ;  she  gave 
No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave. 

Byromm 
Every  sense 
Had  been  overstrung  by  pangs  intense ; 
And  each  frail  fibre  of  her  brain 
(As  bow-strings,  when  relaxed  by  rain. 
The  erring  arrow  launch  aside) 
Sent  fitrth  her  thoughts  all  wild  and  wide. 

Byron^o  Parioina, 

This  vnretched  brain  gave  way. 

And  I  beeame  a  wreck,  at  random  driven, 

Without  one  glimpse  of  reason  or  of  heaven. 

Mooro*o  LaOa  Rootii 

Gentle  as  angePs  ministry 

The  guiding  hand  of  bve  should  be. 

Which  seeks  agaui  those  chords  to  bind 

Which  human  woe  hath  rent  apart— 
To  heal  again  the  wounded  mind. 

And  bind  anew  the  broken  heart 
The  hand  which  tunes  to  harmony 
The  cunning  harp  whose  strings  are  riven, 
Must  move  as  light  and  quietly  , 

As  that  meek  breath  of  summer  heaven, 
Which  woke  of  old  its  melody ;  — 
And  kindness  to  the  dim  of  soul. 
Whilst  aught  of  rude  and  stem  control 

The  clouded  heart  can  deeply  feel. 
Is  welcome  as  the  odours  fimned 
From  some  unseen  and  flowery  land. 

Around  the  weary  seaman's  keeL 

J,0.  Wlimm 


yiAN. 


His  li&  was  gentle ;  and  the  elements 

So  miz'd  in  him,  tiiat  nature  might  stand  op. 

And  say  to  all  the" world,—  Tkio  io  •  man! 

Shako.  JuUuo  Cmof 
28» 


m 


MAN. 


See,  what  a  ^aee  waa  Mated  on  hU  brow : 
Hyperion*!  curls ;  the  front  of  JoTe  himself; 
An  e3re  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command ; 
A  station,  like  the  herald  Mercmy, 
New.lighted  on  a  heaven-kissinsf  hill ; 
A  coiftbination,  and  a  form,  indeed. 
Where  ereiy  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal, 
To  give  the  world  assuranoe  of  a  man. 

Skaka,  HamUt. 
He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  ag^ain. 

Shak$,  HandeL 
If  70a  were  men^as  men  jon  are  in  show, 
You  would  not  use  a  gentle  lady  so. 

Shak$.  Midtummer  Ifighf§  Dream, 
Ho  bears  him  like  a  portly  grcntleman ; 
And,  to  say  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him. 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  we]]-govem*d  youth. 

Shaka,  Romeo  and  JuUet, 

He  was  not  bom  to  shame : 
Upon  his  brow  shame  is  ashamM  to  sit ; 
For  't  is  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crown*d 
Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth. 

Shako.  Romeo  and  JuUet, 
There's  no  trust, 
No  iaith,  no  honesty  in  men ;  all  peijur*d. 
All  forsworn,  all  naught,  all  dissemblers. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUet. 
He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  stomach,  ever  ranking 
l£msclf  with  princes ;  one,  that  by  suggestion 
Ty'd  all  the  kingdom ;  simony  was  fair  play ; 
Ifis  own  opinion  was  his  law.    V  th'  presence 
He  would  say  untruths ;  and  be  ever  double, 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning :  He  was  never, 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful : 
His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
But  his  performance,  as  he  is  now,  nothing. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 
This  cardinal. 
Though  from  an  humble  stock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fkshionM  to  much  honour.    From  his  cradle 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one ; 
Ezcoeding  wise,  fair  spoken,  and  persuading : 
Lofty,  and  sour,  to  them  that  lov*d  him  not ; 
But,  to  those  men  that  sought  him,  sweet  as 
summer.  Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

Ifis  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident. 
Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.    His  heart's 

nis  mouth : 
What  his  breast  forges,  that  his  tongue  must  vent ; 
And,  bemg  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  name  of  death. 

Shake.  Condatme. 


But  we  all  an  men. 
In  our  own  natures  frail ;  and  capable 
Of  our  flesh,  fow  are  angels. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

His  years  but  young,  but  his  experience  old ; 
His  head  unmellow*d,  but  his  judgment  ripe 
And,  in  a  word,  (for  far  behind  his  worth 
Come  all  the  praises  that  I  now  bestow,) 
He  is  complete  in  feature,  and  in  mind, 
With  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  gentleman. 

Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Venma, 

A  sweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman, 

Fram*d  in  the  prodigality  of  nature. 

Young,  valiant,  wise,  and,  no  doubt  right  royal; 

'fhe  spacious  world  cannot  again  aflKjrd* 

Shake.  Richard  III. 

By  his  light. 
Did  all  the  chivaliy  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  acts :  he  was,  indeed,  the  glaas 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dress  themselves. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    PaH  11. 

In  speech,  in  gait, 
In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight. 
In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood, 
He  was  the  mark  and  glass,  copy,  and  book. 
That  fashionM  others. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 

He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 

Open  as  day,  for  melting  charity : 

Yet,  notwithstanding,  being  incens'd,  he 's  flint ; 

As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  sudden 

As  flaws  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 

By  my  hopes, 
(This  present  enterprise  set  off  his  head,) 
I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman. 
More  active-valiant,  or  more  valiant-young. 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive. 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  nobler  deeds. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  L 
However  we  may  praise  ourselves. 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  infirm. 
More  longing,  wavering,  sooner  lost  and  won. 
Than  women's  are. 

Shake.  TwdfthNi^ 

Man  is  a  vagabond  both  poor  and  proud. 

He  treads  on  beasts  who  give  him  clothes  and 

food; 
But  the  gods  catch  him  whoresoe'cr  he  lurks, 
Whip  him,  and  set  him  to  all  painful  works : 
And  yet  he  brags  he  shall  be  crown'd  when  dead. 
Were  ever  princes  in  a  Bridewell  bred  7 

Crowne. 


MAN. 


88i 


For  MMne  philosoplien  of  kte  here. 
Write,  men  have  four  legs  by  nature, 
And  lliat  *t  is  custom  makes  them  go 
&»»eoal7  Dpon  but  twa      ^^^^  HudihroB. 

Man  was  marked 
A  friend  in  his  creation  to  himself 
And  may  with  fit  ambition  conceive 
The  greatest  blessings,  and  the  brightest  hononrs 
Appointed  for  him,  if  he  can  achieve  them 
The  right  and  noble  way. 

AfoMtnger**  GtutrdUttL 

Man  is  supreme  lord  and  master 
Of  his  own  ruin  and  disaster; 
CoQtrob  his  fiite,  but  nothing  less 
In  ordering  his  own  happiness: 
For  all  his  care  and  providence 
Is  too,  too  feeble  a  defence 
To  render  it  secure  and  certain 
Against  the  injuries  of  fortune ; 
And  oil,  in  spite  of  all  his  wit. 
Is  lost  with  one  unlucky  hit, 
And  rmn*d  with  a  circumstance. 
And  mere  punctilio  of  chance. 

Massinger'M  Guardian, 

His  feir  large  front,  and  eye  sublime,  decIarM 
Absolute  rule,  and  hyacinth  ine  locks 
Bound  from  his  parted  ferelock  manly  hung 
Clustering,  but  not  beneath  his  shoulders  broad. 
MiUon^i  Paradise  Losi, 

Man  hath  his  daily  work  of  body  or  mind 
Appointed,  which  declares  his  dignity. 
And  the  regard  of  heav'n  on  all  his  ways ; 
While  other  animals  unactive  range. 
And  of  their  doings  God  takes  no  account 

Jlff&OR*t  Paradke  LotL 
In  the  sweat  of  thy  &ce  shalt  thou  eat  bread. 
Tin  thoa  return  unto  the  ground ;  for  thou 
Oat  of  the  ground  wast  taken,  know  thy  birth. 
For  dust  thou  art,  and  sholt  to  dust  return. 

MUtoiCs  Paradue  Lott, 
Eternal  deities, 
Who  rule  the  world  with  absolute  decrees. 
And  write  whatever  time  shall  bring  to  pass, 
With  pens  of  adamant,  on  plates  of  brass ; 
Why  is  the  race  of  human  kind  your  care. 
Beyond  what  all  his  fellow-creatures  are  7 
He  with  the  rest  is  liable  to  pain. 
And  like  the  sheep,  his  brother  beast,  is  dain. 
Odd,  hunger,  prisons,  ills  without  a  cure, 
All  these  he  must,  and  guiltless  oC  endure ; 
Or  does  your  justice,  power,  or  prescience  fail. 
When  the  good  suffer,  or  the  bad  prevail  7 
What  worse  to  wretched  virtue  could  befall, 
If  ihte  or  giddy  fbrtone  govera'd  aB? 


Nay,  worse  thin  other  beasts  is  our  estate : 
Them,  to  pursue  their  pleasures,  yon  create ; 
We,  bound  by  harder  laws,  must  curb  our  wiO, 
And  your  commands,  not  our  desires,  fiilfil ; 
Then,  when  the  creature  is  unjustly  slain, 
Yet  after  death  at  least  he  feels  no  pain ; 
But  man,  in  life  surcharged  with  woe  before. 
Not  freed  when  dead,  is  doom*d  to  suffer  more. 

Dnfden*»  Paiamon  and  AraU, 

Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth ; 
Our  appetites  are  apt  to  change  as  theirs. 
And  full  as  craving  too,  and  foil  as  vain. 

Dryden'B  All  for  Zioee. 

Man  is  but  man,  inconstant  still,  and  various ! 
There  *8  no  to-morrow  in  him  like  to-day  I 
Perhaps  the  atoms  rolling  in  his  brain. 
Make  him  think  honestly  the  present  hour ; 
The  next  a  swarm  of  base  ungrateful  thoughts 
May  mount  aloft 

Dryden 

O  inconstant  man  I 
How  will  you  promise !  how  will  you  deceive ! 

Otway'M  Venice  Preserved, 
Trust  not  a  man :  we  are  by  nature  false. 
Dissembling,  subtle,  cruel,  and  inconstant ; 
When  a  man  talks  of  love,  with  caution  hear  him. 
But  if  he  swears,  he  *I1  certainly  deceive  thee. 

Otway's  Orphatu 

Men  are  not  still  the  same ;  our  appetites 
Are  various,  and  inconstant  as  the  moon, 
That  never  shines  with  the  same  fece  again : 
*Tis  nature's  curse  never  to  be  resolved. 
Busy  to-day  in  the  pursuit  of  what 
To-morrow*B  eldest  judgment  may  despise. 

Southem*a  Diaappoinimeid 

Drive  me,  O  drive  me  from  that  traitor,  man  I 
So  I  might  'scape  that  monster,  let  me  dwell 
In  lions'  haunts,  or  in  some  tiger's  de^ : 
Place  me  on  some  steep,  craggy,  ruin'd  rock. 
That  bellies  out,  just  dropping  in  the  ocean : 
Bury  me  in  the  hollow  of  its  womb : 
Where,  starving  on  my  cold  and  flinty  bed, 
I  may  from  fer,  with  giddy  apprehension. 
See  infinite  fathoms  down  the  rumbling  deep ; 
Yet  not  e'en  there,  in  that  vast  whirl  of  deaths 
Can  there  be  feund  so  terrible  a  ruin 
As  man !  false  man !  smiling,  destructive  man 

Cease,  man  a£  woman  bom,  to  hope  rehef 
From  daily  trouble  and  continued  grief; 
Hie  hope  of  joy  deliver  to  the  wind, 
Suppress  thy  passions,  and  prepare  thy  mind 
Free  and  fiimiliar  with  misfertune  grow. 
Be  us'd  to  sorrow*  and  inur'd  to  woe ; 


MAN. 


By  weakening  toil  ia  boMry  «ge  o*eraoine« 
See  thy  decreaje,  and  haaten  to  the  tomlk 

But  do  these  worlds  display  their  beams,  or  guide 

Their  orbs,  to  serve  thy  use,  to  please  thy  pride  T 

Thyself  hot  dnst,  thy  stature  bot  a  sjian, 

A  moment  thy  duration,  fbolish  man ! 

As  well  may  the  minutest  emmet  say, 

That  Caucasus  was  rais'd  to  pave  his  way ; 

The  snail,  that  Lebanon^s  extended  wood 

Was  desttn'd  only  for  his  walk  and  food ; 

The  vilest  cockle,  gaping  on  the  coast 

That  rounds  the  ample  seas,  as  well  may  boast 

The  craggy  rock  projects  above  the  sky, 

That  he  in  safety  at  its  fbot  may  lie ; 

And  the  whole  ocean's  confluent  waters  swell. 

Only  to  quench  his  thirst,  and  blanch  his  shell. 

Prior*9  Solonum, 

CondemnM  to  sacrifice  his  childish  years 
To  babbling  ignorance,  and  empty  fears ; 
To  pass  the  riper  period  of  his  age. 
Acting  his  part  upon  a  crowded  stage ; 
To  lasting  toils  cicposM,  and  endless  cares, 
To  open  dangers,  and  to  secret  snares ; 
To  malice,  which  the  vengeful  foe  intends. 
And  the  more  dangerous  love  of  seeming  friends. 

Prior'9  Soloman, 

Nhrtei  find  out  where  their  talents  lie; 
A  bear  wiU  not  attempt  to  fly; 
A  fbunderM  horse  will  ofl  debate, 
Beibre  he  tries  a  five-barr'd  gate; 
A  dog  by  instinct  turns  aside 
Who  sees  the  ditch  too  deep  and  wide; 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature 
Who,  led  by  folly,  combats  nature; 
Who,  when  she  loudly  cries  —  forbear, 
With  obstinacy  fixes  there ; 
And,  where  his  genius  least  inclines. 
Absurdly  bends  his  whole  designs. 

Swift,  M  Poetry, 

As  Rochefoncault  his  maxims  drew 
From  nature,  I  believe  them  true; 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  him:  the  fiiult  is  in  mankind. 

Swift. 

Vain  human  kind!  fantastic  race! 
Thy  various  follies  who  can  trace? 
Selflove,  ambition,  envy,  pride, 
T^jnir  empire  in  our  hearts  divide. 

Swyi 

This  vast  and  solid  earth,  that  blazmg  sun. 
Those  skies,  thro*  which  it  rolls,  must  all  have  end. 
Whsf  tnen  is  man  7  the  smallest  part  of  nothing, 
Ymai^M  Reoeng$, 


Fond  man !  the  vianii  of  a  BMnent  made! 
0ream  of  a  dream !  and  shadow  of  a  shade ! 

Young' 9  Parajphnue  ((fJek 

Father  of  mercies !  why  firom  silent  earth 
Did*st  thou  awake,  and  curse  me  into  birth  T 
Tear  me  from  quiet,  ravish  me  from  night. 
And  make  a  thankless  present  of  thy  light? 
Push  into  being  a  reverse  of  thee. 
And  animate  a  clod  with  misery  7 

Ymmg't  LaH  Dtof. 

O  what  a  miracle  to  man  is  man. 
Triumphantly  distressM !  what  joy !  what  dread ! 
Alternately  transported,  and  alarm'd ! 
What  can  preser\'e  my  fife !  or  what  destroy ! 
An  angePs  arm  can*t  snateh  me  from  the  grave ; 
Legions  of  angels  can*t  confine  me  there. 

Young's  Night  ThmghiM 

How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  august. 
How  compUcate,  how  wonderful  is  man ! 
How  passing  wonder  He,  who  made  him  such ! 
Who  centred  jn  our  make  such  strange  extremes  • 
From  different  natures  marvellously  mixt, 
Connexifln  exquisite  of  distant  worlds ! 
Distmguisht  link  in  being^s  endless  chain ! 
Midway  firom  nothing  to  the  Deity ! 
A  beam  ethereal,  sully*d,  and  absorpt ! 
Tho*  suUy'd,  and  dishonour'd,  still  divine ! 
Dim  miniature  of  greatness  absolute ! 
An  heir  of  glozy !  a  frail  child  of  dust ! 
Helpless  immortal !  insect  infinite ! 
A  worm !  a  god ! 

Fotti^s  Nigit  TkougkU. 

All  promise  is  poor  dilatory  man. 
And  that  thro*  ev'ry  stage :  when  yomg  iBdeed, 
In  full  eontent,  we,  sometimes,  nobly  rest, 
Unaaxious  fbr  ourselves ;  and  only  wish. 
As  duteous  sons,  our  fathers  were  more  wiee. 
At  thii^  man  suspecto  himself  a  fiiol ; 
Knows  it  at  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan ; 
At  fifty  ehides  his  in&mous  delay, 
Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve ; 
In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 
Resolves ;  and  re-resolves ;  then  dies  the  same. 
Young't  Nighi  ThoughtM. 

Heav*n's  sov'reign  saves  all  beings,  but  himself, 
That  hideous  sights — a  naked  human  heart 

Young's  Nighi  TAoi^to. 

Man,  know  thyself    All  wisdom  centres  there : 
To  none  man  seems  ignoble,  but  to  man. 

Young's  Night  rKwgfttc 
*Tis  vain  to  seek  in  men  fat  more  than  man. 
Though  proud  in  promise,  big  in  previous  thought, 
Experience  damps  our  triumph. 

Young's  Night  Thought. 


MAN. 


We  wiself  ttrip  tho  Mieed  wo  mean  to  Vnys 
Judge  wte,  in  (iieir  caparisonfl,  of  men  7 

Young't  NigH  Tkmighi$, 
Let  boaneM  vex  hinif  avarice  Uind, 
Let  doabt  and  knowledge  rack  mankind, 
Let  error  act,  opinion  speak. 
And  want  afflict,  and  sicknesB  break. 
And  anger  bnm,  dejection  chill, 
And  joy  distract,  and  sorrow  kill, 
TiU,  arm*d  by  care,  and  taught  to  mow. 
Time  draws  the  long  destructive  blow. 

PameWi  AUegory  on  Man, 
Minkind  one  day  serene  and  fl-ee  appear ; 
The  next,  they  *ro  ck>ady,  sullen  and  severe ; 
Kew  passions,  new  opinions  still  excite ; 
And  what  they  like  at  noon,  they  leave  at  night 
Tliey  gmin  with  labour  what  they  quit  with  ease ; 
And  health,  for  want  of  change,  becomes  disease : 
Religion's  bright  authority  they'darc. 
And  yet  are  slaves  to  superstitious  fear. 
Hicy  ooimsel  others,  but  themselves  deceive, 
And  though  they  *re  cozen'd  still,  they  still  believe. 
So  false  their  censure,  ficklo  their  esteem. 
This  hoar  they  worship,  and  the  next  blaspheme. 

Oarih, 
Kot  always  actions  show  the  man ;  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindness,  is  not  tlierefbre  kind ; 
Perhaps  prosperity  becalm*d  his  breast^ 
Perhaps  the  wind  just  shifted  firom  the  east: 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  seeks  retreat. 
Pride  guides  his  steps,  and  bids  him  shun  the 

great: 
Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave. 
He  dreads  a  death.bed  like  the  meanest  slave : 
Who  reasons  wisely  is  not  therefore  wise, 
flis  pride  in  reasoning,  not  in  acting,  lies. 

Pope's  Moral  Et^ayo. 
la  vain  the  sage  with  retrospective  eye. 
Would  fW»n  th'  apparent  **  what,"  conclude  the 

"why," 
Infbr  the  motive  from  the  deed,  and  show. 
That  which  we  chanc*d,  was  what  we  meant  to  do. 
Behold  if  fortune  or  a  mistress  frowns. 
Some  plunge  in  business,  others  shave  their  crowns ; 
To  ease  the  soul  of  one  oppressive  weight. 
This  quits  an  empire,  that  embroils  a  state : 
The  same  adust  complexion  has  impell'd 
Charles  to  the  convent,  Philip  to  the  field* 

Pope^9  Moral  E$$ay$, 
See  the  same  man  in  vigour,  in  the  gout; 
Alone,  in  company :  in  place,  or  out ; 
Early  at  business,  and  at  hazard  lato ; 
Mad  at  a  fox-chase,  wise  in  a  debate ; 
Drunk  at  a  borough,  civil  at  a  ball ; 
friendly  at  Hackney,  faithless  at  Whitehall 

Papt^9  Moral  E$$af$, 


Manners  with  fortones,  hmDoars  turn  with  dimeii 
Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

Pope'9  Moral  Emaytn 
What  crops  of  wit  and  honesty  appear 
From  spleen,  from  obstinacy,  hate,  or  fear ! 
See  anger,  zeal,  and  fortitude  supply ; 
£v'n  avarice,  prudence ;  sloth,  philosophy ; 
Lust,  through  some  certain  strainers  well  refin*d. 
Is  gentle  love,  and  charms  all  womankind ; 
Envy,  to  which  the  ignoble  mind  *s  a  slave, 
Is  emulation  in  tho  leam'd  or  brave ; 
,  Nor  virtue,  male  or  female,  can  we  name. 
But  what  will  grow  on  pride  or  grow  on  shame. 
This  nature  gives  us  (let  it  check  our  pride,) 
The  virtue  nearest  to  our  vice  ally*d ; 
.Reason  the  bias  turns  to  good  from  ill, 
And  Nero  reigns  a  Titus  if  he  will. 
The  fiery  soul  abhorr'd  in  Catiline, 
In  Dectus  charms,  in  Curtius  is  divine : 
The  same  ambition  can  destroy  or  save. 
And  make  a  patriot  as  it  makes  a  knave. 

Pope's  Etsay  on  Man, 
Know  nature's  childrea  all  divide  her  care ; 
The  fur  that  warms  a  monarch,  warmM  a  bear. 
While  man  exclaims,  **  see  all  things  for  my  use  !** 
**  See  man  for  mine !"  replies  a  pampcrM  goose : 
And  just  as  short  of  reason  he  must  fiiU, 
Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  alL 

Pope's  E$$ay  on  Aftm. 
Man  cares  for  all :  to  birds  he  gives  his  woods. 
To  beasts  his  pastures,  and  to  fish  his  floods: 
For  some,  his  interest  prompts  him  to  provide. 
For  some  his  pleasure,  yet  for  more  his  pride : 
All  feed  on  one  vain  patron,  and  enjoy 
Th'  extensive  blessing  of  his  luxury. 
That  very  life  his  learned  hunger  craves. 
He  saves  from  famine,  from  the  savage  saves ; 
Nay,  foasts  the  animal  he  dooms  his  foast. 
And,  till  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  blest : 
Which  sees  no  more^the  stroke,  or  feels  the  pauk. 
Than  fiivour'd  man  by  touch  ethereal  slain. 
The  creature  had  his  feast  of  life  before ; 
Thou  too  must  perish  when  thy  feast  is  o'er ! 

Pope's  Euay  on  Man 

See  him  from  nature  rising  slow  to  art ! 
To  copy  instinct  there  was  reason's  part : 
Thus  then  to  man  the  voice  of  nature  spake  — 
Go^  from  the  creatures  thy  instructions  take ; 
Learn  from  the  birds  what  food  the  thickets  yiel^ 
Learn  from  the  beasts  the  physics  of  the  field , 
Thy  arts  of  building  from  the  bee  receive ; 
Learn  of  the  m<^  to  {^ngh,  the  worm  to  weavv . 
Learn  of  the  little  Nantilus  to  sail. 
Spread  the  thin  oar,  and  catch  the  driviag  gaJe. 
Pope'i  EoBoy  on  Man 
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Behold  the  child  by  Datiire's  kindly  law 
Pleu'd  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  straw; 
Some  livelier  plajrthing  gives  his  youth  delight, 
.  A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite ; 
Scarft,  garters,  gold,  amuso  his  riper  stage ; 
And  beads  and  prayV-books  are  the  toys  of  age ; 
Pleased  with  thia  bauble  still,  as  that  before ; 
TUl  tir*d  he  sleeps,  and  life's  poor  play  is  o'er. 

Pope't  Euay  on  Man, 
When  the  proud  steed  shall  know  why  man 

restrains 
ffis  fiery  eourse,  or  drives  him  o*er  the  plains ;    . 
When  the  dull  oz,  why  now  he  breaks  the  clod. 
Is  now  a  victim,  and  now  Egypt's  god ; 
Then  shaB  man's  pride  and  dullness  comprehend 
I£s  actions,  passions,  being's  use  and  end ; 
Why  doing,  suflTring,  check'd,  impell'd ;  and  why 
This  hour  a  slave,  the  next  a  deity. 

Pope's  £tsay  im  Man, 
Know  then  thyself,  presume  not  God  to  scan : 
The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man. 
Plac'd  on  this  isthmus  of  a  middle  state, 
A  being  darkly  wise  and  rudely  great. 
With  too  much  knowledge  for  the  sceptic's  nde, 
With  too  much  weakness  for  the  stoic's  pride. 
He  hangs  between,  in  doubt  to  act  or  rest ; 
In  doubt  to  deem  himself  a  god  of  beast 

Pope's  E9My  on  Man, 
Superior  beings  when  of  late  they  saw 
A  mortal  man  unfold  all  nature's  law, 
Admir'd  such  wisdom  in  an  earthly  shape, 
And  show'd  a  Newton  as  we  show  an  ape. 

Pope's  E$9ay  m  Man, 

A  man  so  various  that  he  seem'd  to  be 
Not  one,  but  all  mankind's  e]utome ; 
Stiff  in  opinion,  always  in  the  wrong. 
Was  every  thing  by  starts,  and  nothing  long. 
But  in  the  course  of  one  revolving  moon. 
Was  chymist,  fiddler,  statesman  and  buffoon. 
Then  all  for  women,  painting,  rhj^ming,  drinking. 
Besides  ten  thousand  fivaks,  that  died  in  thinking ; 
Bless'd  madman,  who  could  every  hour  employ 
In  something  new  to  wish,  or  to  enjoy ! 
In  squand'ring  wealth  was  his  peculiar  art, 
Nothing  went  unrewarded  but  desert.     Soeetator 

What  is  the  mind  of  man  7    A  restless  scene 
Of  vanity  ^nd  weakness ;  shifling  still, 
jVs  shift  the  lights  of  our  uncertain  knowledge ; 
(.  >r  as  the  various  gale  of  passion  breathes. 

Thammn*$  CoruIanuB, 
Thus  they  rejoice,  nor  think 
I  hat  with  to-morrow's  sun,  their  annual  toil 
Keg  11*8  agam  the  never-ceasing  round. 


Man,  who  madly  deems  himself  the  lord 
Of  an,  is  nought  but  weakness  and  dependence. 
lUs  sacred  truth,  by  sour  experience  taught. 
Thou  must  have  learnt,  when,  wandering  aH  alone, 
Each  bird,  each  msect,  flitting  thro'  the  sky. 
Was  more  sufficient  for  itself  than  thou. 

Thomson's  Conoianus< 

Allure  the  people; 
Train  them  by  every  art :  poise  every  temper : 
Avarice  will  sell  his  soul :  buy  that  and  mould  it 
Weakness  will  be  deluded ;  these  grow  eloquent 
Is  there  a  tottering  faith  7  grapple  it  fast 
By  flatt'ry :  and  profusely  deal  thy  favours 
Threaten  the  guilty.    Entertain  the  gay. 
Frighten  the  rich.    Find  wishes  for  the  wanton : 
And  reverence  for  the  godly;  —  let  none  'scape 
thee.  HUP9  Menpe. 

Men  are  machines,  with  all  their  boasted  freedom. 
Their  movements  turn  upon  some  favourite  passion ; 
Let  art  but  find  the  foible  out. 
We  touch  the   spring,  and  wind  them   at  our 
pleasure.  Brooke*»  Gusiamt$  Vmm 

The  way  to  conquer  men  is  by  their  passions ; 
Catch  but  the  ruling  foible  of  their  hearts. 
And  all  their  boasted  virtues  shrink  before  you. 

ToUon'9  Earl  (f  Wanack 
Man's  foeble  race  what  ills  await, 
Labour  and  penury,  the  racks  of  pain. 
Disease  and  sorrow's  sweeping  train. 
And  death,  sad  refuge  firom  the  storms  of  fate. 

Gray's  Progrtn  ff  Pawf, 

How  vain  the  ardour  of  the  crowd. 
How  low,  how  little  are  the  proud, 
How  indigent  the  great ! 

Gray*9  Spring, 

How  fow  are  found  with  real  talents  blessed. 
Fewer  with  nature's  gifts  contented  rest 
Man  firom  his  sphere  eccentric  starts  astray, 
All  hunt  for  fame ;  but  most  mistake  the  way. 

Chmchiirs  Rmemd, 

Then  what  is  man  7  and  what  man  seeing  this, 
And  having  human  foelings,  does  not  blush 
And  hang  his  head,  to  think  himself  a  man. 

CoKjwr's  Tuk, 

I  remember  as  her  bier 
Went  to  tlie  grave,  a  lark  sprung  up  alofl. 
And  soar'd  amid  the  sunshine  calling 
So  full  of  joy,  that  to  the  mourner's  ear. 
More  mournfully  than  dirge  or  passing  bcD, 
His  joyful  carol  came,  and  made  us  feel 
That  of  the  multitude  of  beings,  none 
But  man  was  wretched ! 

8mUkty'9  Joan  9fAr€. 
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Tbe  miUioii  flit  as  gay, 
Af  if  created  only  like  the  fly 
Hiat  ipreads  his  motley  wings  in  th*  eye  of  noon, 
To  apoit  their  seawn,  and  be  aeen  no  more. 

Cowper'a  Taik, 
Ah,  why,  all  righteoos  father,  didat  thoa  make 
This  creature,  man  ?  why  wake  the  miconseions 

dnst 
To  life  and  wretchedness  7  O  better  &r 
Sdn  had  he  slept  in  uncreated  night. 
If  this  be  the  lot  of  being !  Was  it  for  this 
Thy  breath  divine  kindled  within  his  breast 
The  Tital  flame  ?  For  this  was  thy  fair  image 
Slampt  on  his  soul  in  godlike  lineaments  ? 
For  this  dominion  given  him  absolute 
O'er  all  thy  works,  only  that  he  might  reign 
Sapreme  in  woe. 

Porteu9^9  Death. 

Affliedon  one  day  as  she  hark*d  to  the  roar 

Of  a  ftarmy  and  struggling  billow, 

Drew  a  beantiAil  fl>rm  on  the  sand  of  the  shore 

With  the  branch  of  a  weeping  willow. 

Ja]iter,  struck  with  the  noble  plan. 

As  he  roam*d  on  the  verge  of  the  ocean, 

BretthM  on  the  figure,  and  calling  it  man. 

Endued  it  with  life  and  with  motion. 

A  creature  so  glorious  in  mind  and  in  frame, 

So  stampt  with  each  parent's  impression. 

Between  them  a  point  of  contention  became. 

Each  chiiming  the  right  of  possession. 

Be  is  mine,  says  affliction,  I  gave  him  his  birfh, 

I  ilone  am  his  cause  of  creation ; 

ITie  materials  were  fumishM  by  me,  answered 

earth ; 
I  gtTe  him,  said  Jove,  —  animation. 
Hie  gods  all  assembled  in  solemn  divan. 
After  bearing  each  claimant's  petition. 
Pronounced  a  definitive  verdict  on  man. 
And  thus  settled  his  fiitc's  disposition. 
Let  affliction  possess  her  own  child  till  the  woes 
Of  life  seem  to  harass  and  goad  it ; 
After  death — ^give  his  body  to  earth  whence  it  rose. 
And  his  spirit  to  Jove  who  bestow'd  it 

Sheridan. 

The  mind  of  man  is  vastly  like  a  hive ; 
His  thoughts  BO  busy  ever  '—  all  alive ! 
Bat  here  the  simile  will  go  no  fiirther ; 
For  bees  are  making  honey,  one  and  all ; 
Man's  thoughts  are  busy  in  producing  gall. 
Committing  as  it  were  self>murder. 

Dr.  WolcoC9  PeUr  Pindar. 
Man 's  an  ass  I  say ; 
Too  iond  of  thunder,  lightning,  stonn  and  rain : 
He  hides  the  charming  cheerfiil  ray 
TbMt  spreads  a  smile  on  hill  and  plain. 

Dr.  WoUaCe  PeUr  Pindar. 


And  in  that  rock  are  shapes  of  shells,  and  fornui 
Of  creatures  in  old  worlds,  of  nameless  worms^ 
Whose  generations  lived  and  died  ere  man, 
A  worm  of  other  class,  to  crawl  began. 

Crahbe. 

Again  attend ! — and  see  a  man  whose  cares 
Are  nicely  plac'd  on  either  world's  affairs, — 
Merchant  and  saint ;  't  is  doubtful  if  he  knows 
To  which  account  he  most  regard  bestows. 

CraUm 
O  man!  while  in  tliy  early  years, 

How  prodigal  of  time ! 
Misspending  all  thy  precious  hours. 

Thy  glorious  youthfiil  prime! 
Alternate  follies  take  the  sway; 

Licentious  passions  bum; 
With  tenfold  force  give  nature's  law. 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

Brnm 

The  hunting  tribes  of  earth  and  air. 
Respect  the  brethren  of  their  birth ; 
Natdre,  who  loves  the  claim  of  kind. 
Less  cruel  chase  to  each  assigned; 
The  falcon,  poised  on  soaring  wing. 
Watches  the  wild-duck  by  the  spring; 
The  slow  hound  wakes  the  fi>x's  lair. 
The  greyJiound  presses  on  the  hare; 
The  eagle  pounces  on  the  lamb. 
The  wolf  devours  the  fleecy  dam ; 
Even  tiger  fell,  and  sullen  bear. 
Their  likeness  and  their  lineage  spare, 
Man,  only,  mars  kind  nature's  plan. 
And  turns  the  fieroe  pursuit  on  man. 

iScott's  iZsMf 

And  even  the  wisest,  do  the  best  they  can. 
Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  bo  unprepared^ 
That  you  might  **  brain  them  with  their  lady*B  fea  :* 
And  sometimes  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard. 
And  fiuis  turn  into  falchions  in  fair  hands. 
And  why  and  wherefore  no  one  understands. 

Byrm 

He  knew  himself  a  villain — but  he  deemed 

Tlie  rest  no  better  than  the  thing  he  seemed ; 

And  scorned  the  best  as  hjrpocrites  who  hid 

Those  deeds  the  bolder  spirit  plainly  did. 

He  knew  himself  detested,  but  he  knew 

The  hearts  that  loathed  him  crouched  and  arcaded 

too. 
Lone,  wild,  and  strange,  he  stood  alike  exempt 
From  all  affection  and  from  all  contempt 

Byron's  Ccrmh 

Tme  they  had  vices— each  are  nature's  growd^ 
But  only  the  barbarian'B-^we  have  both. 

9yr9n9  asIbmI 
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Admire,  exult,  despise,  laugh,  weep, — for  here 
There  is  stich  matter  for  all  feclingr: — Man! 
Thoa  pendalum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear. 

Byron't  Childe  Harold, 
Bom  to  he  ploaghM  with  years,  and  sown  with 

cares. 
And  reaped  by  death,  lord  of  the  human  soil 

Byrtm's  Heaven  and  Earth. 
Maturer  manhood  now  arrives, 

And  other  thoughts  come  on. 
But  with  the  baseless  hopes  of  youth. 

Its  generous  warmth  is  gone; 
Cold,  calculating  cares  succeed 
The  timid  thought,  the  wary  deed. 

The  full  realities  of  truth; 
Back  on  the  past  ho  turns  his  eye. 
Remembering,  with  an  envious  sigh. 

The  happy  dreams  of  youth . 
So  reaches  he  the  latter  stage 
Of  this  our  mortal  pilgrimage. 

With  feeble  step  and  slow; 
New  ills  that  latter  stage  a^ait. 
And  old  experience  learns  too  late. 

That  all  is  vanity  below. 

Souihetfs  Poem». 
Once  in  the  flight  of  ages  paat. 

There  liv'd  a  man :  — and  who  was  he  ? 
—  Mortal !  howe*er  thy  lot  be  cast. 

That  man  resembled  thee 

James  Montgomery, 
*T  is  man*s  pride. 
His  highest,  worthiest,  noblest  boast. 
The  privilege  he  prizes  most. 
To  stand  by  helpless  woman^s  side. 

Mrs.  Holford'e  Margaret  of  Anjou. 
Yes,  thou  mayst  sneer,  but  still  I  own 
A  love  that  spreads  £rom  zone  to  zone : 
No  time  the  sacred  fire  can  smother ! 
Where  breathes  tlie  man,  I  hail  the  brother. 
Man !  how  sublime, — from  Heaven  his  birth — 
The  God^s  bright  Image  walks  the  earth ! 
And  if,  at  times,  his  footstep  strays, 
I  pity  where  I  may  not  praise. 

Btdwei^t  Poems. 

Learn  more  reverence — not  fbr  rank  or  wealth, — 

that  needs  no  learning ; 
That  comes  quickly— quick  as  an  does !  ay,  and 

often  leads  to  sin ; 
But  for  Adam's  seed,  Man  !  Trust  me,  *t  is  a  clay 

above  your  scorning, 
With  God*b  image  stamp'd  upon  it,  and  6od*B 

kindling  breath  within. 

Mies  Barretts  Poems. 
Let  d*  think  leas  of  men  and  more  of  God. 

Bailey's  Fesius. 


Man  IS  one : 
And  he  hath  one  great  heart    It  is  Urns  w  Asl, 
With  a  gigantic  throb  athwart  the  sea; 
Each  others'  rights  and  wrongs ;  thus  are  we  men. 

Bailey's  Fesims. 
Man  eroochos  and  blushes. 

Absconds  and  conceals; 
He  creepeth  and  pcepeth, 

He  palters  and  steals; 
Infirm,  melancholy, 

Jealous  glancing  around; 
An  oaf,  an  accomplice. 

He  poisons  the  ground. 

Ralfh  Waldo  BmermL 
Profbunder,  profirandcr, 

Man*s  spirit  must  dive: 
To  his  aye-rolling  orbit 

No  goal  will  arrive. 
The  heavens  that  now  draw  him 

With  sweetness  untold. 
Once  found, — for  new  heavens 

He  spumeth  the  old. 

Ralph  WaUh  Emerssm 

By  misery  unrepell'd,  unawed 

By  pomp  or  power,  thou  seest  a  Max 
In  prince  or  peasant — slave  or  lord  — 

Pale  priest  or  swarthy  artisan. 

WhUOer's  Poems 
Through  all  disguise,  form,  place  or  name 

Beneath  the  flaunting  robe  of  sin. 
Through  poverty  and  squalid  shame. 

Thou  lookest  on  the  man  within : 
On  man,  as  man,  retaining  yet, 

Howe*er  debasM,  and  soiled,  and  dim. 
The  crown  upon  his  forehead  set — 

The  immortal  gift  of  God  to  him. 

WhiUier's  Poems 

Man  on  his  brother's  heart  hath  trod  — 

Man  is  man*s  mortal  fbe ! 
Man  is  antagenist  to  God  — 

This  only  do  I  know ! 

A,  J.  H,  Dngttwne, 

O  mighty  brother-soul  of  man. 

Where'er  thou  art,  in  low  or  high, 
Thy  skyey  arches  with  exulting  span 

O'er-roof  infinity. 

James  Russdl  LowdL 

All  that  hath  been  majestical 

In  life  or  death,  since  time  began. 
Is  native  in  the  simple  heart  of  all. 

The  angel-heart  of  man. 

James  RusseU  LowdL 

Boy's  pleasures  are  for  boyhood — its  best  cares 
Befit  us  not  in  our  performing  years. 

W,  O.SimmM 
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Manhood  at  last  S -^and,  with  its  oonsciouBiieBS, 
Ara  slraifth  and  freedom ;  freedom  to  pwBoe 
The  purpMas  of  hope-^the  godlike  Um 

Bom  in  the  etmggle  for  the  great  and  tme  I 
And  e^pery  energy  that  should  be  mine, 

This  day  I  dedicate  to  its  object, — life ! 
So  help  me  HeaFen,  that  nerer  I  resign 
The  daty  which  devotes  me  to  the  striik 

W.  Q.  Smm$, 
The  soul  of  man 
Createfh  its  own  destiny  of  power; 
And  as  the  trial  is  intenser  here, 
His  being  hath  a  nobler  strength  in  Heaven. 

If  ti2w*s  Peemt. 

Many  a  man,  still  yoimg,  though  wisely  sad. 
Faces  the  sweet  old  shadows  with  a  sigh. 
The  spirits  are  so  mnte  to  manhood's  ear 
That  tranoM  the  boy  with  music 

Tlioa  hast  the  secret  strange 
'i>  read  that  hidden  book,  the  human  heart; 
Thoift  ""aat  the  ready  writer's  practised  art; 

Thou  hast  the  thought  to  range 
The  broadest  circle  intellect  hath  ran  — 
And  thou  art  God's  best  work  —  an  honest  man. 

WHiui's  Poems. 


MARRIAGE. 

From  that  day  forth,  in  peace  and  joyous  bliss 
Hiey  liv'd  together  Itmg  without  debate; 
Nor  private  jars,  nor  spUe  of  enemies, 
Touid  shake  the  safe  assurance  of  their  stales. 

Spenaer'B  Fairy  Queen, 

Nothing  shall  assuage 
Your  love  but  marriage :  for  such  is 
The  tying  of  two  in  wedlock,  as  is 
The  tuning  of  two  lutes  in  one  key :  for 
Striking  the  strings  of  the  one,  straws  will  stir 
Upon  the  strings  of  the  other ;  and  in 
Two  minds  link'd  in  love,  one  cannot  be 
Delighted,  but  the  other  rejoiceth. 

Lmy*a  Sapphp  and  Pkaon, 

Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth. 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attarneyshipb 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    Part  I. 

What  is  wedlock  forced  but  a  hell. 
An  age  of  discord  and  continual  strife  7 
Wbereaa  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  bliss, 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celestial  peace. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  I. 
The  instances,  that  second  marriage  move. 
Are  base  lespeets  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love. 

Shake.  HarnkL 


But  earlier  happy  is  the  rose  distilUd, 

Than  that  which,  withering  on  the  viigin  thorn, 

Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  single  blessedness. 

Shake.  Midsummer  Nighte  Dream. 

Pale  primroses, 
Tliat  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  PhmbuB  in  his  strength,  a  malady 
Most  incident  to  maids. 

Shake.  Wmter*e  Tale. 

Mistress,  know  yourself;  down  on  your  knees 
And  thank  heaven,  fasting,  for  a  good  man's  love. 
For  I  must  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear, — 
Sell  when  you  can ;  you  are  not  for  all  markets. 
Shake.  AeyeuUkeiL 

Her  gentle  spirit 
Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed. 
As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  king. 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Venice. 
For  know,  lago, 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Desdemona, 
I  would  not  my  unhoused  free  condition 
Put  into  circumspection,  and  confinQ 

For  the  sea's  worth. 

Shake.  OtheOc 

'T  is  not  to  make  me  jealous. 

To  say  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company, 

Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays  and  dances  well ; 

Wliere  virtue  is,  these  are  more  virtuous : 

Nor  from  my  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 

The  smallest  fear. 

Shake.  Othello 

No  sweet  aspersions  shall  the  heavens  let  fall 
To  make  this  contract  grow;  but  barren  hate, 
Sonr^eyed  disdain,  and  discord,  shall  bestrew 
The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  so  loathly, 
That  you  shaU  hate  it  both ;  therefore  take  heed. 

Shake.  Ttmpeeu 

When  the  priest 
Should  ask  —  if  Catharine  should  be  his  wife. 
Ay,  by  gogs-wouns,  quoth  he ;  and  swore  so  loud 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the  priest  let  fall  the  book ; 
And,  as  he  stoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
Thismad-brain'd  bridegroom  took  him  such  a  cutt. 
That  down  fell  priest  and  book,  and  book  and 

priest; 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  Ibt 

Shake.  Tam&ng  (he  Shrew 

Neglected  beauty  now  is  priz'd  by  gold ; 
And  sacred  love  is  basely  bought  and  sold : 
Wives  are  grown  traffic,  marriage  is  a  trade , 
And  when  a  nuptial  of  two  hearts  is  made, 
There  must  of  moneys  too  a  wedding  be, 
That  coin,  as  well  as  men,  may  multiply. 

Randmf^ 
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The  jojs  of  marriage  are  the  heaTen  on  earth. 
Life's  paradise,  great  princeM,  the  w>ul*8  quiet, 
Sinews  of  concord,  earthly  immortality, 
Eternity  of  pleannres. 

John  Ford*9  Broken  Heart, 

Take  thus  much  of  my  counsel.    Marry  not 
In  haste ;  for  she  that  takes  the  best  of  husbands, 
Pats  on  a  g-olden  fetter :  for  husbands 
Are  like  to  painted  fruit,  which  promise  much, 
But  still  deceive  us,  when  we  come  to  touch  them. 
Cupid's  Whirligig. 

How  many  shepherds*  daughters,  who  in  duty 
To  gripliog  fathers  have  enthralled  their  beauty. 
To  wait  upon  the  gout,  to  walk  when  pleases 
Old  January  halt !    O  that  diseases 
Should  link  with  youth !  she  that  hath  such  a  mate. 
Is  like  two  twins,  bom  both  incorporate ; 
Th*  one  living,  th'  other  dead  :  the  living  twin 
Must  needs  be  slain  through  noisoroeness  of  him 
He  carries  witli  him :  such  aro  their  estates. 
Who  merely  marry  weahli,  and  not  their  mates. 

Brown^B  PattoraU. 
The  hour  of  marriage  ends  the  female  reign ! 
And  we  give  all  we  have  to  buy  a  chain ; 
Hire  men  io  be  our  lords,  who  were  our  slaves; 
And  bribe  our  lovers  to  be  perjur*d  knaves. 
(>,  how  they  swear  to  heaven  and  the  bride, 
Thoy  will  be  kind  to  her,  and  none  beside; 
And  to  themselves,  the  while  in  secret  swear, 
They  will  be  kind  to  ev'ry  one  but  hor  1 

Crown*8  English  Friar. 
Huw  near  am  I  to  happiness 
That  earth  exceeds  not  ?  not  another  like  it. 
The  treasures  of  the  deep  are  not  so  precious, 
As  aro  the  concealM  comfi^rts  of  a  man 
Lock'd  up  in  woman's  k>ve.     I  scent  the  air 
Of  blessings,  when  I  come  but  near  the  house ; 
What  a  delicious  breath  marriage  sends  forth ! 
The  violet-bcd  's  not  sweeter.    Honest  wedlock 
Is  like  a  banqueting-house  built  in  a  garden. 
On  which  the  spring's  chaste  flowers  take  delight 
To  cast  their  modest  odours. 

MiddUUm't  Women  beware  Women. 
J'or  any  man  to  match  above  his  rank 
Is  but  to  sell  his  liberty. 

Massinger. 
What  do  you  think  of  marriage  7 
J  take  *t,  as  those  that  deny  purgatory : 
It  lociiUy  contains  or  heaven  or  hell ; 
'Jlieri'  *s  no  third  place  in  it 

Webstar. 
Hern  love  his  golden  shafts  employs,  here  lights 
His  constant  lamp,  and  waves  his  purple  wings, 
Kcifii»«  here  and  revels. 

Rowley's  Twe  Noble  Kinsmen. 


Tempting  gold  alone 
In  this  our  age  more  marriages  oompleiBt 
Than  virtue,  merit,  or  the  force  of  love, 
'Tis  not  th'  external  sweetness  of  the  &oe, 
The  inward  excellence  of  a  virtuous  mind. 
The  just  behaviour  and  the  graceful  mien. 
With  all  th'  endowment  nature  can  bestow, 
Can  please  the  wretch  whoso  riches  are  his  god; 
Who  'd  rather  ransack  Indian  mines  for  gold, 
Tlian  revel  in  some  matchless  beauty's  arms : 
For  which  may  he  never  taste  the  joy  it  yields; 
But  as  a  Midas  wallowing  in  his  store. 
Let  him  curs'd  be  amid  his  heaps  of  wealth. 

Wande^fsri. 

Not  in  court  amoun, 
Mix'd  dance,  or  wanton  mask,  or  midnight  bal^ 
Or  seremule,  which  the  starv'd  lover  sings 
To  his  proud  fkir,  best  quitted  with  disdain. 

Milton's  Paradise  ImL 

Our  Maker  bids  increase ;  who  bids  abstain 
But  our  destroyer,  foe  to  God  and  man. 

MUion's  PearmdiHLm. 

HaH  wedded  k>ve,  mysteriodp  law,  tm^  source 
Of  human  oflbpring,  sole  propHety 
In  paradise  of  all  things  oomm^  else ! 

MiUo^i^^raiiseLsM, 

Founded  in  reason,  loyal,  just,  and  p^e. 

Relations  dear,  and  all  the  charities    *" 

Of  father,  son,  and  brother  first  were  k>B^i^ 

Milton's  ParJIf^^^ 
Perpetual  fountain  of  domestic  sweets. 
Whose  bed  is  undefil'd  and  chaste  pronou^^ 
Present  or  past,  as  saints  and  patriarchs  11)^ 

MiUoa's  Parodies^ 
Whom  thus  the  angel  interrupted  mild :  i 

Lament  not.  Eve,  but  patiently  resign 
What  justly  thou  hast  kist ;  nor  set  thy  heart. 
Thus  over-fond,  on  that  which  is  not  thine  J 

Thy  going  is  not  lonely ;  with  thee  goes  \ 

Tliy  husband ;  him  to  follow  thou  art  bonnd ; 
Where  he  abides,  think  there  thy  native  soiL 

MUton's  Paradise  LosL 
For  wedlock  without  love,  somo  say. 
Is  but  a  lock  without  a  key; 
It  is  a  kind  of  rape  to  marry 
One  that  neglects,  nor  cares  not  for  ye; 
For  what  docs  make  it  ravishment. 
But  being  against  the  mind*s  consent  T 

BvHer's  Hudibrus. 

O  horror !  horror !  after  this  alliance. 

Let  tigers  match  with  hinds,  and  wolves  with 

sheep ; 
And  every  creature  couple  with  its  ibe. 

DrydenU  Spamsk  Frtar. 
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AH  oT  a  tenmr  waa  their  affcer-fife, 
Xo  day  disooloar'd  with  domestic  strifb ; 
No  jealousy,  bat  mutaal  truth  believM, 
Secure  repose,  and  kindness  undeceivM. 

Ihyden*8  Palamon  and  ArciU. 

This  is  (he  way  all  parents  prove. 
In  managing  their  children's  love; 
That  force  *em  t'  intermarry  and  wed, 
A«  if  th*  were  burning  of  the  dead ; 
Cast  earth  to  earth,  as  in  the  grave. 
To  join  in  wedlock  all  they  have. 

Butler*B  HuMnu, 

When  yon  would  give  all  worldly  plagnes  a  name. 
Worse  than  they  have  already,  call  *em  Wife  I 
Bot  a  new  married  wife 's  a  teeming  mischief 
Foil  of  herself:  Why  what  a  deal  of  horror 
Hu  that  poor  wretch  to  come,  that  married  yes- 
tcrday.  Oiway't  Orj^n, 

Marriage  to  maids  is  like  a  war  to  men ; 
The  battle  causes  fear,  but  the  sweet  hopes 
Of  winning  at  the  last,  still  draws  *em  in. 

Zee's  MUkridatm. 
And  now  your  matrimonial  Cupid, 
Lash'd  on  by  time,  grows  tir'd  and  stupid* 
For  story  and  ejqperience  tell  us 
llat  man  grows  old  and  woman  jealous. 
Both  would  their  little  ends  secure; 
He  8tghs  for  freedom,  she  for  power : 
His  vbhcs  tend  abroad  to  roam. 
And  hers  to  domineer  at  home. 

Prior't  Alma, 

T^j  rise  of  ftirtune  did  I  only  wed. 
From  its  decline  determined  to  recede  ? 
Did  I  but  purpose  to  embark  with  thee 
On  the  smooth  surface  of  a  summer's  sea, 
While  gentle  zephyrs  play  in  prosperous  gales, 
And  fortune's  favour  fills  the  swelling  sails ; 
But  would  forsake  the  ship,  and  make  the  shore. 
When  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  tempests  roar  7 
No,  Henry,  no :  one  sacred  oath  has  tied 
Our  loves ;  one  destiny  our  life  shall  guide, 
Nor  wild,  nor  deep,  our  common  way  divide ! 

Prior*8  Henry  and  Emma. 

l*hoQgh  fools  spurn  Hymen  s  gentle  powers, 
l^'e,  who  improve  his  gdden  hours. 
By  sweet  experience  know 
[That  marriage,  rightly  understood, 
[Gi?c8  to  the  tender  and  the  good 
A  paradise  below. 

CaUoiL 
Oh !  for  a  curse  upon  the  cunning  priest. 
Who  conjur'd  us  together  in  a  yoke 
That  galls  me  now. 

SMftem's  DUappoittimaiL 


Are  we  not  one  7  are  we  not  join*d  by  heav'n  f 
Each  interwoven  with  the  other's  fate  7 
Are  we  not  miz'd  like  streams  of  meeting  rivers, 
Whose  blended  waters  are  no  more  distinguish'd, 
But  roll  into  the  sea  one  common  flood  7 

RoiDe's  Fair  PeniienL 
Yet  here  and  there  we  grant  a  gentle  bride. 
Whose  temper  betters  by  the  father's  side ; 
Unlike  the  rest  that  double  human  care, 
Fond  to  relieve,  or  resolute  to  share : 
Happy  the  man  whom  thus  his  stars  advance ! 
The  curse  is  general,  hut  the  blessing  chance. 

^ameWs  Httiod. 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  H  is  steadfast  hate, 
And  one  eternal  tempest  of  debate. 

Young's  Love  pf  Fanm, 
I  've  heard  my  honest  uncle  oflen  say, 
That  lads  should  a*  for  wives  that's  virtuous  pfay 
For  the  maist  thrifty  man  could  never  get 
A  weel-stor'd  room,  unless  his  wife  wad  let 

AUan  Rammf, 
O  marriage  \  marriage !  wiiat  a  eorss  is  tliins, 
Where  hands  akme  consent  and  hearts  abhor. 

mV9  Alzirm. 
Wedded  bve  is  founded  on  esteem. 
Which  the  fair  merits  of  the  mind  engagfe. 
For  those  are  charms  which  never  can  decay ; 
But  time  which  gives  new  whiteness  to  the  swan. 
Improve,  their  h-tre.  p^^,^  ^lbri«n^ 

Oh  speak  the  joy !  ye  whom  the  sudden  tear 
Surprises  often,  when  you  look  around, 
And  nothing  strikes  the  eye  bdt  sights  of  bliss. 
All  various  nature  pressing  on  the  hear^ 
And  elegant  sufficiency,  content; 
Retirement,  rttral  quiet,  friendship,  books, 
Ease  and  alternate  labour,  useful  lifb. 
Progressive  ^rtne,  and  approving  heaven. 
These  are  the  matchless  joys  of  virtuous  lovd; 
And  thus  their  moments  fly. 

TTionuimU  SeaaMia. 
But  happy  they !  the  happiest  of  their  kind ! 
Whom  gentler  stars  unite,  and  in  one  fiite 
Their  hearts,  their  fortunes,  and  their  beings  Uend. 
"Tis  not  the  coarser  tie  of  human  laws. 
Unnatural  oil,  and  foreign  to  the  mind. 
That  binds  their  peace,  but  harmony  itMlC 
Attuning  all  their  passions  into  k>ve  * 
Where  friendship  full  exerts  her  softest  power 
Perfect  esteem  enlivened  by  desire 
Ineffable,  and  sympathy  of  soul » 
Thought  meeting  thought,  and  will  preventing  will, 
With  boundless  confidence :  for  nought  but  lore 
Can  answer  love,  and  render  bliss  secure. 
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What  k  the  worid  to  them, 
Its  pomfs  its  plearore,  and  Ha  noneeiiBe  all  7 
Who  in  each  other  daep  whateTer  &ir 
High  &nc7  fi>nnt,  and  ktiah  hearts  can  wiaii. 
Or  in  the  mind,  or  mind-ilhnniii'd  ikce ; 
Trodi,  goodness,  honoor,  harmony,  and  love, 
The  richest  boonty  of  indi|lgent  heaven* 

Ab,  gentle  dames !  it  gars  me  greet, 
To  think  how  mony  oomisels  sweet, 
How  mony  lengthened  sage  advices, 
The  husband  frae  the  wift  despises ! 

-^  Buna, 

Ehr'n  in  the  happiest  choice,  where  favoring  heaven 
Has  equal  love  and  easy  fortune  given, — 
Think  not,  the  husband  gain'd,  that  all  is  done ; 
Hie  prise  of  happiness  must  still  be  won : 
And,  oft,  the  careless  find  it  to  their  cost, 
The  lover  in  the  husband  may  be  lost ; 
Hie  graces  might,  alone,  his  heart  allure ; 
They  and  the  virtues,  meeting  must  secure 

Oh  friendly  to  the  best  pursuits  of  man. 
Friendly  to  thought,  to  virtue,  and  to  peace, 
Domestic  life  in  rural  leisure  passed ! 
Few  know  thy  value,  and  few  taste  thy  sweets, 
Hiough  many  boast  thy  frvours,  and  affect 
To  understand  and  choose  thee  for  their  own. 

Cowper'9  TaA, 

Domestic  happiness,  thou  only  bliss 

Of  paradise  that  has  survived  the  fall !    | 

Cowpir*8  Task. 

Thou  art  tlie  nurse  of  virtue.    In  thine  arms 
She  smiles,  appearing  as  in  truth  she  is, 
Heav*n-bom  and  destined  to  the  skies  again. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  pleasure  is  adored. 
That  reeling  goddess  with  the  noeless  waist 
And  wandering  eye,  still  leaning  on  the  arm 
Of  novelty,  her  fickle  frail  support ; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  constant,  luting  change. 
And  finding  in  the  calm  of  truth-tied  love 
Joy  that  her  stormy  raptures  never  yield. 

Compact  Taak. 

No  jealousy  their  dawn  of  love  o'ercast. 
Nor  blasted  were  their  wedded  days  vnth  strifo ; 
Each  season  Iook*d  delightful  as  it  past. 
To  the  fond  husband,  and  the  fiiithfiil  wife. 
Beyond  the  lowly  vale  of  shepherd  lifo 
Tney  never  roanf  d  \  secure  beneath  the  storm, 
\Vhich  in  ambition's  lofly  land  is  rife. 
Where  peace  and  love  are  cankerM  by  the  worm 
U**  pride  each  bud  of  joy  industrious  to  deform. 
Beattie'i  MUutrA 


Wedlock 's  a  saucy,  sad,  famifiar  state, 
Where  folks  are  very  apt  to  scold  and  hatat 
Love  keeps  a  modest  distance,  is  divine, 
Obliging,  and  says  ev'ry  thing  that's  fine. 

Dr.  WoIcoCb  Pder  Prndar. 
Across  the  threshold  led. 
And  every  tear  kisa*d  off  as  soon  as  shed. 
His  house  she  enters,  there  to  be  a  light 
Shining  vnthin,  when  ail  without  is  nigiit; 
A  guardian  angel  o*er  his  life  presiding. 
Doubling  his  pleasure,  and  his  cares  dividing ! 
Rog9r$*B  HunuM  I^t, 
O  we  do  all  offimd— 
There  *s  not  a  day  of  wedded  life,  if  we 
Count  at  its  close  the  little,  bitter  sum 
Of  thoughts,  and  words,  and  looks  onkiod  and 

firoward. 
Silence  that  chides  and  vroondings  of  tlis  eye— 
But  prostrate  at  each  other's  feet,  we  should 
Each  night  forgiveness  ask. 

Jlfiiifvriiv*f  BtrtmiL 
Full  wen  we  know  that  many  a  favourite  air, 
That  charms  a  party,  fkils  to  charm  a  pair. 
And  as  Augusta  play'd,  she  look*d  aroimd. 
To  see  if  one  was  dying  at  the  soand. 
But  all  were  gone  -^  a  husband,  virapt  in  gloom, 
Stalk*d  eareless,  listless,  up  and  down  the  roam. 

CrM. 
A  something,  light  as  air  —  a  look, 
A  word  unkind  or  wrongly  taken— 
Oh!  love,  that  tempests  never  shook, 
A  breath,  a  touch  like  this  has  shaken. 
And  ruder  winds  will  soon  rush  in 
To  spread  the  breach  that  words  begin; 
And  eyes  forget  the  gentle  ray 
They  wore  in  courtship's  smiling  day ; 
And  voices  lose  the  tone  that  shed 
A  tenderness  round  all  they  said; 
Till  fast  declining,  one  by  one. 
The  sweetnesses  of  love  are  gone. 
And  hearts,  so  lately  mingled,  seem 
Like  broken  clouds,  —  or  like  the  stream. 
That  smiling  left  the  mountain's  bnm, 
As  though  its  waters  ne'er  could  sever, 
Yet  ere  it  reach'd  the  pkin  below. 
Breaks  into  floods,  and  parts  for  ever.  I 

IToore'f  LOa  RM 
Although  my  heart,  in  earlier  youth,  I 

Might  kmdle  vnth  more  wild  desire, 
Believe  me,  it  has  gain'd  in  truth  I 

Much  more  than  it  has  lost  in  fire ;  I 

The  flame  now  warms  my  inmost  core. 

That  then  but  sparkled  on  thy  brow:  I 

And  though  I  seem'd  to  tove  thee  more. 

Yet  oh,  I  kive  thee  better  now.  I 

Jlof 


MABmA0& 


8i^ 


^liB  pore,  <9^^  praBpoioDs  lofBy 
lliat,  pWg*d  on  earth,  uid  soal'd  abcnN^ 

Grows  in  the  world's  approving  eyes, 
In  fiiendflhip's  smile,  and  hoine*a  caress ; 

CoOectingr  all  the  heart's  sweet  ties 
Into  one  knot  of  liappiness. 


JIf oorc* 


To  cheer  tfa  j  sickness^  watch  thy  health, 
Partake,  fafot  never  waste  tiiy  wealth. 
Or  stand  with  smile  trnmurmuring  by. 
And  ttghten  half  thy  poverty. 

Byron's  Bride  of  AhydoB. 

Few — none  ^- find  what  they  love  or  could  have 

lov'd, 
Thoogh  accident,  blind  ooatact,  and  the  strong 
Necessity  of  lofving,  have  remov'd 
Antipathies — but  to  recur,  ere  long, 
Kivenoni'd  witii  irrevocable  wrong* 

Bynm's  ChUde  Hanid. 

The  kindest  and  the  hapfnest  pair 
Will  find  occasion  to  ferbear; 
And  something,  ev'ry  day  they  live. 
To  pity,  and  perhaps  forgive. 

Cowper*$  Mutual  Forbearance, 

On  thee,  blest  youth,  a  father's  hand  confen 
The  maid  thy  earliest,  fondest  wishes  knew; 

Each  soft  enchantment  of  the  bouI  is  hers ; 
Thine  be  the  joys  to  firm  attachment  due. 

Rogere^e  Poeme, 

Say,  shall  I  love  the  fiiding  beauty  less, 
Whose  spring-tide  radiance  has  been  wholly 
minef 
No— -come  what  will,  thy  steadfast  truth  I  '11  bless ; 
In  youth,  in  age,  thine  own  —  for  ever  thine. 

A,  A.  Watte, 

I  bless  thee  for  kind  looks  and  words 

Shower'd  on  my  path  like  dew. 
For  all  the  bve  in  those  deep  eyes, 

A  gladness  ever  new! 
For  the  voice  which  ne'er  to  mine  replied. 

But  in  kindly  tones  of  cheer; 
For  every  spring  of  happiness 

My  soul  hath  tasted  here! 

Mre,  Heman^e  Poems. 

She  tnm'd  —  and  her  mother's  gaze  brought  back 

Each  hue  of  her  childhood's  faded  track. 

Oh !  hush  the  song,  and  let  her  tears 

Flow  to  the  dream  of  her  early  years ! 

Holy  and  pore  are  the  drops  that  &n, 

When  the  young  bride  goes  firora  her  father's  hall ; 

She  goes  nnto  love  yet  untried  and  new  — 

She  parts  fhmi  k)ve  which  hath  still  been  true. 

Mre,  Heman^e  Poeau, 


I  bless  thee  for  the  noble  heart, 

The  tender  and  the  true, 
Where  mine  hath  foud  the  happiest  test 

l%at  e'er  fbnd  woman's  knew; 
I  bless  thee,  faithlhl  friend  and  guide, 

For  my  ^wn,  ny  treasnr'd  share, 
In  the  nwMimfhl  secrets  of  thy  soul, 

In  thy  sorrow  and  thy  care. 

Mre,  Hemane*e  Peeme, 

And  if  division  co>ne,  it  soon  is  past, 
Too  sharp,  too  strange  an  agony  to  last ! 
And  like  some  river's  bright,  abundant  tide, 
Which  art  or  accident  had  forc'd  aside, 
The  well-springs  of  affection  gushing  o'er. 
Back  to  their  natural  channels  flow  once  more. 

ilfrs.  Norton, 
Oh!  mamed  love !^- each  heart  shajl  own. 

Where  two  congenial  souls  unit^, 
Thy  golden  chains  inlaid  with  down. 

Thy  lamp  with  heaven's  own  splendour  bright. 

Langhone, 
But  if  no  radiant  star  of  love, 

Oh,  Hymen,  smile  upon  thy  rite, 
Thy  chain  a  wretched  weight  shall  prove. 

Thy  lamp  a  sad  sepulchral  light 

Langhome, 

Then  come  the  wild  weather — come  sleet  or  coin* 

snow. 
We  will  stand  by  each  other,  however  it  blow ; 
Oppression  and  sickness,  and  sorrow  and  pain. 
Shall  be  to  our  true  love  as  links  to  the  chain. 

Longfellow,  —  jProm  the  German^ 

While  other  doublets  deviate  here  and  there. 
What  secret  handcuff  binds  that  pretty  pair  ? 
Compactest  couple !  pressing  side  to  side,  ^- 
Ah !  the  white  bonnet —  that  reveals  the  bride ! 

O.  W.  HOmee, 

Together  should  our  yayers  ascend; 
Together  would  we  humbly  bend. 

To  praise  the  Almighty  name; 
And  when  I  saw  her  kindling  eye 
Beam  upward  in  her  native  sl^y, 

My  soul  should  catch  the  flame. 

.^ciFrieU^ 
I  saw  her,  and  I  lov'd  her— 

I  sought  her,  and  I  won; 
A  down  pleasant  summers. 

And  more,  since  then  have  run* 
And  half  as  many  voices 

Now  prattling  by  her  side, 
Remind  me  of  the  autumn 

When  she  became  my  bride. 

f%9mae  Mnekettm 


MBRDia 


TIm  puwt  lofB  tht  wedded  hrm  inolndei* 

Hie  one  pennile  tlie  two  their  moliul 

Hie  two  eaeh  ether  know 'mid  mjrriad  nnhitadee. 

jNot  for  the  enmmerJioiir  elenei 

When  ikiee  resplendent  ehine, 
And  yonth  and  pleuore  HSk  the  throne, 

Our  hearts  and  iiands  we  twine; 
But  ftr  those  stem  and  wintry  days 

Of  peril,  pain,  and  ftar, 
Whan  Heaven's  wise  discipline  doth  make 

This  earthly  journey  drear. 

'  Not  fer  this  span  of  lift  akne. 

Which  as  a  blast  doth  fly, 
And  like  the  transient  flower  of  stress, 

Jnst  blossom,  droop,  and  die; 
Bot  ftr  a  beinip  without  end. 
This  vow  of  kive  we  take; 
Grant  us,  oh  God!  one  home  at  last, 
For  our  Redeemet's  sake. 

Jfri.  Sigimrmi^9  Peons. 


MEETING. 
A  hundred  thousand  welcomes :  I  could  weep, 
And  I  could  laugh ;  I  am  light,  and  heavy :  weL 

come: 
A  curse  begin  at  very  root  of  his  heart, 
That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee! 

ShakB.  Coriolantts. 
As  a  long.parfed  mother  with  her  child 
Flays  Ibndly  with  her  tears,  and  smiles  in  meeting ! 
So  weepmg,  smiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth, 
And  do  thee  ftrour  vnth  my  royal  hands. 

8hak9.  RitAard  If. 
Ah,  Juliet,  if  the  measure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heap'd  Uke  mine,  and  tfiat  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blaaon  it,  then  sweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  air,  and  let  rich  music's  tongue 
Unfold  the  imagin'd  happiness  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 

Skak$.  Romeo  and  JtiUgL 
It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content^ 
To  see  yon  here  beftre  me. 

8hak9,Oih^o, 
Ar,  you  are  very  vrelcome  to  our  house : 
It  must  appear  in  other  ways  than  words, 
Therefore  I  scant  tois  breathing  courtesy. 

Shako.  MonhnAtfV€tico. 
I  swea? 
By  the  simplicity  of  Venus'  doves ! 
By  that  which  knitteth  souls,  and  prospers  lovets ! 
In  that  same  place  thoa  hast  appointed  me, 
To-inorrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee. 

SUU  Midoummor  NigkCo  Droam. 


The  joys  of  meeting  pay  the  pnnge  of  absenoe; 
Else  who  oould  bear  it? 

Jleiee's  T^mcrlaflt 

Absence,  vrith  all  its  pains, 
Is  by  this  charming  moment  wip'd  away. 

When  lovers  meet  in  adverse  hour, 
'TIS  like  a  sun-glimpse  through  a  shower, 
A  watery  ray  an  instant  seen, 
Tlien  darkly  closing  clouds  betvraen. 

ScaWoRokA^ 

It  is  the  hour  when  they 
Who  love  us  are  accustom'd  to  descend 
Through  the  deep  clouds  o'er  rocky  Ararat ! 
How  my  heart  beats! 

Byron's  Heaven  and  EarIK 

And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends 
For  all  the  long  years  I  *ve  been  wand'ring  aw&y-^ 
To  see  thus  around  me  my  youth's  early  friends, 
As  smiling  and  kind  as  in  that  happy  day  7 
Though  haply  o'er  some  of  your  brows  as  o'er  mine. 
The  snow  ftll  of  time  may  be  stealing — ^what  then  ? 
Like  Alps  in  the  sunset,  thus  lighted  bj  wine, 
We  '11  wear  the  gay  tinge  of  youth's  roses  again. 

Anea, 

There 's  not  a  fibre  in  my  trembling  frame 
That  does  not  vibrate  when  thy  step  draws  near, . 
There 's  not  a  puke  that  throbs  not,  when  I  hear 

Thy  voice,  thy  breathing,  nay  thy  very  name. 

Franeeo  KembU  BuUer 

And  must  they  meet  first  in  a  careless  crowd  7 
This  was  a  moment's  grie£ 

Mioo  London. 

The  morning  blush  was  lighted  up  by  hope, — 
The  hope  of  meeting  her. 

Jfiss /^iidoa. 

/Ah  me! 
The  world  is  fiill  of  nf  ectings  such  as  this  — 
A  thrill,  a  voiceless  challenge  and  reply -^ 
And  sudden  partings  after!/ 

/        Wtfiw's  Poens. 

I  have  said  I  would  not  meet  him  — 

Have  I  said  the  words  in  vain  7 
Sunset  bums  along  the  hill-tops. 

And  I  'm  waiting  here  again : 
But  my  promise  is  not  broken. 

Though  I  stand  where  once  we  met ; 
When  I  hear  his  coming  ftotsteps, 

I  can  fly  him  even  yet 

PMeCer^. 

I  will  not  wait  his  coming 

He  virin  surely  come  once  more ; 
Tliongh  I  said  I  would  not  meet  him, 

I  have  tdd  him  so  beftre. 

PUbeCarojf. 


MELANCaOLY. 


MELANCHOLY. 

TbH  me,  iwect  lord,  what  is 't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  stomach,  pleasure,  and  thy  golden  sleep  7 
Why  dost  thoa  bend  thy  eyes  upon  the  earth  7 
And  start  so  often  when  thou  sitt*st  alone  7 
Why  hast  thou  lost  the  fresh  blood  in  thy  cheeks, 
Aad  giv*n  thy  treasures  and  my  rig^Iits  of  tJice 
To  thick-ey*d  musing,  and  cursM  melancholy  7 

Shak8,  Henry  IV.    Part  I. 
O  melancholy! 
Who  ever  yet  could  sound  tliy  bottom  7  find 
The  ooze,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  carrack 

Might  easUiest  harbour  in? 

Shaks,  Cynibdint. 

I  have  neither  the  scholar^  melancholy, 
Which  is  emulation ;  nor  the  mnsician*s, 
Which  is  fkntastical ;  nor  tlie  courtier^s, 
Which  is  pride ;  nor  the  soIdier*s,  which  is 
Ambition ;  nor  the  lawyer's,  which  is  politic ; 
Nor  the  lady's,  which  is  nice ;  nor  tlie  lover's, 
Which  is  all  these :  but  it  is  a  melancholy 
Of  mine  own ;  compounded  of  many  simples, 
Extracted  from  many  objects,  and,  indeed, 
The  sundry  contemplation  of  my  travels ; 
In  which  my  oflen  rumination  wraps  me 
In  a  most  hum'rous  sadness.  i 

8hak9,  AsymtHktti. 

That  melancholy, 
Though  ending  in  distraction,  should  work 
So  iar  upon  a  man  as  to  compel  him 
To  court  a  thing  that  hath  nor  sense,  nor  being, 
Is  unto  me  a  miracle. 

Ma9nnger*9  Duke  of  Milan, 

Melancholy 
!«  not,  as  yon  conceive,  an  indisposition 
Of  body,  bat  the  mind's  disease ;  so  ecstasy, 
Fantastic  dotage,  madness,  frenzy,  rapture, 
Of  mere  imagination,  differ  partly 
From  melancholy ;  which  is  briefly  this : 
A  mere  commotion  of  the  mind,  o'ercharg'd 
With  fear  and  sorrow ;  first  begat  i'  tb'  brain. 
The  seal  of  reason,  and  from  thence,  derived 
As  suddenly  into  the  heart,  the  scat 
Of  our  affection. 

John  Ford'9  Lover's  Melancholy, 

But  hail,  thou  goddees,  sage  and  holy. 
Hail,  divinest  melancholy! 
Whose  saintly  visage  is  too  bright 
To  hit  the  sen^c  of  human  sight. 
And  therefore  to  our  weaker  view, 
O'erlaid  with  black,  staid  wisdom's  hue. 

MilUni'e  II  Penserooo, 

These  pleasorei,  melancholy,  give,  , 

And  I  with  thee  will  choose  to  live. 

MUtm'e  H  Pett$ero§(k 


He  comes!  he  ooraeei  in  evwy  breeis  the  pimtK 

Of  philosophic  melancholy  oomee ! 

Hie  near  approach,  the  sudden  starting  tear. 

The  glowing  ebeek,  the  mild  dejected  air, 

The  softened  featnre.  and  the  beating  heart. 

Pierced  deep  with  m&ny  a  virtnous  pang,  deelMe. 

O'er  all  the  soul  his  sacred  influence  breathes ! 

Inflames  imagination ;  thro'  the  breast 

Infuses  every  tenderness ;  and  far 

Beyond  dim  earth  exalts  the  swelling  thought 

ThomMoiCo  8eMoa0* 

There  is  a  mood 
(I  sing  not  to  the  vacant  and  the  young,) 
There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  meianeholy, 
That  wings  the  soul,  and  points  her  to  tlie  skies. 
Dyer*9  Ruine  efRome. 
With  eyes  uprais'd,  as  one  inspir'd, 
Pale  melancholy  sat  retir'd. 
And  from  her  wild  sequester'd  seat, 
In  notes  by  distance  made  more  sweet, 
Pour'd  through  the  mellow  horn  her  pensive  soul. 
CoUins's  Passiono, 
Responsive  to  the  sprightly  pipe,  when  all 
In  sprightly  dance  the  village  youth  were  join'd, 
Edwin,  of  melody  aye  held  in  thrall, 
From  the  rude  gambol  far  remote  reclin'd, 
Sooth'd  with  the  sofl  notes  warbling  in  tlie  wind  t 
Ah  then,  all  jollity  seem'd  noise  and  folly 
To  the  pure  soul  by  fancy's  fire  refin'd ! 
Ah,  what  is  mirth,  but  turbulence  unholy. 
When  with  the  charm  compared  of  heavenly 
melancholy !  Beattie's  Minstrel, 

Melancholy  is  a  fearfiil  gift ; 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth  7 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  phantasies. 
And  brings  life  near  in  utter  darkness. 
Making  the  cold  reality  too  reaL 

ByrotL 
Melancholy 
Sits  on  me,  as  a  cloud%long  the  sky. 
Which  will  not  let  tli^  sun.beams  through,  nor  yet 
Descend  in  rain,  and  end ;  but  spreads  itself 
*Twixt  heaven  and  earth,  like  envy  between  man 
And  man  —  an  everlasting  mist. 

Byron, 

Go,  you  may  call  it  madness,  folly, — 

You  shall  not  chase  my  gloom  away ; 

There 's  such  a  charm  in  melancholy, 

I  would  not  if  I  could,  be  gay ! 

Roger; 

h,  there  are  moments  for  us  here,  when,  seeing 
Lifo's  inequalities,  and  woe,  and  care. 
The  buroens  laid  upon  our  mortal  bemg 
Seem  heavier  than  the  human  heart  can  bear,  j 

PhabeCahk 


t 


84f 


MSIfOKT. 


lliere  is  a  tlnulinr  on  my  lieut 
I  cannot  t&ng  aside. 

Alice  Corsy. 
A  shade  hath  passM 
Athwart  my  brightest  Tisions  here ; 
A  olottd  of  darkest  gloem  hath  wrapp'd 
The  remnant  of  my  brief  career ; 
No  song,  no  echo  can  I  win, 
The  qparkling  Ibunt  hath  dried  within. 

Margaret  Davidetm, 
Smnge  that  the  love  Jom  heart  will  beat 

With  rapture  wild  amid  its  folly ; — 
No  grief  so  soft,  no  pain  so  sweet 
As  love's  delicious  melancholy. 

Mre.  Oegood, 
I  shrink  from  the  embitterM  close 

Of  my  own  melancholy  tale : 
T  is  kng  since  I  have  wakM  my  woes  — > 

And  nerve  and  voice  together  fail ! 
Ilie  throb  beats  fiister  at  my  brow, 

My  brain  feels  warm  with  starting  tears, 
And  I  shall  weep — but  heed  not  tliou! 

*T  will  soothe  awhile  the  ache  of  years ! 
The  heart  transfizM  —  worn  out  with  grief — 
Will  turn  the  arrow  for  reliefl 

Wime'e  Mdanie. 
Blame  not,  if  ofl  in  melancholy  mood 
This  theme  too  far  such  fancy  hath  pursued. 
And  if  the  soul  that  with  high  hope  should  beat. 
Turns  to  the  gloomy  grave's  unblest  retreat 

Rtibert  Sonde, 
As  the  drainM  fountain,  fill*d  with  autumn  leaves. 
The  field  swept  naked  of  its  gamer*d  sheaves ; 
So  wastes  at  noon  the  promise  of  our  dawn, 
The  springs  all  choking,  and  the  harvest  gone. 

O.  W.  Hdmee. 
I  There  is  no  music  in  this  life 
That  sounds  with  happy  laughter  solely ; 
There  *s  not  a  string  attun'd  to  mirth. 
But  has  its  chord  of  mclan^oly.  7 

'   ThomaeHood. 


MEMORY. 

We  will  revive  those  times,  and  in  our  memories 
Preserve,  and  still  keep  fresh,  like  flowers  in  water. 
Those  happier  days ;  when  at  our  eyes  our  souls 
Kindled  their  mutual  fires,  their  equal  beams 
Shot  and  returned,  'till  link'd  and  twin'd  in  one, 
They  ohain'd  our  hearts  together. 

DenkanCe  Sophy, 

Had  memory  oeen  lost  with  innocence. 
We  had  not  known  the  sentence,  nor  th*  offence : 
"T  vas  his  chief  punishment,  to  keep  in  store. 
Ins  9ad  remembrance  what  he  was  before. 

Dehham, 


None  grow  &df  old* 
Not  to  remember  where  they  hid  their  gok!; 
From  age  such  art  of  memory  we  learn. 
To  forget  nothing  what  is  our  concern : 
Their  interest  no  priest,  nor  sorcerer 
Forgets,  nor  lawyer,  nor  philosopher ; 
No  understanding,  memory  can  want. 
Where  wisdom  studious  industry  doth  plant 

Come,  flattering  memory !  and  tell  my  heart 
How  kind  she  was,  and  with  what  pleasing  art 
She  strove  its  fondest  wishes  to  obtain, 
C!onfirm  her  power,  and  faster  bind  my  chain. 

LyttldBUL 
O  remembrance ! 
Why  dost  thou  open  all  my  wounds  again  ? 

Zee's  Theedmee 
A  confus'd  report  pass'd  thro*  my  ears ; 
But  fbU  of  hurry,  like  a  morning  dream, 
It  vanish'd  in  the  bus'ness  of  the  day. 

LeeU  (^£pu$. 

Thinking  will  make  me  mad :  why  must  I  think. 
When  no  thought  brings  me  comfort  ? 

Southem^e  Fatal  Marriage, 
Thought  is  damnation !  'T  is  the  plague  of  devils 
To  think  on  what  they  are ! 

Rowe'e  Ambitioue  Stepmother, 
Perish  the  lover,  whose  impcr&ct  flame 
Forgets  one  feature  of  the  nymph  he  loved. 

Shenetone, 

Ask  the  &ithful  youth 
Why  the  cold  urn  of  her,  whom  long  he  lov'd. 
So  often  fills  his  arms;  so  often  draws 
His  lonely  footsteps  at  the  silent  hour 
To  pay  the  moumfbl  tribute  of  his  tears  7 
Oh !  he  will  tell  thee  that  the  wealth  of  worlds 
Should  ne'er  seduce  his  bosom  to  forego 
That  sacred  hoar  when,  stealing  f):om  the  noise 
Of  care  and  envy,  sweet  remembrance  soothes 
With  virtue's  kindest  looks  his  aching  breast, 
And  turns  his  tears  to  rapture. 

Akeneide^e  Pleaeuree  ef  Imagwatkm, 
O  memory !  thou  fond  aeceiver, 
Still  importunate  and  vain. 
To  former  joys  recurring  ever. 
And  turning  all  the  past  to  pain ; 
Thou,  like  the  world,  th'  opprest  oppressing. 
Thy  smiles  increase  the  wretch's  woe ! 
And  he  who  wants  each  other  blessing. 

In  thee  must  ever  find  a  &e. 

OddmuiK 

Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  busy  train. 
Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  the  past  to  pain. 
QddsnM'e  Deeeried  Village. 


MBUORY. 
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Still  o*er  these  teenei  my  memorj  w&kee. 
And  fimfly  broods  with  miser  care ; 

'Hme  bat  the  impression  deeper  makes 
As  streams  their  chamiels  deeper  wear. 


And  scenes,  knfr  past,  of  joy  and  pain. 
Came  wildering  o*er  his  aged  brain. 

5^B0tt'«  Lay  efthe  Ltut  Minabrd. 
Through  the  shadowy  past, 
like  a  tomb-searcher,  memory  ran, 
LdfUng  each  shroad  that  time  had  cast 
O'er  buried  hope& 

Moore's  Loves  of  (he  Angds, 

On  this  dear  jewel  of  my  memory 

My  heart  will  ever  dwell,  and  fate  in  Tain 

Possessing  that,  essay  to  make  me  wretched. 

Lord  Jshu  RuosdOs  Don  Carlos. 
The  intrepid  Swiss,  that  guards  a  foreign  shore, 
GondemnM  to  climb  his  moontain  clifis  no  more ; 
If  chance  he  hears  that  song,  so  sweetly  wild. 
Which  on  those  hills  his  infant  hours  beguiled ; 
Melts  at  the  long-lost  scenes,  that  round  him  rise, 
And  sinks  a  martyr  to  repentant  sighs. 

Rogon, 

It  hatrnts  me  still,  though  many  a  year  has  fled. 
Like  some  wild  mekKly.  nogorsU  lUdy. 

Bat  ever  and  anon  of  griefii  subdued. 
Tliere  comes  a  token  like  a  scorpion's  sting, 
Scarce  seen  but  with  flesh  bitterness  imbued ; 
And  slight  withal  may  be  the  thingr  whieh  bring, 
Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  could  fling 
Aside  for  ever :  it  may  be  a  sound  — 
A  tone  of  music — sunmier's  eve  —  or  spring, 
A  flower  —  the  wind  —  the  ocean — which  shall 

wound. 
Striking  the  electric  chain  wherewith  we  are 

darkly  bound ; 
And  how  and  why  we  know  not,  nor  can  trace 
Home  to  its  cloud  this  lightning  of  the  mind. 
But  feel  the  shock  renew*d,  nor  can  efiaco 
The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves  behind, 
Which  out  of  things  fkmiliar,  undesign'd. 
When  least  we  deem  of  such,  calls  up  to  view 
The  spectres  whom  no  exorcism  can  bind, 
The  cold — the  chang'd — perehanoe  the  dead — 


The  moum*d,  the  ]ov*d,  the  kst-— too  many !  yet 
how  few!  Byron's  CiUUs  Hanid. 

Bat  in  that  instant,  o'er  his  soul 
Winters  of  memory  seem*d  to  rbU, 
And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 
A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 
O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fbars, 
Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  years. 

ByrmCs  Qkumr. 


Alas!  the  heedlessness  of  al  atoMid 
Bespoke  remembrance  only  too  profimnd. 

ByrvNi's  jLotc 

Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy, 
While  sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  stilL 

Byron^s  Doge  of  VemCm 
And  thus,  as  in  memory's  bark  we  shall  glide 
To  visit  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew, 
Tliough  oft  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  the  tide, 
The  wreck  of  full  many  a  hope  shining  through— 
Yet  still,  as  in  fkncy  we  point  to  the  flowers. 
That  once  made  a  garden  of  all  the  gay  shore, 
Deoeiv'd  fbr  a  moment,  we'll  think  them  still  ours, 
And  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  life's  morning  onoo 
more.  Anon, 

A  pen  —  to  register;  a  key  — 
That  winds  through  secret  wards; 
Are  well  assign'd  to  Memory 


By  allegoric  Bards. 
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Lull'd  in  the  oomtiess  chamben  of  the  brain. 
Our  thoughts  are  link'd  by  many  a  hidden  chain ; 
Awake  but  one,  and  lo^  what  myriads  rise! 
Each  Btunps  its  image  as  the  other  flies ! 

Rqgers^o  Pleasurm  of  Memory, 

Recall  the  traveller,  whose  alter'd  form 
Has  borne  the  buffet  of  the  mountain  storm : 
And  who  will  first  bis  fond  impatience  meet  7 
His  fiuthful  dog 's  ahroady  at  his  feet ! 

Rogers's  Pleasures  of  Memory, 
Sweet  memory,  wafled  by  the  gentle  gale. 
Oft  up  the  stream  of  time  I  turn  my  sail. 
To  view  the  fairy  haunts  of  long-lost  hours. 
Blest  with  far  greener  shades,  &r  lovelier  flowenii 

Rogers's  Pleasures  of  Memory 
Hail,  memory,  liail !  in  thy  exhaostless  mine, 
From  age  to  age  unnumber'd  treasures  shuie ! 
Thought  and  her  shadowy  brood  thy  call  obey, 
And  place  and  time  are  subject  to  thy  sway ! 

Rogers^s  Pleooures  of  Memory, 
That  heart,  methinks, 
Were  of  strange  mould,  which  kept  no  cherishM 

print 
Of  earlier,  happier  times,  when  lifb  was  flresh. 
And  hve  and  innocence  made  holydayi 
Or,  that  own'd 

No  transient  sadness,  when  a  dream,  a  gUmpse 
Of  fimcy  touch'd  past  joys. 

MtOhonoo 

Memories  en  memories !  to  my  soul  again 
There  codm  sueh  dreams  wt  vamsh'd  love  and 


lliat  my  wnmg  heart,  though  long  inurad  to  piii^ 
Sinks  with  the  fidness  of  its  wrrtchodnsis. 

PhasbsCUarog 


UEBCV. 


Ah,  tell  me  sol  that  memory 

Sheds  ^ladneM  o*er  the  put: 
What  b  reoallM  by  Ikded  flowen 

Save  that  they  do  not  hut? 
Were  it  not  better  to  forg^et, 
nan  bat  remember  and  regret? 

JtftM  LandouL 

Number  the  riches  by  thy  memory  hoarded, 
Relics  of  joys  thy  by-past  years  have  known,-^ 

How  many  reed  thin^  are  there  recorded  7 

How  much  true  light  was  o*er  thy  pathway 

thrown  JIfrs.  Embury, 

MERCY, 

Some  clerks  no  doubt  in  their  deTioefbl  art. 
Whether  this  heavenly  thingc  whereof  I  treat, 
To  wecten  mercy,  be  of  justice  part, 
Or  drawn  forth  from  her  by  divine  entreat : 
This  wen  I  wote,  that  sura  she  is  as  great. 
And  meriteth  to  have  as  high  a  place, 
Sith  in  the  Almighty's  everlasting  seat. 
She  first  was  bred  and  bom  of  heavenly  race, 
Fh>m  thence  poured  down  on  men  by  influence 
of  grace.  8peneer*8  Fairy  QueoL 

The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strain'd ; 
It  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  raia  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath :  it  is  twice  blessM ; 
It  blesscth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes : 
*Tis  mightiest  in  the  mightiest ;  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown. 

Shake,  Merchant  of  Venice, 
Earthy  power  doth  then  show  likest  gods. 
When  mercy  seasons  justice. 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Though  justice  be  thy  plea,  oonsider  thb— - 
That  in  the  coarse  of  justice,  none  of  us 
Should  see  salvation :  we  do  pray  far  mercy; 
And  that  same  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy. 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  ^longs, 
Not  the  king's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  sword. 
The  marshal's  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe, 
Become  them  with  one  half  so  good  a  grace. 
As  mercy  does 

Shake.  Mea.for  Mea. 

M^rcy  is  not  itself  that  oft  looks  so ; 
Pardon  is  still  the  nurse  of  second  woe. 

Shake.  Mea.  fir  Mea. 
'       MerdfU  heaven  I 
Jliott  rather  with  thy  sharp  and  sulphurous  bolt, 
ftHit^st  tli»  nnwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak« 

Than  the  soft  nyitis. 

Shake.  Mea.  fir  Mea. 


How  wonld  yoQ  be, 
If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  judgment,  siwald 
But  judge  as  you  do7  O,  think  on  that ; 
And  mer^^  then  will  breathe  within  your  Ups, 
Like  nun  new  made ! 

Shake.  Mea.  fir  Mea. 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  ? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful. 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobilify's  true  badge. 

Shake.  Titue  Andromeua, 
If  little  &uh8  proceeding  on  distemper. 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  shall  we  stretch  our  eye, 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  swallow'd,  and 

digested. 
Appear  before  us  7 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

I  am  an  unable  suitor  to  your  virtues ; 
For  pity  b  the  virtue  of  the  law, 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 

Shake.  Tinum  of  Athena, 

Say -^ pardon,  king;  let  pity  teach  thee  how: 
The  word  is  short,  but  not  so  short  as  sweet ; 
No  word,  like  pardon,  for  kings'  mouths  so  sweet 
Shake.  Richard  It 

Hie  mercy  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late. 
By  your  own  counsel  is  suppress'd  and  kill'd : 
You  must  not  dare,  for  shame,  to  talk  of  mercy; 
For  your  own  reasons  turn  into  your  bosoms. 
As  dogs  upon  their  masters  worrying  them. 

Shako.  Henry  V. 

'T  is  well  knovm,  that  whiles  I  was  proteetor. 
Pity  was  all  the  fiiult  that  was  in  me ; 
For  I  should  melt  at  an  offender's  tears. 
And  lowly  words  were  ransom  for  their  fault 

Shake.  Henry  V.     Part  IL 

Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far ;  'tis  virtue : 
His  &ulte  lie  open  to  the  laws ;  let  them. 

Not  you,  correct  him. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

The  greatest  attribute  of  heaven  is  mercy ; 
And  't  is  the  crown  of  justice,  and  the  glory. 
Where  it  may  kill  with  right,  to  save  with  pity. 
Beaumont  and  FUtcher'e  Looer'e  Progreea. 

Great  minds  erect  their  never-failing  trophies 
On  the  firm  base  of  mercy ;  'but  to  triumph 
O'er  a  suppliant,  by  base  fortune  captiv*d. 
Argues  a  basterd  conquest 

Maaeinger'e  Emperor  of  the  Eatt. 

O  think !  think  upward  on  the  tlirones  above : 
Disdain  not  mercy,  since  they  mercy  love ; 
If  mercy  were  not  mingled  with  their  pow'r. 
This  wretehed  world  could  not  subsist  an  hour. 
Sir  W.  DavenanTe  Siege  of  Rhodm. 


MERIT. 
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Wretched*  .by  ev'iy  panion  M| 
Bom  nnfid*  and  to  many  emn  bred, 
Has  use  of  merisy  still;  and  does 
Creation  »  less  work,  than  to  wdeem. 

Sir  W,  Davenant  on  iko  RetlamUm. 
He  that  *s  merciful 
Unto  the  had,  ia  cmel  to  the  good* 

Randotph^i  AfiMe*«  Looking..gku8, 
hen  pleasure  take  brave  minds  in  battle  won 
Hian  in  resiaring  such  as  are  midone : 
Tigers  have  ooarage,  and  the  rugged  bear. 
Bat  man  alone  can,  whom  he  conquers,  spare. 

WaUer,  to  my  Lord  Proiector. 
On  piety  humanity  is  built, 
And.  on  humanity  much  happiness. 

Young*  $  Night  Thmghia. 

T  is  mercy  I  mercy ! 
Tlie  mark  of  hcav*n  impressM  on  human  kind, 
Hercy,  that  glads  the  world,  deals  joy  aroimd ; 
Mercy  that  smooths  the  dreadful  brow  of  power. 
And  makes  dominion  light ;  mercy  that  saves, 
Binds  up  the  broken  heart,  and  heals  despair. 

Rowe'o  Lady  Jant  Grey* 

In  mercy  and  justice  both. 
Through  heaven  and  earth,  so  shall  my  glory  excel. 
But  mercy  first  and  last  shall  brightest  shine. 

MikmCi  Paradioe  Loot 

0  mercy,  heav'nly  born !    Sweet  attribute ! 
Tlioa  great,  thou  best  prerogative  of  power ! 
Jusdoe  may  guard  the  throne,  but  join'd  with  thee. 
On  rocks  of  Adamant,  it  stands  secure, 

And  braves  the  storm  beneath. 

SomerM^o  Close. 

Let  usurpation,  that  eternal  slave 
To  fear,  the  tyrant's  greater  tyrant,  dye 
Her  thirsty  purple  deep  in  native  blood ; 
Hie  lawfhl  prince,  by  daring  to  forgive, 
Asserts  the  great  prerogative  of  heavX 

And  proves  his  claim  divine. 

J^ery'o  Edwin, 

Hate  shuts  her  soul  when  dove-eyed  Mercy  pleads. 
Sprague^o  Poemo, 
Man  may  dismiss  compassion  firom  his  heart. 

But  God  win  never. 

Cotoper'9  Ta9k 

Sinder !  thou  need'st  not  run  in  fear  aboat 
To  shun  my  curious  eyes: 

1  w«m*t  fanmanely  orush  thy  bowels  out— 
Lest  thou  should'st  eat  the  flies; 

Nor  will  I  roast  thee  with  a  damuM  delight, 
Tliy  strange  instinctive  fortitude  to  see ; 
For  there  b  one  who  might 
One  day  roast  me. 


Of  God  the  song,  and  of  the  mild 
Attendant  mercy,  that  beside 
His  awfiil  throne  fer  ever  smil'd. 
Ready  with  her  white  hand  to  guide 
His  bolts'  of  vengeanoe  to  their  prey  — 
That  she  might  quench  them  on  their  way  I 

Moore*8  Looeo  nf  iht  Angelo, 

■  The  world  would  be  lonely. 


The  garden  a  wilderness  left  to  deform, 

If  the  flowers  but  remembered  the  chilling  windt 

only. 
And  the  fields  gave  no  verdure,  fer  fear  of  the 

storm.  CharUo  Swml 


MERIT^ 

Who  shall  go  about 
To  cozen  fertune  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  stamp  of  merit !  let  none  presume 
To  wear  an  undeserved  dignity. 

Shako,  Merchant  0/  Fsmes. 

O,  that  estates,  degrees,  and  offices. 
Were  not  derivM  corruptly !  and  that  dear  honour 
Were  pnrchas'd  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer ! 
How  many  then  should  cover,  that  stand  bare  7 
How  many  be  commanded,  that  command  7 
How  much  low  peasantry  would  then  be  glean*d 
From  the  true  seed  of  honour  7  and  how  much 

honour 
Pick'd  firom  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  be  new  varni8h*d7 

ShaJco.  Merchant  of  FsittM. 
Oh,  your  desert  speaks  loud ;  and  I  should  wrong 

H, 
To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bosom ; 
When  it  deserves  with  characters  of  brass 
A  ferted  residence  'gainst  the  tootii  of  time, 

And  razure  of  oblivion. 

Shako.  Mea.  for  Mou. 

There  *s  a  proud  modesty  in  merit ! 
Averse  from  asking,  and  resolv'd  to  pay 
Ten  times  the  gifts  it  asks. 

Dryden^o  Cleomeneo, 

Be  thou  the  first  true  merit  to  befriend. 

His  praise  is  lost  who  waite  till  all  commend, 

Pqpsb 
Good  actions  crown  themsehes  with  lasting  bajnt 
Who  desenrae  well,  needs  not  another's  [iraise. 

Hsutft 

Merit  like  his,  the  fertone  of  the  mind, 
B^gazs  all  wealth. 

J%emoo9ifo  Tmnered  and  8igmmmd» 

Unrivall'd  as  thy  merit,  b«  thy  ftnM» 

2WM 
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Admire,  exalt,  despise,  langh,  weep, — for  here 
There  is  such  matter  for  all  feelings : — Man ! 
ThoQ  pendolam  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear. 

Byron's  ChUde  Harold. 
Bom  fb  be  plonghM  with  years,  and  sown  with 

cares, 
And  reapM  by  death,  lord  of  the  human  soil. 

Byron's  Heaven  and  Earth. 
Matnrer  manhood  now  arrives, 

And  other  thoajpfhts  come  on, 
But  with  the  baseless  hopes  of  youth, 

Its  g-enerous  warmth  is  g'one; 
Cold,  calculating  cares  succeed 
TTie  timid  thought,  the  wary  deed. 

The  fbll  realities  of  truth; 
Back  on  the  past  he  turns  his  eye. 
Remembering,  with  an  envious  sigh. 

The  happy  dreams  of  youth . 
So  reaches  he  the  latter  stage 
Of  this  our  mortal  pilgrimage. 

With  feeble  step  and  slow; 
New  ills  that  latter  stage  a^ait. 
And  old  experience  learns  too  late. 

That  an  is  vanity  below. 

Southe^s  Poems, 
Once  in  the  flight  of  ages  past. 

There  liv'd  a  man : — and  wiio  was  he  ? 
—  Mortal !  however  thy  lot  bo  cast. 

That  man  resembled  thee 

James  Montgomery. 
'T  is  man*8  pride. 
His  highest,  worthiest,  noblest  boast. 
The  privilege  he  prizes  most, 
To  stand  by  helpless  woman*s  side. 

Mrs.  Holford's  Margaret  of  Anjou. 
Yes,  thou  mayst  sneer,  but  still  I  own 
A  love  that  spreads  from  zono  to  zone : 
No  time  the  sacred  fire  can  smother ! 
Where  breathes  tlie  man,  I  hail  the  brother. 
Man !  how  sublime, — from  Heaven  his  birth — 
The  God*s  bright  Image  walks  the  earth ! 
And-  if,  at  times,  his  footstep  strays, 
I  pity  where  I  may  not  praise. 

Bulwer's  Poems. 

Learn  more  reverence — ^not  fbr  rank  or  wealth, — 

that  needs  no  learning ; 
T%a  comes  quickly— -quick  as  sin  does !  ay,  and 

often  leads  to  sin ; 
But  for  Adam's  seed,  Man  !  Trust  me,  *t  is  a  clay 

above  your  scorning, 
With  Ood*b  image  stampM  upon  it,  and  God's 

kindling  breath  witliin. 

Miss  Barretts  Poems. 
Let  d»  think  less  of  men  and  more  of  God. 

BaUey^s  Feetus, 


Man  is  one : 
And  he  hath  one  great  heart    It  it  tlnm  w«  fed, 
With  a  gigantic  throb  athwart  the  sea ; 
Each  others'  rights  and  wraogs ;  thus  are  we  men. 

BaOefs  Fettec 
Man  crouches  and  blushes, 

Absconds  and  conceals; 
He  creepcth  and  peepeth. 

He  palters  and  steals; 
Infirm,  melancholy. 

Jealous  glancing  around; 
An  oaf^  an  accomplice. 

He  poisons  the  ground. 

Ralfk  Waldo  Emermu 
Profounder,  profbandcr, 

Man's  spirit  must  dive: 
To  his  aye-rolling  orbit 

No  goal  will  arrive. 
The  heavens  that  now  draw  him 

With  sweetness  untold, 
Once  found, — for  new  heavens 

He  spumeth  the  old. 

Ralph  W^do  Bmersm 

By  misery  unrepell'd,  unawcd 

By  pomp  or  power,  thou  seest  a  Max 
In  prince  or  peasant  —  slave  or  lord  — 

Pale  priest  or  swarthy  artisan. 

WhUiiet's  Poem- 
Through  all  disguise,  form,  place  or  name 

Beneath  the  flaunting  robe  of  sin. 
Through  poverty  and  squalid  shame, 

Thou  lookest  on  the  man  within : 
On  man,  as  man,  retaining  yet, 

Howe'er  debased,  and  soil'd,  and  dim, 
Hie  crown  upon  his  forehead  set — 

The  immortal  gift  of  God  to  him. 

WhiUUt'sPMm 

Man  on  his  brother's  heart  hath  trod  — 
Man  is  man's  mortal  foe !  *^ 

Man  is  antagonist  to  God  —  f^'i 

This  only  do  I  know !  )  ^ 

A.  J.  H.  Dugaiml  1 

O  mighty  brother-soul  of  man. 

Where'er  thou  art,  in  low  or  high. 
Thy  skyey  arches  with  exulting  span 

O'er-roof  infinity. 

James  Russdl  LmoA 

All  that  hath  been  majestical 

In  lifo  or  death,  since  time  began. 
Is  native  in  the  simple  heart  of  all. 

The  angel-heart  of  man. 

James  Russdl  LowA 

Boy's  pleasures  are  for  boyhood — ^its  best  carei 
Befit  us  not  in  our  performing  years. 

W.O.Simmt 
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Minhood  at  last!  —and,  with  iti 

Araitraigtliandfraedoni;  freedom  to  porsoe 
The  parpoeaB  of  kope — the  godlike  hlifle 

fiom  in  the  ■trvggle  lor  the  great  and  tnie! 
And  eveiy  energy  that  ahoold  be  mine, 

Tliis  day  I  dedicate  to  its  objeet,*— life  I 
So  help  me  Heaven,  that  never  I  resign 
llie  dat^  which  devotes  me  lo  the  striik 

W.  Q.  Smm$, 
The  sod  of  man 
>eateth  its  own  destiny  of  power ; 
And  as  the  trial  is  intenser  here, 
^  being  hath  a  nobler  strength  in  Heaven. 

Wm$'9  Pi 

Many  a  man,  still  yomg,  though  wisely  sad, 
Paoet  the  sweet  old  shadows  with  a  sigh. 
The  spirits  are  so  mote  to  manhoodV'^Mr 
Thai  tranoM  the  bojr  with  musicw 

WiOul'i  Poems. 

Thon  haot  the  secret'^iStnuDge 
U read  that  hidden  b^yok,  the  human  heart; 
Hub  **ast  the  ready  liter's  practisM  art ; 

Thou  hast  the  tJhooght  to  range 
Hm  broadest  cire^  intellect  hath  ran  — > 
And  thoa  art  G<f>d'»  best  work — an  honest  man. 

WiUis's  PoemM. 


MARRIAGE. 

From  llat  day  forth,  in  peace  and  joyous  bliss 
They  Wd  together  lon^  without  debate » 
Nor  f  ivate  jars,  nor  spite  of  enemies, 
To^  shake  the  safe  assoraace  of  their  states. 

Spemer^B  Fairy  Queen, 

Nothing  shall  assoagre 
Put  love  hut  marriage :  fer  such  is 
Ihe  tying  of  two  in  wedlock,  as  is 
"he  tuning  of  two  lutes  in  one  key :  for 
triking  the  strings  of  the  one,  straws  will  stir 
Jpon  the  strings  of  the  other ;  and  in 
Two  minds  link'd  in  love,  one  cannot  be 
Delighted,  but  the  other  rcjoiceth. 

LiUy*»  Sap]sJio  and  Phaon, 
Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attomeyshipb 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    Part  I. 

What  is  wedkick  Ifarced  but  a  hell, 
An  age  of  discord  and  continnal  strife  7 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  bliss, 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celestial  peace. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  I. 
The  instances,  that  second  marriage  move. 
Are  base  lespeots  of  thrift,  but  none  of  bve. 

Shake.  HamkL 
W 


But  earher  hafvy  b  the  rose  distillid, 

ThsA  that  which,  withering  on  the  viz]gin  thorn. 

Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  m  single  Uessednessu 

Shake.  Mideamwur  Nighte  Dream. 
Pale  primroses, 
Tliat  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  PhfBbus  in  his  strength,  a  malady 
Most  incident  to  maids. 

Shake.  Wmter*e  Tale. 

Mistress,  know  yourself;  down  on  your  knees 
And  thank  heaven,  fasting,  for  a  good  man*s  love. 
For  I  mu|^rih^tt  friendly  in  your  ear,— 
Sell  ^^t0l^oa  can ;  you  are  not  fbr  all  markets. 
Shake.  AeyeuUkeiL 

Her  gentle  spirit 
Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed. 
As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  kin|^. 

Shake.  Merehaat  of  Venice. 
For  know,  lago, 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Desdemona, 
I  would  not  my  unhoused  free  conditioQ 
Put  into  circumspection,  and  confine 
For  the  sea's  worth. 

Shake.  OtheOo. 

*T  is  not  to  make  me  jealous. 
To  say  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company. 
Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays  and  dances  well ; 
Where  virtue  is,  these  are  moro  virtuous : 
Nor  from  my  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 

The  smallest  fear. 

Shake.  OtheUo 

No  sweet  aspersions  shall  the  heavens  let  fall 
To  make  this  contract  grow ;  but  barren  hate, 
Sonr«eyed  disdain,  and  discord,  shall  bestrew 
The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  so  loathly. 
That  yoQ  shall  hate  it  both ;  therefore  take  heed. 

Shake.  TempeaL 

When  the  priest 
Should  ask — if  Catharine  should  be  his  wife, 
Ay,  by  gogs-wouns,  quoth  he ;  and  swore  so  loud 
That,  all  amazM,  the  priest  let  fall  the  book; 
And,  as  he  stoopM  again  to  take  it  up, 
Thismad-brainM  bridegroom  took  him  such  a  cutt. 
That  down  fell  priest  and  book,  and  book  and 

priest; 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  list 

Shake.  Taming  the  Shrew 

Neglected  beauty  now  is  prizM  by  gold ; 
And  sacred  love  is  basely  bought  and  sold  : 
Wives  are  grown  traffic,  marriage  is  a  trade , 
And  when  a  nuptial  of  two  hearts  is  made, 
Hiere  must  of  moneys  too  a  wedding  be, 
That  coin,  as  well  as  men,  may  mnltipfy. 

Baniei^ 


MIRTR 


The  mind 
Forg^  from  knowledgfe  an  archan^eft  fpear, 
And  with  the  gpirilB  that  oompel  the  world, 
Oonflicts  for  eni[nre. 

WiaU?9  Prnns, 
What's  the  brow 
Or  the  eye's  lustre,  or  the  step  of  air. 
Or  ookmr,  but  the  beautifnl  links  that  chain 
The  mind  from  its  rare  element? 

WtOtt's  Poems. 

Woe,  woe,  to  all  who  grind 
Tlieir  brethren  of  a  common  Father  down ! 
To  all  who  plunder  from  the  immortal  mind 
Its  bright  and  glorious  crown! 

WiUUer'9  Poeau, 


MIRTH. 

And  therein  sate  a  lady  fresh  and  &ir, 
Making  sweet  solace  to  herself  alone : 
Sometimes  she  sung  as  load  as  lark  in  air. 
Sometimes  she  laugh'd  that  nigh  her  breath  was 

gone* 
Yet  was  there  not  with  her  else  any  one 
'rhat  to  her  might  move  cause  of  merriment: 
Matter  of  mirth  enough,  though  there  were  nooe, 
She  could  devise ;  and  thousand  ways  invent 
To  feed  her  feolish  humour  and  vain  joUiment. 

8pen8er*9  Fairy  Queen, 
A  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  spent  an  hour's  talk  withaL 

Shake,  Looe^e  Labour  LotL 
Let  me  play  the  ioel: 
With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  wrinldes  come ; 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine, 
Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 

Shake,  Merchant  ef  Venice, 
Sweet  recreation  barr'd,  what  doth  ensue. 
But  moody  and  dull  melancholy, 
(Kinsman  to  grim  and  comfortless  despair ;) 
And,  at  her  heels,  a  huge  infectious  troop 
Of  pale  distempcraturcs,  and  foes  to  life  ? 

Shake,  Comedy  ofErrore, 
Tis  ever  common, 
That  men  are  merriest  when  they  are  from  home. 

Shake,  Henry  V. 
Come,  thou  goddess  fair  and  free, 
jn  heav'n  yclept  Euphroeync, 
Apd  by  men,  heart-easing  mirth. 

MiUon'e  VAUegro. 
ilasto  thee,  iuy  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jest  and  youthful  jollity. 
Quips  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles^ 
Nodir  «ad  becks  and  wreathed  smiles. 

JftboR's  VAUegro. 


Come  and  trip  it  as  yon  go^ 

On  the  light  ftntastic  toe, 

And  in  thy  right  hand  lead  with  thee, 

The  mountain  nymph,  sweet  liberty. 

MOMe  L'ABegro, 
These  delights,  if  thou  canst  give. 
Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live. 

MUUm'e  VAUegro. 
Care  to  our  coffin  adds  a  nail,  no  doubt ; 
And  ev'ry  grin  so  merry,  draws  one  out. 

Dr,  WdcoCe  Peter  Pindar. 
O  spirits  gsy,  and  kindly  heart! 
Precious  the  blessings  ye  impart! 

Joanna  BatUie. 
He  is  so  full  of  pleasant  anecdote. 
So  rich,  so  gay,  so  poignant  in  his  wit. 
Time  vanishes  before  him  as  be  q)caks, 
And  ruddy  morning  through  the  lattice  pecpe. 

yosnita  BaiUie^e  De  Mon^md, 

Bat  then  her  face. 


So  lovely,  yet  so  arch — so  full  of  mirtfat 

The  overflowing  of  an  innocent  heart;— 

It  haunts  me  stilL  Roeen 

While  her  laugh,  full  of  life,  without  any  oontixJ 
But  the  sweet  one  of  gracefulness,  rung  from  hei 

BouL 
And  where  it  most  sparkled,  no  glance  couki  dis 

cover. 
In  lip,  cheek  or  eyes,  for  she  brighten'd  all  ant^ 
Like  any  fair  lake  that  the  breeze  is  upon. 
When  it  breaks  into  dimples,  and  laughs  in  the  son 

Meen. 
Merry  books,  once  read  for  pastime, 

If  ye  dar'd  to  read  again. 
Only  memories  of  the  last  time 

Would  swim  darkly  up  the  brain! 

Jtftss  Barretfo  Porno 
Hie  merry  heart,  the  merry  heart. 

Of  heaven's  gift  I  hold  thee  best; 
And  they  who  feel  its  pleasant  throb. 

Though  dark  their  kit,  are  truly  blest — 
From  youth  to  age  it  changes  not, 

In  joy  and  sorrow  stUl  the  same ; 
When  skies  are  dark,  and  tempests  scow]. 

It  shines  a  steady  beacon  flame. 
It  gives  to  beauty  half  its  power, 

The  nameless  charms  worth  all  the  rest  — 
The  light  that  dances  o'er  a  face, 

And  speaks  of  sunshine  in  the  breast. 
If  Beauty  ne'er  have  set  her  seal. 

It  well  supplies  her  absence  too, 
And  many  a  cheek  looks  passing  fair, 

Beeause  a  meny  heart  shines  through. 

Norn  England  MaguMiMOt  V«l  J 


MISCHIEF^  MISER. 


»1 


Bach 
Of  miith's  ezabennce  nsits  not  for  good. 

Mvt$  Land(nC$  Poenw 

—  Do  nH  yoa  know  that  people  wont  employ 
Am&n  who  wrongs  his  manliness  by  laughing 

like  a  boy? 
And  suspect  the  azure  blossom  that  unfolds  upon 

a  shoot, 
As  if  wisdom's  old  potato  could  not  flourish  at  its 

root!  O.  W,Holm€8. 

How  brilliant  and  mirthfhl  l!he  light  of  her  eye, 
Like  a  star  glancing  out  from  the  bhie  of  the  sky ! 

WMUier. 

I  k)ok  upon  the  fiiding  flowers 

Hion  gayest  me,  lady,  in  thy  mirth, 
And  mourn,  that  with  the  perishing  hoars 

fiqeh  fiur  things  perish  from  the  earth ; 
For  thus,  I  know,  the  moments  feeling 

Its  own  light  web  of  life  unweaves, 
The  dearest  trace  from  memory  stealing. 

Like  perfume  from  their  dying  ksaves— 
The  thought  that  gave  it,  and  the  flower. 
Alike  the  creatures  of  an  hour. 

And  thus  it  better  were,  perhaps— 
For  feeling  is  the  nurse  of  pain. 

And  joys  that  linger  in  their  lapse 

Must  die  at  lost  —  and  so  are  vain. 

WSU$. 

Often,  often  have  I  lifted 

To  my  lip  the  cup  of  mirth. 
When  the  beautifhl  and  gifted 

Crowded  round  the  fbstal  hearth. 

W.  H.  a  Hotmer, 
A  little  of  thy  merriment, 
Of  thy  sparkling,  light  oontent. 

Give  me,  my  cheerfbl  brook, — 
That  I  may  still  be  full  of  glee 
And  gladsomenesB  wbere*er  I  be. 
Though  fickle  fate  hath  prison*d  me 

In  some  neglected  nook. 

Jamm  Ru$$ea  LowdL 


MISCHIEF. 

O  mischief!  thou  art  swift 
To  entef  in  the  thoughts  of  desperate  men ! 

Shaks.  Romeo  and  Jvlid. 
He  that  may  hinder  mischief 
And  yet  permits  it,  is  an  accessary. 

j^rtomin  $  Jtnptnue* 
Mischief  that  may  be  help*d,  is  hard  to  know ; 
And  danger  going  on  still  multiplies* 
Where  harm  hath  many  wings,  oare  arm*  too  kte. 
Lord  Brvdbc's  AMmm. 


Ah,  me !  frill  sorely  is  my  heart  forlorn, 

To  think  how  modest  worth  neglected  lies ; 
Whik)  partial  fame  doth  with  her  blasts  adorn 
Such  deeds  alone  as  pride  and  pomp  dii^guiaa^ 
Deeds  of  ill  sort,  and  mischievous  emprise. 

SheiulOM 
As  lamps  bum  silent,  with  oneonscioaB  fight, 
So  modest  ease  in  beauty  shines  most  bright; 
Unaiming  charms  with  edge  resistless  fkll, 
And  she  who  means  no  mischief  does  it  all. 

A.im 

MISER. 

The  miser  lives  alone,  abhorr*d  by  all 

like  a  disease,  yet  cannot  so  be  *scap'd. 

But,  canker-like,  eats  through  tho  poor  mea*0 

hearts 
That  five  about  him :  never  has  commerce 
With  any  but  to  ruin  them :  his  house 
Inhospitable  as  the  wilderness, 
And  never  lookM  upon  but  with  a  curse. 
He  hoards  in  secret  places  of  the  earth. 
Not  only  bags  of  treasure,  but  his  com ; 
Whose  every  grain  he  prizes  *bove  a  life ; 
And  never  prays  at  all  but  for  dear  years. 

May*$  Old  CoufU 
Good  morning  to  the  day ;  and  next  mj  gold ; 
Open  the  shrine  that  I  may  see  my  saint : 
Hail  the  world's  soul  and  mine !  more  than  glad  is 
The  teeming  earth  to  see  the  longM-fbr  sun, 
Peep  through  the  horns  of  the  celestial  ram. 
Am  I  to  view  thy  splendour,  darkening  his ; 
That  lying  here  amongst  my  other  hoards, 
Show*st  like  a  flame  by  night,  or  like  the  day. 
Struck  out  of  chaos,  when  all  darkness  fled 
Unto  the  centre. 

Btu  JonstiL 
He  that  toils  anfl  labours  hard 
To  gain,  and  what  he  gets  has  spar*d. 
Is  from  the  use  of  all  debarrM. 
And  though  he  can  produce  more  spankers, 
Than  all  the  usurers  and  bankers, 
Yet  after  more  and  more  he  hankers; 
And  after  all  his  pains  are  done. 
Has  nothing  he  can  call  his  ow» 
Hut  a  mere  fivelihood  alone. 

Butlsr. 
Now  tianks  to  heaven 
For  blessings  chainless  in  the  rich  man^s  keeping  - 
Wealth  that  the  miser  cannot  hide  away ! 
Buy,  if  they  will,  the  invaluable  fk>wer-^ 
They  cannot  store  its  fragrance  from  the  breexs ; 
Wear,  if  they  will,  the  costfiest  gem  of  Ind  — 
It  pours  its  light  on  every  passiug  eye ! 

Wt0if*«  FSMM 


JUdSFORTUNS-MOE 


Unnumber'd  maladies  man^s  jmnts  inTade, 
Lay  Biege  to  life,  and  press  the  dire  blockade ; 
But  unextingoishM  avarice  stiU  remaixus 
And  dreaded  losses  aggravate  his  pains ; 
He  turns  with  anxious  heart  and  crippled  hands. 
His  bonds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of  lands ; 
Or  views  his  coffers  with  suspicious  eyes, 
Unlocks  his  gold,  and  counts  it  till  he  dies. 

2>r. /oftnMfi. 
O,  may  I  with  myself  agree. 
And  never  covet  what  I  see. 
Content  me  with  an  humble  shade, 
My  passions  tamed,  my  wishes  laid. 
For  while  our  wishes  vialdly  roll, 
We  banish  quiet  from  the  soul:-— 
*Tis  thus  the  busy  beat  the  air. 
And  misers  gather  wealth  and  care. 


Jckn  Dyer. 


MISFORTUNE. 


He  jests  at  scars,  that  never  felt  a  wound. 

Shales,  Romeo  and  JuUet. 

*T  is  easy  to  accuse 
Whom  fortune  hath  made  faulty  by  their  fall; 
rhey  who  are  vanquished,  may  not  refbse 
The  titles  of  reproach  they  're  charged  withal. 

DanteTf  Cleopatra. 

Notliing  is  a  misery. 
Unless  oar  weakness  apprehend  it  so : 
We  cannot  be  more  faithful  to  ourselves 
In  any  thing  that  *s  manly,  than  to  make 
HI  fortune  as  contemptible  to  us. 
As  it  makes  us  to  others. 
Beaumoid  and  FlOcher'o  Honeot  ManU  Fortume. 

I  pray,  sir,  deal  with  men  in  misery. 
Like  one  that  may  himself  be  miserable : 
Insult  not  too  much  upon  my  wretchedness ; 
The  noble  minds  still  will  not,  when  they  can. 

Heywood'o  Royal  King, 

Misfortune  brings 
Sorrow  enough :  *tis  envy  to  ourselves, 
To  augment  it  by  prediction. 

Habbington'o  Queen  of  Arragon, 
Hie  thrifty  heav*ns  mingle  our  sweets  with  gall. 
Lest  being  glutted  with  excess  of  good. 
We  should  forget  the  giver. 

Thomae  RatdinoU  RihdUon, 

From  this  unhappy  palace  let  us  fly ! 
But  whither  shall  we  leave  our  misery  ? 
^lio  to  the  unfortunate  will  kind  appear  7 
The  vnretched  are  unwelcome  ev*iy  where. 

Cnnon's  Andromache* 


O  mortals,  short  of  ngfat,  who  think  the  past 
0*erblovm  misfortunes  shall  still  prove  the  last . 
Alas !  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train. 
And  oft  in  lifo  form  one  perpetual  chain ; 
Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend. 
Tin  life  and  sorrow  meet  one  common  end. 

Ymng 

Know,  smiler !  at  thy  peril  art  thou  pleas'd ; 
Thy  pleasure  is  the  promise  of  thy  pain. 
Misfortune,  like  a  creditor  severe. 
But  rises  in  demand  for  her  delay ; 
She  makes  a  scourge  of  past  prosperity. 
To  sting  thee  more  and  double  thy  distress. 

YoiMg*4  Night  Tftoi^ihs. 

Misfortune  does  not  always  wait  on  vice ; 
Nor  is  success  the  constant  guest  of  virtue. 

Htnard^o  Regtbu 

And  even  should  misfortune  come, 
I,  here  who  sit,  hae  met  wi'  some, 

An*8  thankfn*  for  them  yet ; 
They  gie  the  wit  of  age  to  youth. 

They  let  us  ken  oursel ; 
They  mak  us  see  the  naked  truth. 

The  real  guid  an*  iH 

Biinif*«P« 


The  furrows  of  long  thought  dried  up  in  tears. 
Byron^e  ChUde  Harold. 

But  'midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men. 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess. 

And  roam  along,  the  world's  tir'd  denizen. 
With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  may 
bless.  B^nm'f  ChUde  Hanid. 

The  quivering  flesh,  though  torture-tom,  may  live, 
But  souls,  once  deeply  wounded,  heal  no  more. 

Ebenexer  NikiL 
A  malady 
Prays  on  my  heart,  that  medicine  cannot  reach, 
Invincible  and  cureless. 

Jnotortfi's  Bertram, 

I  may  not  weep — I  cannot  sigh, 
A  weight  is  pressing  on  my  breast ; 

A  breath  breathes  on  me  witheringly. 
My  tears  are  dry,  my  sighs  supprest 

WilUt^aPaemo 


MOB. 

They  praise,  and  they  admire  tliey  know  not  wliat, 
And  know  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads  the  other; 
And  what  delight  to  be  by  such  eztolPd, 
To  live  upon  their  tongues,  and  be  their  talk. 
Of  whom  to  be  disprais'd  were  no  smaJl  praise  T 
MiUon^e  Paradiee  R^mined. 


MODESTY. 


When  both  were  parted  on  the  sudden, 
With  hideous  clamour,  and  a  loud  one. 
As  if  all  sort  of  noise  had  been 
CoDtracted  into  one  loud  din ; 
Or  that  some  member  to  be  chosen, 
Had  got  the  odds  aboTC  a  thousand. 
And,  by  the  greatness  of  his  noise, 
Frov*d  fittest  for  his  country's  choice. 

Bud€r''s  Hudihra; 

The  scum 
That  rises  upmost,  when  the  nation  boils, 

Vryderi's  Don  SebtidUafL 

Some  popular  chie^ 
More  noisy  than  the  rest,  but  cries  halloo 
And  IB  a  trice  the  bellowing  herd  come  out ; 
The  gates  are  barred,  the  ways  are  barricadoed : 
And  one  and  all*s  the  word:  true  cocks  o*  th* 

g&mc! 
They  nerer  ask  ftr  what,  or  whom  they  fight ; 
Bat  torn  *em  out,  and  show  *em  but  a  ioe ; 
Cry  liberty,  and  that*s  a  cause  ibr  quarreL 

DrydenU  SpmuMk  Friar, 

Thme  slaTes, 
Tliese  wide-mouth'd  brutes,  that  bellow  thus  fiur 

freedom ; 
O  how  they  run  befi)ro  the  hand  of  power. 
Flying  for  shelter  into  every  brake ! 

Otioay'$  Caiua  MariuB. 

Ah !  can  you  bear  contempt  ?  the  venomM  tongue 
Of  those  whom  ruin  pleases  7  the  keen  sneer. 
The  rude  reproaches  of  the  rascal  herd ; 
Who  for  the  self-same  actions,  if  successfiil, 
Would  be  as  grossly  lavish  in  your  praise  7 

TAomton*f  AgamemwrL 

Inconstant,  blind. 
Deserting  friends  at  need,  and  dup*d  by  foes ; 
Loud  and  seditious,  when  a  chief  inspir*d 
Their  headlong  fury,  but,  of  him  deprived. 
Already  slaves  that  lick'd  the  scourging  hand. 

Thonuon's  Liberty. 

Their  &et  throagh  faithless  leather  meet  the  dirt, 
And  oft*ner  changM  their  principles  than  shirt 
Young^i  JEpiitle  to  Mr.  Pcpe. 
The  multitude  unawM  is  insolent ; 
Once  seiz'd  with  fear,  contemptible  and  vain. 

MaOeCB  Mu9tafha. 

What,  dan  the  ungrateful  miscreants  thus  return 
The  many  fafonrs  of  my  princely  grace  7 
'Tie  ever  thus:  indulgence  spoils  tbe  base; 
Raising  op  pride,  and  lawless  turbulence. 
Like  noodous  vapours  from  the  fUlsome  marsh, 
When  morning  shines  upon  it 

Joanna  BaiiUe's  BostZ. 

Y 


Then  rose  on  air 
Loud  shouts  of  joy  mixM  wildly  strange 
With  voice  of  weeping  and  of  prayer. 
Expressive  of  tlieir  blessed  change 
From  death  to  life,  from  fierce  to  kind, 
From  all  that  sinks  to  all  that  elevates  the  mind. 

Joanna  Baillie 
AH  upstarts,  insolent  in  place, 
Remind  us  of  their  vulgar  r4ce. 

Gay 

And  the  brute  crowd,  whose  envious  zeal 
Huzzas  each  turn  of  Fortune's  wheel, 
And  loudest  shouts  when  lowest  lie 
Exalted  worth,  and  station  high. 

ScotCs  RokAy. 

Who  o*er  the  herd  would  wish  to  reign. 
Fantastic,  fickle,  fierce,  and  vain ! 
Vain  as  the  leaf  upon  the  stream, 
And  fickle  as  a  changeful  dream ; 
Fantastic  as  a  woman's  mood. 
And  fierce  as  fienzy's  fever'd  blood. 
Thou  many-headed  monster-thing, 

0  who  would  wish  to  be  thy  king ! 

Sem'9  Lady  tf  (Ae  Ldko 
Thus  lookM  he  proudly  on  the  vulgar  crew. 
Whom  statutes  govern,  and  whom  fears  subdue. 

Crdbbe, 
Each  pull*d  difibrent  ways  with  many  an  oath, 
**  Arcades  ambo,**  id  eat — ^blackguards  both. 

Byron. 

Hiese  slaves,  whom  I  have  nurtured,  pampered,  icd. 
And  swoU'n  with  peace,  and  gorg*d  with  plenty, 

till 
They  reign  themselves  —  all  monarch  in  their 

mansions^ 
Now  swarm  forth  in  rebellion,  and  demand 
His  death,  who  made  their  lives  a  jubilee. 

'    ByrmCa  Sardanapalue, 
The  good  old  Rule 
Sufficeth  them,  the  simple  Plan 
That  they  should  take  who  have  the  power. 
And  theyshodd  keep  who  can. 

Scatt-^RobRoy 

MODESTY. 

In  the  modesty  of  fearful  duty, 

1  read  as  much,  as  fiom  the  rattling  tongue 
Of  saucy  and  aadacious  eloquence. 

Skaka,  Midnummer  NighVa  Dream 

Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  modesty 

Shaif 

The  btashiqg  Iwaaties  of  a  modest  maid, 

Dryd€n'§  Omd 
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Methinkfl  the  rose  •  •  *  • 
la  the  very  emblem  of  a  maid : 
For  when  the  west  wind  courts  her  gently, 
How  modestly  she  blows,  and  paints  the  smi 
With  her  chaste  blushes ;  when  the  north  comes 

near  her, 
Rnde  and  impatient,  then  like  chastity 
She  locks  her  beauties  in  her  bad  again. 
And  leaves  him  to  base  briars. 

RowUy'9  Two  Noble  Kinsmen. 
Sure  H  was  his  modesty.    He  might  have  thriven 
Much  better  possibly,  had  his  ambition 
Been  greater  much.    They  ofltimes  take  more 

pains 
Who  look  fi)r  pins,  than  those  who  find  out  stars. 
John  FoantahCe  Rewarde  ef  Virtue. 
That  modest  grace  subda*d  my  soul. 
That  chastity  of  look  which  seems  to  hang, 
A  veil  of  purest  light  o*er  all  her  beauties, 
And  by  forbidding  most  inflames  desire. 

Young^s  Bunm. 

Merit  was  ever  modest  known. 

Oay. 
Yet  innocence  and  virgin  modesty, 
Her  virtue  and  the  conscience  of  her  worth. 
That  would  be  woo*d,  and  not  unsought  be  won. 
Not  obvious,  hot  obtrusive,  but  retir*d, 
The  more  desirable,  ,or,  to  say  all. 
Nature  herself,  though  pure  of  sinful  thought. 
Wrought  in  her  so,  that  seeing  me  she  turn*d ; 
I  ibOowM  her ;  she  what  was  hopour  knew, 
And  with  obsequious  majesty  approved 
My  pleaded  reason. 

MiUmCe  Paradise  Lost. 
He  saw  her  charming,  but  he  saw  not  half 
The  diarms  her  downcast  modesty  concealM. 

Thomson^s  Seasons. 
The  modest  virtues  mingled  in  her  eyes, 
Still  on  the  ground  dejected,  darting  all 
Their  humid  beams  into  the  blooming  flowers. 

Thomson's  Seasons. 
I  pity  bashful  men,  who  feel  the  pain 
Of  fancied  scorn  and  undeserved  disdain. 
And  bear  the  marks  upon  a  blushing  &ce 
Of  needless  shame,  and  self-impos*d  disgrace. 
Our  sensibilities  arc  so  acute. 
The  fear  of  being  silent  makes  us  route. 

Cowper^s  ConoersatUm. 
True  modesty  is  a  discerning  grace. 
And  only  blushes  in  the  proper  place ; 
Hut  counterleit  is  blind,  and  skulks  tlirough  fbar. 
Where  *t  is  a  shame  to  be  ashamM  V  appear : 
lluitiiiity  the  parent  of  the  first, 
Tne  l.«Kt  by  vanity  pvoducM  and  nnni*d. 

CosBftr's  Ctnwrsafjoii. 


The  crimsoo  glow  of  modesty  o'erspread 
Her  cheek,  and  gave  new  lustre  to  her  diarms. 
Ih.  Thomas  PranUbL 

Still,  firom  the  sweet  confusion,  some  new  grace 
Blushed  out  by  stealth,  and  languish'd  in  her  face. 

Evsden's  Ovid. 

The  meek  mountain  daisy,  with  delicate  crest. 
And  the  violet  whose  eye  told  the  heaven  of  her 
breast  Mrs.  Sigoumeif. 

The  violet  droops  its  soft  and  bashful  brow. 
But  firom  its  heart,  sweet  incense  fills  the  air  ^ 

So  rich  within — so  pure  without — art  thou. 
With  modest  mien  and  soul  of  virtue  rare! 

Mrs.Oagood. 

Heaven  help  me !  how  could  I  forget 
To  beg  of  thee,  dear  violet ! 
Some  of  thy  modesty ! 

James  Russdl  LowdL 


MOON.    MOONLIGHT. 

This  night  mcthinks  is  but  the  day-Iight  sick. 
It  looks  a  little  paler ;  H  is  a  day, 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  sun  is  hid. 

Shaks.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

How  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps  upon  this  bank ! 
Here  will  we  sit,  and  let  the  sounds  of  music 
Creep  in  our  ears ;  soft  stillness,  and  the  night. 
Become  the  touches  of  sweet  harmony. 

Shaks.  Merchant  of  Ffnies. 

In  such  a  night,  did 
Young  Lorenzo  swear  he  lov*d  her  well ; 
Stealing  her  soul  with  many  vows  of  &ith. 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Shaks.  Merchant  of  Vemot 
I 
The  moon,  the  governess  of  floods. 
Pale  in  her  .anger,  washes  all  the  air. 
That  rheumatic  diseases  do  abound : 
And,  through  this  distcmperature,  we  see 
The  seasons  alter. 

Shaks.  Midsummer  Nights  Dream. 

The  neighbouring  moon 
(So  call  that  opposite  fair  star)  her  aid 
Timely  interposes,  and  her  monthly  round 
Still  ending,  still  renewing,  through  mid-beaven, 
With  borrow*d  light  her  countenance  triform, 
Hence  fills  and  empties  to  enlighten  th*  earth. 
And  in  her  pale  dominion  checks  the  night 

MiltonU  Paradise  Lest^ 
The  queen  of  night 
Shines  ftir  with  all  her  virgin  stars  about  her. 

Otwoy'f  Cains  Marims. 


IIOQN.    MOONUOHT. 


865 


Hie  qoBes  of  nifflit,  wfaoK  Urfe  oammand 

Rides  all  the  na,  and  half  the  land, 

And  over  moiat  and  craxy  brains, 

In  high  spring  tide,  at  midnight  reigns, 

Was  now  declining  to  the  west, 

To  go  to  bed  and  take  her  rest 

BuOer's  HudUnvs. 

Now  through  the  passing  clond  she  seems  to  stoop. 
Now  up  the  pure  cerulean  rides  sublime. 
Wide  the  pale  deluge  floats,  and  streaming  mild 
(Ver  the  sky*d  mountain  to  tlie  shadowy  vale. 
While  rocks  and  floods  reflect  the  quivering  gleam, 
The  wholo  air  whitens  with  a  boundless  tide 
Of  silver  radiance^  trembling  round  the  world. 

TAomson^f  Seattmt, 
Some  thought  it  mounted  to  the  lunar  sphere, 
Since  sll  things  lost  on  earth  are  treasur*d  there ; 
There  heroes*  wits  are  kept  in  pond'rous  vases. 
And  beaux*  in  snuff-boxes  and  tweezer-cases. 
There  broken  vows,  and  death-bed  alms  are  found, 
And  Jofers*  hearts  with  ends  of  riband  bound ; 
The  courtiers*  promises,  and  siok  men*s  prayers. 
The  smiles  of  harlots,  and  the  tears  of  heirs. 
Cages  for  gnats,  and  chains  to  y^e  a  flea. 
Dried  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  casuistry. 

Pope'$  Rape  cf  the  Lock, 

The  queen  of  night 
Round  us  pours  a  lambent  light: 
Light  that  seems  but  just  to  show 
Breasts  that  beat,  and  checks  that  glow. 

Dr.  Johnson, 

My  own  lov*d  light. 
That  every  soft  and  solemn  spirit  worships. 
That  lovers  love  so  well — strange  joy  is  thine. 
Whose  influence  o*er  all  tides  of  soul  hath  power. 
Who  lend'st  thy  light  to  rapture  and  despair;  — 
"Hie  gk>w  of  hope  and  wan  hue  of  sick  fancy 
Ahke  reflect  thy  rays :  alike  thou  lightest 
The  path  of  meeting  or  of  parting  love  ^ 
Alike  on  mingling  or  on  breaking  hearts 
Thou  smiTst  in  throned  beauty ! 

MaturifCe  Bertrmn, 

Sweet  moon !  if  like  Crotona*s  sage. 
By  any  spell  my  hand  could  dare 
To  make  thy  disk  its  ample  page. 
And  write  my  thoughts,  my  wishes  there ; 
How  many  a  iriend,  whose  careless  eye 
Now  wanders  o*cr  that  starry  sky. 
Should  smile  upon  thy  orb  to  meet 
Hie  recollection,  kind  and  sweet. 
The  reveries  of  fond  regret. 
The  promise,  never  to  forget. 
And  all  my  heart  and  soul  would  send 
To  many  a  dear-k>v*d,  distant  friend ! 

Metre. 


0  such  a  blessed  night  as  this, 

1  often  think  if  friends  were  near. 
How  we  should  feel,  and  gate  with  bhsi 
Upon  the  moonlight  seenery  hers ! 

Meom. 

*Twas  one  of  those  delicious  nights, 
So  common  in  the  dimes  of  Greece, 
When  day  withdraws  but  half  his  lights, 
And  an  is  moonshine,  bahn  and  peace ! 

Moori 
And  be  their  rest  unmovM 
By  the  white  moonlight's  dazzling  power : 
None,  but  the  loving  and  belovM, 
Should  be  awake  at  this  sweet  hour. 

Jfoore. 

The  moon  arose ;  she  shone  upon  the  lake. 
That  lay  one  smooth  expanse  of  silver  light; 
She  shone  upon  the  hills  and  rocks,  and  cast, 
Upon  their  hollows  and  their  hidden  glens, 
A  blacker  depth  of  shade. 

Southefe  Madoe. 

Tlie  wild  rose,  eglantine,  and  broom. 
Wasted  around  their  rich  perfhme ! 
The  birch-troos  wept  in  fragrant  balm. 
The  aspens  slept  beneath  the  calm ; 
The  silver  light,  with  quivering  glance, 
P]ay*d  on  the  water's  still  expanse, — 
Wild  were  the  heart  whose  passion's  sway 
Could  rage  beneath  the  sober  ray. 

Seotfe  Lady  of  ike  Lake. 
The  silver  light,  which,  hallowing  tree  and  tower, 
Slieds  beauty  and  deep  softness  o*er  the  whole. 
Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  o*er  it  throws 
A  loving  languor  which  is  not  repose. 

Tlicre  is  a  dangerous  silence  in  that  hour, 
A  stillness  which  leaves  room  for  the  full  soul 
To  open  all  itself  without  the  power 
Of  calling  wholly  back  its  self^ontroL 

And  thou  did*st  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  np<in 
All  this,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  light. 
Which  soflen'd  down  the  hoar  austerity 
Of  rugged  desolation,  and  fOTd  up. 
As  *t  were,  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries ; 
Leaving  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so, 
And  making  that  which  was  not,  till  the  place 
Became  religion  and  the  heart  ran  o*er 
With  silent  worship. 


How  calmly  glidmg  through  the  dark  bhie  sky 
The  midnight  moon  ascends  !    Her  placid  beams. 
Through  thinly  seatter'd  leaves  and  boughs  gn 

tesque, 
Mottle  with  mazy  shades  the  orchard  skipe, 
Here  o*er  the  ehemut^  ^tted  ftliage,  gnf 
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And  massy,  motionlen  they  spread ;  here  shine 
Ifpon  the  crags,  deepening  with  blacker  night 
Their  chasms ;  and  there  the  glittering  argentry 
Ripples  and  glances  on  the  confluent  streams. 
A  lofelier,  purer  light  than  that  of  day 
Rests  on  the  hills ;  and,  oh,  how  awfully 
Into  the  deep  and  tranquil  firmament 
The  summits  of  Anseva  rise  serene ! 
The  watchman  on  the  battlements  partakes 
The  stillness  of  the  solemn  hour,  and  feels 
The  silence  of  the  earth ;  the  endless  scmnd 
Of  flowing  water  soothes  him,  and  the  start, 
Which  in  that  brightest  moonlight  well  nigh 

quenched 
Searce  visible,  as  in  the  utmost  depth 
Of  yonder  sapphire  infinite  are  seen. 
Draw  on  with  elevating  influence 
Toward  eternity  the  attempered  mind : 
Musing  on  worlds  beyond  the  grave  he  stands. 
And  to  the  virgin  mother  silently 
Breathes  forth  her  hymn  of  praise. 

Swihey'$  Don  Roderick, 

Now  let  us  with  a  spell  invoke 
The  fhn^rb'd  moon  to  grieve  our  eyes. 

Mot  bright,  not  bright,  but  with  a  cloud 
L^ip*d  all  about  her,  let  her  rise 

AU  pale  and  dim  as  if  firom  rest 

llie  ghost  of  the  late  buried  sun 
Had  crept  into  the  skies. 

Thonuu  Hood, 

The  moon!  she  is  the  source  of  sighs, 

The  very  face  to  make  us  sad ; 
If  but  to  think  in  pther  times 

Hie  same  calm  quiet  look  she  had. 

ThemoBHood, 

See 
The  moon  is  up,  it  is  the  dawn  of  night; 
Stands  by  her  side  one  bold,  bright,  steady  star ; 
Star  of  her  heart,  and  heir  to  all  her  light. 
Whereon  she  looks  so  proudly,  mild  and  calm. 
As  though  she  were  the  mother  of  that  star. 

BaUey*»  Fftm, 

0  moon !  old  boughs  lisp  forth  a  holier  din. 
The  while  they  feel  thine  airy  fellowship : 
lliou  dost  bless  every  where  with  silver  lip. 
Kissing  dead  things  to  life. 

JoknKoato, 

Wha'  Is  tliere  in  thee,  moon,  that  thou  should'st 

move 
My  heart  so  potent.y  /    When  yet  a  child 

1  oft  have  dried  my  tears  when  thou  hast  smil'd. 
Thou  seemMst  my  sister ;  hand  in  hand  we  went 
■''ram  cvr  to  mom  across  the  firmament 

John  KeaU. 


O  moon  I  the  oldest  shades  *mong  oldest  trees 
Feel  palpitations  when  thou  lookest  in. 

John  KeaU, 

The  moon !  the  moon  I  oh,  tell  me,  do  ye  love  her 

placid  ray  7 
Do  ye  love  the  shining  steirry  train  that  gathers 

round  her  way  7 
Oh,  if  ye  do,  go  watch  her  when  she  climbs  above 

the  main. 
While  her  fhll  transcript  lives  below  upon  the 

crystal  plain! 
While  her  soft  light  sefenely  ftlls,  and  rising 

billows  seem 
Like  sheets  of  silver  spreading  ferth  to  meet  her 

hallowM  beam ! 

Miaa  Eliza  Cook'o  Poems. 

Myriads  have  sung  thy  praise. 
Fair  Dian,  virgin  goddess  of  the  skies ! 

And  myriads  will  raise 
Their  songs  while  time  yet  onward  flies, 
To'tfaee,  chaste  prompter  of  the  k)T«r*8  sighs, 

And  of  the  minstrers  lays; 
But  still  exhaustless  as  a  themA 

Shall  be  thy  name 

While  lives  immortal  Fame — 
As  when  to  people  the  first  poet's  dream. 

Thy  inspiration  came. 

Mrs.  E,  C.  Kinney, 

The  moon  la  sailing  o'er  the  sky. 

But  lonely  all  as  if  she  pin*d 
For  somewhat  of  companionship, 

And  felt  it  were  in  vain  she  shin*d. 
Earth  is  her  mirror,  and  the  stars 

Are  as  the  court  around  her  throne; 
She  is  a  beauty  and  a  queen, — 

But  what  of  this  7  she  is  alone. 

Jkfits  Lmdmu 

Night  on  the  waves !  and  the  moon  is  on  high. 
Hung  like  a  gem  on  the  brow  of  the  sky ; 
Treading  its  depths,  in  the  power  of  her  might, 
And  turning  the  clouds,  as  they  pass  her,  to  Jight 

T,  K.  Heney. 

There  is  no  grave  in  all  the  earth 

That  moonlight  hath  not  seen ; 
It  gazeth  cold  and  passionless 

Where  agony  hath  been ; 
And  it  is  well :  that  changeless  ray 

A  deeper  thought  should  throw. 
When  mortal  love  pours  ferth  its  tide 

Of  unavailing  woe ; 
It  teacheth  us  no  shade  of  grief 

Can  touch  the  starry  sky. 
That  all  our  soirow  liveth  here  — 

The  glory  is  on  high ! 

Mn.  J.  T.  WortJdngUm. 
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Hie  ihadowB  of  the  nun  lay 
HeaTf  and  bUjck  athwart  his  way  ^^ 
Lon^,  leaninif  shapes  that  finowning  took 
The  forms  of  foes  he  ill  coold  brook ; 
Save  where,  between  the  rifled  rocks, 
Tlie  moonbeains,  dropt  in  silver  blocks, 
Woe  tdeeping — yet  he  scarce  would  dare. 
To  set  his  darkexiing  footstep  there. 
And  mar  the  beauteous  light  that  brought 
Street  ftncies  to  his  troubled  thought 

Jlfrf .  Hale. 

Tbs  rising  moon  has  hid  the  stars, 
Her  level  rays,  like  golden  bars 

Lie  on  the  landscape  green. 

With  shadows  brown  between. 
And  silver  white  the  river  gleams, 
As  if  Diana,  in  her  dreams, 

Had  dropt  her  silver  bow 

Upon  the  meadows  low. 

Longfettow, 

Tbe  full-orb'd  moon  has  reachM  no  higher 
Tlian  yon  old  church's  mossy  spire. 
And  seems,  as  gliding  up  the  air, 
&ie  saw  the  fane ;  and  pausing  there. 
Would  worship,  in  the  tranquil  night, 
Tlie  Prince  of  Peace — the  Source  of  light. 
Where  man  fiir  God  prepar'd  the  place, 
And  God  to  man  unveils  his  face. 
Her  tribute  all  around  is  seen; 
She  bends  and  worships  like  a  queen ! 
Her  robe  of  light  and  beaming  crown 
In  silence  she  b  casting  down. 

JIftsff  OottZcTf  Poems, 

Above,  the  overhanging  banks 
Were  ]in*d  by  trees  in  broken  ranks. 
And  moonlight  falling  gently  down, 
Set  with  rich  pearls  each  emerald  crown. 

WUUam  C,  H,  Hosmer. 

Sans  may  darken, — heaven  be  bowM  — 

Still  unchanged  shall  be, — 
Sooldeep  -^  here — that  moonlit  cloud 

To  which  I  lookM  with  tbke. 

Mias  Barrett. 

MORNING. 

At  last  the  golden  oriental  gate 
Of  greatest  heaven  *gan  to  open  fair; 
And  Phoebus,  fresh  as  bridegroom  to  his  mate, 
Came  dancing  Ibrth  shaking  his  dewy  hair, 
And  hurPd  his  glisfring  beams  through  gloomy 
air.  8pen8er*9  Fahy  Queen. 

*li»  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near, 
And  *gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual  fire. 

Shake.  HamUt 


But,  look,  the  mom  in  russet  mantle  clad, 
Walks  o*er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hilL 

Shake.  HatideL 
Hie  grey-ey'd  mom  smiles  on  the  frowning  nigiit, 
Checkering  the  eastern  clouds  with  streaks  of 

light; 
And  flecked  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reels 
From  forth  day's  path*  and  Titan's  fiery  wheels. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUet, 
Look,  lose,  what  envions  streaks 
Do  laoe  the  severing  doods  in  yonder  east: 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountain-tqps. 

8haks»  Romeo  and  Jtdiet, 
But  soft!   what  light  through  yonder  window 

breaks! 
It  is  tile  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  sun. 

Shake.  Re/mm  and  J^diet, 
See,  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates. 
And  takes  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  sun ! 
How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trimm'd  like  a  yonker,  prancing  to  his  love ! 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    Pari  III 

The  silent  hours  steal  on. 
And  flalqr  darkness  breaks  within  the  east 

Shako.  Riekartt  III. 

This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 

Shake.  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

The  wolves  have  prey'd ;  and  look,  the  gentle  day, 
Befiire  the  wheek  of  Phisbus,  round  about 
Dapples  the  drowsy  east  with  spots  of  grey. 

Shake.  Much  Ado  about  NoUdng. 

For  night's  swift  dragons  cut  the  clouds  fiiU  fiuit, 

And  yonder  shines  Aurora's  harbinger; 

At  whose  approach,  ghosts,  wandering  here  and 

there, 
T^oop  home  to  churchyards :  damned  spirits  all. 
That  in  crossways  and  floods  have  burial, 
,  Already  to  their  wormy  beds  are  gone. 

Shake.  Mideummer  NighCe  Dnam* 

When  the  searching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behmd  the  gbbe,  and  lights  the  lower  world. 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unseen, 
In  nmrdera,  and  in  outrage,  bloody  hire ; 
But  when  from  under  this  terrestrial  ball. 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eastern  pines. 
And  darts  his  light  through  every  guil^  hole, 
Then  murders,  treasons,  and  detested  sins. 
The  ckxLk  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  theii 

backs, 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  tnemsetves 
Shaka.  Richard  U 
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Hm  Mm  u  in  the  heaven;  and  the  prand  day, 
Attended  with  the  pleaaores  of  the  irorld, 
la  aJl  too  wanton. 

Shak$.  King  Jchn, 

Yon  grey  lines, 
Hiat  fret  the  cloudi,  axe  measeng^en  of  day. 

Shak8.JvUM  C^tar* 

It  ifl,  methinka,  a  morning  ibU  of  fiite ! 
It  riseth  slowly,  as  her  stdlen  car 
Had  all  the  weights  of  sleep  and  death  hung  at  it! 
She  is  not  rosy-finger'd,  hat  swol^n  black ! 
Her  fiice  is  like  a  water  turn*d  to  blood ; 
And  her  sick  head  is  bound  about  with  clouds, 
As  if  she  threatenM  night  ere  noon  of  day ! 
It  does  not  look  as  it  would  have  a  hail 
Or  health  wishM  in  it  as  on  other  moras, 

Jens  on*«  CsliZtiie. 
Yet  hath  the  morning  sprinkled  through  the  clouds 
But  half  her  tincture ;  and  the  sail  of  night 
Sticks  still  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air. 

CAopMum^s  Htunoroiu  Dat/'$  Mirih, 
1m  not  yon  gleam  the  shuddering  mora  that  lakes, 
With  niver  tincture,  ^m  east  verge  of  heayen  7 

Martion**  AtiUmio  and  Melida. 
See  the  dapple  grey  coursers  of  the  mora. 
Beat  np  the  light  with  their  bright  silver  hoofi^ 
And  chase  it  through  the  sky. 

Mar$lon^9  Afdottio  and  Mdida, 
Now  *gins  the  fair  dew-dabbling  blushing  mom 
To  open  to  the  earth  heav'n*s  eastern  gates, 
Displaying,  by  degrees,  the  new-bora-Ught, 
Hie  stars  have  tracM  their  dance ;  and  unto  night 
Now  bid  good-night: 

The  young  day*s  sentinel,  the  morning-star, 
Now  drives  before  him  aU  his  glittering  flock. 
And  bids  them  rest  within  the  fcAd  unseen ; 
Tin  with  his  whbtle  Hesperus  calls  them  forth. 
Now  Titan  up,  and  ready,  calls  aloud. 
And  bids  the  rolling  hours  bestir  them  quick, 
And  haraess  up  his  prancing  foaming  steeds. 
To  hurry  out  the  sun^s  bright  chariot: 
O  now  I  hear  their  trampling  ibet  approach ! 
Now,  now  I  see  that  gbrlous  lamp  to  dart 
His  nearer  beams,  and  all  be^Munt  with  gold 
Hio  over.peeping  tops  of  highest  hills. 

HatokifigM'i  Apollo  Skromng, 
Now  the  bright  morning-star,  day's  harbinger. 
Comes  dancing  from  the  east,  and  leads  with  her 
Tho  flow*ry  May,  who  from  her  green  lap  throws 
Tlie  yellow  cowslip^  and  the  pale  primrose. 

MUUm'o  May  Mormng. 
bweet  IS  the  breath  of  morn,  her  rising  swee^ 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds. 

MUMo  PmraUm  LaoL 


Now  mom  her  rosy  slnps  in  tii*  easleni  < 
Advanciiig,  sow'd  the  earth  with  orient  pearL 

MlUm'9  Pmndm  Lmt 

Awake, 
My  fairest,  my  espousM,  my  latest  found, 
Heav*n*s  last  best  glfl,  my  ever  new  delight, 
Awake ;  the  morning  shines,  and  the  fresh  field 
Calls  us ;  we  lose  the  prime,  to  mark  how  spring 
Our  tender  plants,  bow  blows  the  citron  grove. 
What  drops  the  myrrh,  and  what  the  balmy  reed. 
How  nature  paints  her  cokMirs,  how  the  bee 
Sits  on  the  bloom  extracting  liquid  svpeet 

Milton^o  Pttradi$e  LotL 
Thus  pass*d  the  night  so  foul,  till  morning  fair 
Came  forth  with  pilgrim  steps  in  amice  grey. 

MUUnCo  Paradioe  Regamed, 

Tho  birds. 
Who  all  things  now  behold  more  fresh  and  green. 
After  a  night  of  storm  so  ruinous, 
Clear'd  up  their  choicest  notes  in  bush  and  spray. 
To  gratulate  the  sweet  return  of  mora. 

Aft/ton**  Paradioe  Regained 
See  Aurora  puts  on  her  crimson  blush. 
And  with  resplendent  rays  gilds  o*er  the  top 
Of  yon  aspiring  hill  I  the  pearly  dew 
Hangs  on  the  iose-bad*s  top;  and,  knowing  it 
Must  be  anon  exhal*d,  for  sorrow  shrinks 
Itself  into  a  tear. 

Lemo  Sharp'o  Noble  Strangv 

The  rosy-finger'd  mom  did  there  discloee 
Her  beauty,  ruddy  as  a  blushing  bode, 
Gilding  the  marigold,  painting  the  rose. 
With  Indian  chxysolites  her  cheeks  were  dy'd. 

Baron 

The  sun  had  long  since,  in  the  lap 
Of  Thetis,  taken  out  his  nap^ 
And,  like  a  lobster  boiled,  the  mom 
From  black  to  red  began  to  turn. 

BuUer'o  HttdUnao 
Sullen,  methlnks,  and  slow  the  morning  brcsaks, 
•As  if  the  sun  were  listless  to  appear. 
And  dark  designs  hang  heavy  on  the  day. 

Dryden'o  Duke  ef  Gmsa 

The  morning  lark,  the  messenger  of  day. 
Saluted  in  her  song  the  morning  grey ; 
And  soon  the  sun  arose  with  beams  so  bright. 
That  all  tli*  horizon  laugh*d  to  sec  the  joyous  sight; 
He  with  his  tepid  rays  the  rose  renews, 
And  licks  the  dropping  leaves,  and  dries  the  dews, 
Dryden^o  Palamon  and  ArciU. 

Now  from  night*s  womb  the  glorious  day  breaks 

forth. 
And  •earns  to  kindle  from  the  setting  stan. 

Zee's  Lucmo  Jmuma  BnOn, 
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Now  iMidly  hem  mad  there  a  iiaekiiey-4x>a€h 
Appeatioff  shovM  the  mddy  inoro*s  approach. 
Tke  ^iiMbod  *praiiti6e  £rom  his  master's  door. 
Had  parM  the  dirt,  and  sprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  MoD  had  whirrd  her  mop  with  dextr'ous  airs, 
Prepared  to  scrab  the  entry  and  tlie  stairs 
The  small-coal-man  was  heard  with  cadence  deep, 
Till  drown*d  in  shriller  notes  of  chimneysweep; 
Dons  at  his  lordship's  gate  begin  to  meet ; 
And  bricUust  MoU  has  screamM  through  half  a 

street 
The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  sees. 
Duly  let  out  at  nights  to  steal  for  fees ; 
The  watchful  bailii&  take  their  silent  stands, 
And  school-bojrs  lag  with  satchels  in  their  hands. 

Swift 

See !  the  night  wears  away,  and  cheerful  mom. 
All  sweet  and  fresh,  spreads  from  the  rosy  east} 
Fair  nature  seems  reviv'd,  and  e*en  my  heart 
SitB  light  and  jocund  at 'the  day's  return. 

JRoiM*f  Royal  Convert, 

The  morning  lowers,  and  heavily  in  Oouds 
Brings  on  the  day,  the  groat,  the  important  day. 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Cato  and  of  Rome. 

Additon^9  Cato, 

At  length  the  world,  renew'd  by  calm  repose, 
Was  strong  for  toil,  the  dappled  mom  arose. 

PameWo  Hermit. 

But  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tumults  fly ; 
The  sun  emerging  opes  the  anre  sky; 
A  fresher  gieen  the  smiling  leaves  display. 
And,  glittering  as  they  tremble,  cheer  the  day. 
PamdC9  HermiL 

Hail  to  the  joyous  day !  with  purple  clouds 
The  whole  hortzon  gkws.    The  breexy  spring 
Stands  loosely  floating  on  the  mountain-top, 
And  deals  her  sweets  around.    The  sun  too  seems. 
As  conscious  of  my  joy,  with  brighter  beams. 
To  gild  the  happy  world 

Thom$on*$  Sopkonuba. 

See,  how  at  once  the  bright  efiolgent  sun. 
Rising  direct,  swift  chases  from  the  sky 
The  short-liv'd  twilight;  and  with  ardent  blaae 
Looks  gaily  fierce  o*er  all  the  dasziing  air. 

Tbmuom'o  iSsMoas. 

The  lengthened  night  elapsM,  the  morning  shines 

Serene,  in  all  her  dewy  beauty  bright. 

Unfolding  &ir  the  lost  autumnal  day. 

And  now  the  morning  stm  dispels  the  fog; 

llie  rigid  hoar-fi^ost  melts  before  his  beam ; 

And  hung  on  every  spray,  on  every  blade 

Of  grass,  the  myriad  dew-drops  twinkle  round. 


Now  flaming  up  the  heavens,  the  potent  sua    , 
Molts  into  limpid  air  the  light^raia'd  cIou/ls, 
And  morning  fogs,  that  hover'd  round  the  hills, 
In  party-colour'd  bands ;  till  wide  unveil'd 
The  face  of  nature  shines,  from  where  earth  seems 
Far  stretch'd  around,  to  meet  the  bending  sphere. 

Thommm'B  Seaeona, 
The  rocek-eyed  morn  appears,  mother  of  dews 
At  first  faint  glimmering  in  the  dappled  east; 
Till  far  o'er  ether  spreads  the  wid'niog  glow ; 
And,  from  before  the  lustre  of  her  face, 
White  break  the  clouds  away.    With  quicken'd 

step, 
Brown  night  retires ;  young  day  pours  in  apace, 
And  opens  all  the  luwny  prospect  wide. 
The  dripping  rock,  the  mountain's  misty  top. 
Swell  on  the  sight,  and  brighten  with  the  dawn. 

Thomson' $  Seaeono. 
Hence  every  harsher  sight !  for  now  the  day 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  difius'd,  grows  warm  and 

high; 
Infinite  splendour !  wide  investing  alL 

TkoHuon'^o  Seasons. 

O'er  yonder  eastern  hill  the  twilight  pale 
Walks  forth  from  darkness ;  and  the  god  of  day. 
With  bright  Astrsa  seated  by  his  side. 
Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean. 

Akenaide, 

'T  is  morning,  and  the  sun  with  ruddy  orb 
Ascending  fires  the  horizon. 

Cowjper*s  Task 

But  who  the  melodies  of  mom  can  tell  7 

The  wild  brook  babbling  down  the  mountain's 

side; 
The  lowing  herd ;  the  sheepfbld's  simple  bcU ; 
The  pipe  of  early  shepherd,  dim  descried 
In  the  lone  valley,  echoing  far  and  wide 
The  clamorous  horn  along  the  clifls  above ; 
The  hollow  murmur  of  the  ocean  tide ; 
The  hum  of  bees,  the  linnet's  lay  of  love. 
And  the  full  choir  that  wakes  the  universal  grove. 
BeaUie's  MinsireL 

Day  takes  his  daily  turn. 
Rising  between  the  guify  dells  of  night. 
Like  whiten'd  billows  on  a  gloomy  sea. 

Joanna  BaUUe^s  Orra 

Day  gliumer'd  in  the  east,  and  the  white  moon 
Hung  like  a  vapour  in  the  cloudless  sky. 

Rogers's  Jhat^ 

Day  dawns,  the  twilight  gleam  dilates. 
The  sun  comes  forth,  and,  like  a  god. 
Rides  through  rejoicing  heaven. 
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Far  m  the  chamben  of  the  west, ' 
The  ^ale  had  sighed  itself  to  rest; 
The  moon  was  cloudless  now  and  dear 
But  pale  and  soon  to  disappear. 
The  thin  grey  clouds  waxed  dimly  light 
On  Bnisleton  and  Hdughton  height, 
And  the  rich  dale,  that  eastward  lay, 
Waited  the  wakening  touch  of  day. 
To  give  its  woods  and  cultured  plain. 
And  towers  and  spires,  to  light  again. 

ScaW9  Rckeby. 

The  sun,  awakening,  through  the  smoky  air 
Of  the  dark  city  casts  a  sullen  glance. 
Rousing  each  caitiff  to  his  task  of  care. 
Of  sinful  man  the  sad  inheritance ; 
Summoning  revellers  from  the  lagging  dance ; 
Scaring  the  prowling  robber  to  his  den ; 
Gilded  on  battled  tower  the  warder^s  lance; 
And  warning  student  pale  to  leave  his  pen. 
And  yield  his  drowsy  eyes  to  the  kind  nurse  of 
^     men.  SeaWs  Lady  of  the  Lake, 

What  various  scenes,  and,  O !  what  scenes  of  woe. 
Are  witnessed  by  that  red  and  struggling  beam ! 
The  fevered  patient,  ftom  his  pallet  k>w, 
Through  crowded  hospital  beholds  it  stream ; 
The  ruined  maiden  trembles  at  its  gleam. 
The  debtor  wakes  to  thought  of  gyve  and  jail. 
The  love-lorn  wretch  starts  fh>m  tormenting  dream ; 
The  wakeful  mother,  by  the  glimmering  pale. 
Trims  her  sick  infiint's  couch,  and  soothes  his 
feeble  waiL  ScoWs  Lady  of  the  Lake, 

Blest  power  of  sunshine !  genial  day ! 
What  balm,  what  life  is  in  thy  ray ; 
To  feel  thee  is  such  real  bliss. 
That  had  the  world  no  joy  but  this, 
To  sit  in  sunshme  calm  and  sweet  — 
It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 
For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom. 
The  deep,  cold  shadow  of  the  tomb. 

Ifoore'f  LaHa  Rookh, 

But  mighty  nature  bounds  as  from  her  birth. 
The  sun  is  in  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth ; 
Flowers  in  the  valley,  splendour  in  the  beam. 
Health  on  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream. 

ByrmCe  Lara, 
Night  wanes  —  the  vapours  round  the  mountains 

curlM 
Melt  into  mom,  and  light  awakes  the  world. 

Bynn*$  Lara, 
'i  lie  room  is  up  again,  the  dewy  mom. 
With  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek  all  bloom, 
Ijaughing  the  clouds  away  with  playfUl  scorn. 
And  living  as  if  earth  contained  no  tomb— 
And  ghmag  into  day 

Bynm**  ChOde  HarM. 


I  now,  an  early  riser,  bve  to  hail 

The  dreamy  struggles  of  the  stars  with  figiit. 

And  the  recovering  breath  of  earth,  sleep-dnnmTd. 

Awakening  to  the  wisdom  of  the  son. 

And  Uft  of  light  within  the  tent  of  Ueamn ; 

To  kiss  the  feet  of  morning  as  she  walks 

In  dewy  light  along  the  hills,  while  tiiey. 

All  odorous  as  an  angel's  fresh-culIM  crown. 

Unveil  to  her  their  bounteous  loveliness. 

BaOey's  Fmima^ 
A  night  had  passed  away  among  the  hlUs, 
And  now  the  first  &int  tokens  of  the  dawn 
Show*d  in  the  east    The  bright  and  dewy  tfnr 
Whose  mission  is  to  usher  in  the  mom. 
Looked  through  the  cool  air  like  a  blessed  Uiin^ 
In  a  &r  purer  world.    I  had  wak*d 
From  a  long  sleep  of  many  changing  dreams. 
And  now  in  the  fbesh  forest  air  I  stood 
Nerv*d  to  another  day  of  wandering. 

PerehmTa  P« 


Tlirow  up  the  window!    *Tis  a  mom  fbr  life 
In  its  most  subtle  luxury,    llie  air 
Is  like  a  breathing  from  a  rarer  world  ; 
And  the  south  wind  is  like  a  gentle  friend. 
Farting  the  hair  so  softly  on  my  brow. 
It  has  come  over  gardens,  and  the  flowers 
That  kissM  it  are  betrayM ;  for  as  it  parts. 
With  its  invisible  fingers  my  loose  hair, 
I  know  it  has  been  trifling  with  the  roee. 
And  stooping  to  the  violet    Hiere  is  joy 
For  all  God's  croatures  in  it 

WmWa  Pom*. 
I  had  awoke  from  an  unpleasant  dream. 
And  light  was  welcome  to  me.    I  lookM  out 
To  feel  the  common  air,  and  when  the  breath 
Of  the  delicious  morning  met  my  brovr. 
Cooling  its  fever,  and  the  pleasant  sun 
Shone  on  fiuniliar  objects,  it  was  like 
Hie  feeling  of  the  captive  who  comes  fiirtfa 
FVom  darkness  to  the  cheerful  light  of  day. 

Wake,  slumberor !  morning's  golden  hoars 

Are  speeding  fast  away; 
The  sun  has  wak'd  the  opening  flowers. 

To  grpet  the  new-born  day, 
Tlie  deer  leaps  flrom  his  leafy  haunt ; 

Fair  gleams  the  breezy  lake ; 
The  birds  their  matin  carols  chaunt— 

All  Nature  cries,  awake! 

Epe$  SargeiL 

'TIS  beautiful,  when  first  the  dewy  light 
Breaks  on  the  earth !  while  yet  the  scented  air 
Is  breathing  the  cool  freshness  of  the  night 
And  the  bright  clouds  a  tint  of  crimson  vrear. 
EUxabdk  M.  Omaih, 
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Hie  nanhig  eomes,  but  brings  no  son; 
Hie  iky  with  storm  is  overrun ; 
And  here  I  sit  in  my  room  alone, 
And  leel,  as  I  hear  the  tempest  moan, 
like  one  who  hath  lost  the  last  and  best, 
The  dearest  dweller  from  his  breast ! 

T.  Bvchanan  Read. 


MOTHER. 

Nay,  mother, 
Wbere  te  your  ancient  courage  7    You  were  nsM 
To  >ay,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  epiriti ; 
That  common  chancee  common  men  could  bear ; 
That  when  the  sea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
ShowM  mastership  in  floating ;  Fortune's  blows. 
When  most  struck  home,  being  gentle  wounded. 


A  noble  calmness.    You  were  us'd  to  load  me 
With  precepts  that  would  make  invincible 
Tlie  heart  that  oonn*d  them* 

Shak8.  CorioUtmm. 

The  mother,  in  her  office,  holds  the  key 

Of  the  Bool ;  and  she  it  is  who  stamps  the  coin 

Of  character,  and  makes  the  being  who  would  be 

a  savage, 
Bat  fer  her  gentle  cares,  a  Christian  man. 
Then  crown  her  Queen  o*  the  world. 

OldPJay. 

Maternal  love !  thoa  word  that  sums  all  bliss, 
Gives  and  recerves  all  bliss, — fullest  when  most 
Thoa  givest !  spring-head  of  all  felicity. 
Deepest  when  most  is  drawn !  emblem  of  Grod ! 
O'erflowing  most  when  greatest  numbers  drink ! 
Pollock's  Course  ef  Time, 
There  is  none 
In  an  this  oold  and  hdlow  world,  no  fount 
Of  deep,  strong,  deathless  love,  save  that  vrithin 
A  mother's  heart ! 

Mre.  Hemane^B  Siege  if  Valencia. 
The  same  fond  mother  bent  at  night 
O'er  each  fiur  sleeping  brow; 
She  hadvach  folded  flower  in  sight 

Mrs.  HemoM'e  Poeme, 

I  nusi  thee,  my  mother,  when  young  health  has 
fled. 
And  I  sink  in  the  languor  of  pain, 
Where,  where  is  the  arm  that  once  piBow'd  my 


WHHI, 

And  the  ear  that  once  heard  me  complain  7 
^^^  hands  may  support  me,  gentle  accents  may 
&U  — 
For  the  fond  and  the  true  are  still  mine : 
I  've  a  blessing  Ibr  each ;  I  am  grateful  to  all,— 
Bat  whose  care  eon  be  soothing  as  thine  7 

EUza  Coolie  Poems. 


I  miss  thee,  my  motfaer !  thy  image  is  still 

The  deepest  impress'd  on  my  heart, 
And  the  tablet  so  faithful  in  death  must  be  chill. 
Ere  a  line  of  that  image  depart 

EUxa  Cssk's  Poems 
Sweet  is  the  image  of  the  brooding  dove ! 
Holy  as  hearen  a  mother's  tender  love ! 
The  love  of  many  prayers,  and  many  tears. 
Which  changes  not  with  dim  declining  years— 
The  only  love,  which,  on  this  teeming  earth, 
Asks  no  return  for  passion's  vrayward  birth. 

Mrs,  Norton^ s  Dremn, 
Ah!  bless'd  are  they  for  whom,  'mid  all  their 

pains. 
That  &ithful  and  unalter'd  love  remains; 
Who^  lift  wreck'd  round  them — hunted  from  theit 

rest — 
And  by  all  else  forsaken  or  distress'd— 
Claim  in  one  heart,  their  sanctuary  and  shrine  ^* 
As  I,  my  mother,  claim'd  my  place  in  thine ! 

Mrs.Nortem, 
She  was  my  friend  —  I  had  but  her  — ^  no  more, 
No  other  upon  earth  *«  and  as  for  heaven, 
I  am  as  they  that  seek  a  sign,  to  whom 
No  sign  is  given.    My  mother !    Oh,  my  mother ! 
Taylor's  Edwin  the  Fair, 
Would,  Mother,  thou  couldst  hear  me  tell 

How  oft,  amid  my  brief  career, 
For  sins  and  foUies  lov'd  too  weO, 

Hath  fallen  the  free,  repentant  tear. 
And,  in  the  waywardness  of  youth. 

How  better  thoughts  have  given  to  me 
Contempt  for  error,  love  for  truth, 
*Mid  sweet  remembrances  of  thee. 

James  iiUridL 
She  led  me  first  to  God; 
Her  words  and  prayers  were  my  young  spirits 
dew— 
For  when  she  us'd  to  leave 
The  fireside  eveiy  eve,' 
I  knew  it  was  for  prayer  that  she  withdrew. 
How  of^n  has  the  thought 
Of  my  moum'd  mother  brought 
Peace  to  my  troubled  spirit,  and  new  power 
The  tempter  to  repel! 
Mother,  thou  knowest  well 
That  thou  hast  bless'd  me  since  my  natal  hour. 

John  Pierpant 
My  mother ! — manhood's  anxious  brow 

And  sterner  cores  have  long  been  mine  * 
Yet  turn  I  to  thee  fondly  now. 

As  when  upon  thy  bosom's  shrine 
My  infont  griefii  were  gently  hush'd  to  res^ 
And  thy  low  whisper'd  prayers  mj  slumber  bless  d 
Gemj^  W  BeOtms 
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I  win  have  blood, theysay ;  blood  wiH  have  blood : 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to 

speak; 
Avgura,  and  ondentood  relations,  have 
B7  magrot-pies,  and  coughs,  and  rooks,  brought 

forth 
The  secret'st  man  of  blood. 

Shakt,  Maebitk, 

Will  all  Neptune's  ocean  wash  this  blood 

Clean  fix>m  my  hand?    No,  this  my  hand  will 

rather 
The  multitudinous  seas  incarnardine, 
Making  the  green  one,  red. 

Skak9,  Macbeth. 

The  tyrannous  and  bloody  act  is  done ; 
The  most  arch  deed  of  piteous  massacre. 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of. 
Dighton,  and  Forrest,  whom  I  did  subbom 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruthless  butchery. 
Albeit  they  were  flesh'd  villains,  bloody  dogs. 
Melting  with  tenderness,  and  mild  compassion. 
Wept  like  two  children,  in  their  death's  sad  story. 

Shakt.  Richard  III. 
The  great  king  of  kings 
llath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded. 
That  thou  shalt  do  no  murder ;  wilt  thou  then 
Spurn  at  his  edict,  and  iiilfil  a  man's. 

ShaU  Richard  JII. 
Cousin,  thou  wast  not  wont  to  be  so  dull ; — 
Shall  I  be  plain  7  I  wish  the  bastards  dead ; 
And  I  would  have  it  suddenly  perfi>rm'd. 
What  say'st  tfaott  now  7  speak  suddenly,  be  brief. 

Shakt.  Richard  III. 

Your  eyes  drop  millstones,  when  fools'  eyes  drop 

tears: 
I  like  you  lads;— about  your  business  straight; 
Go,  go,  despatch. 

Shak$.  Richard  III. 

Let 's  kill  him  bddly,  but  not  wrathfully ; 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods. 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcase  fit  for  hounds. 

Shakt.  Juliu$  C^uar, 

0  pardon  me,  thou  blooding  piece  of  earth. 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man, 

That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 

Shaks.  JuZtttS  Cesar. 
'JlMUgh  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  slain  men. 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  stuff  o'  the  conscience 
To  do  no  contriv*d  murder ,  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes,  to  do  mo  service :  nine  or  ten  times 

1  had  though^  ti  have  yerk'd  him  here  under  the 

ribs 

Shdk9.  Oth^Bi^ 


Now,  how  dost  thou  look  now  7  O  ill-stanr'd  weneh ! 
Pale  as  thy  smock !  when  we  shall  meet  at  OMnpC, 
This  look  of  ^ine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven. 
And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it, 

8hak9.0lhao. 

Durst  thou  have  look'd  npon  him,  being  awake. 
And  hast  thou  kiU'd  him  sleeping  7  O  brave  touch . 
Could  not  a  worm,  an  adder  do  so  much  7 
An  adder  did  it ;  for  with  deadlier  tongue 
Than  thine,  thou  serpent,  never  adder  stung. 

8hak»,  Midnanmer  Nighta  Dream. 
Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  cannibals ! 
How  sweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropp'd ! 
You  have  no  children,  butchers !  if  you  had. 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  stirred  up  remorse 
Shake.  Henry  VL    Pari  IIL 
This  is  the  man  should  do  the  bloody  deed ; 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye ;  that  close  aspect  of  his 
Does  show  the  mood  of  a  much-troubled  breast 
Shake.  King  John. 
How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds. 
Makes  deeds  ill  done !    Hadst  not  thoo  been  by, 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd. 
Quoted  and  sign'd,  to  do  a  deed  of  shame, 
This  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind. 

Shake.  King  Jcihn 
See,  his  face  is  black  and  full  of  blood ; 
His  eyeballs  further  out,  than  when  he  liv'd ; 
Staring  fbll-ghastly,  like  a  strangled  man  ; 
His  hair  uprear'd,  his  nostrils  stretch'd  with  strug- 
gling: 
His  hands  abroad  display'd,  as  one  that  grasped 
And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  strength  subdu'd. 
Look  on  the  sheets ;  his  hair,  you  see  is  sticking ; 
His  weU-proportlon'd  beard,  made  rough  and  rag- 
ged. 
Like  to  the  summer's  eom  by  tempest  lodg'd ; 
It  cannot  be,  but  he  was  murdcr'd  here : 
The  least  of  all  these  signs  are  probable. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    PaH  II 
Blood,  though  it  sleep  a  time,  yet  never  dies : 
The  gods  on  murd'rers  fix  revengofiil  eyes.  ^ 

Chapman'e  Widow'e  Teart 

Blood  hath  strange  organs  to  discourse  withal ; 
It  is  a  dam'rous  orator,  and  then 
Ev'n  nature  will  exceed  herself^  to  tell 
A  crime,  so  thwarting  nature. 

GamerealTe  Lodoeic  SJene. 
Judgment  itself  would  scarce  a  law  enact 
Against  the  mnrd'rer,  tliinking  it  a  fact 
That  man  'gainst  man  would  never  dare  oommit; 
Since  the  worst  things  of  nature  do  not  it 

Giffe^e  Ortett% 
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Harder  itadf  is  past  dl  eaqnation, 

TTie  greatest  erime  that  nature  doth  abhor. 

G^e*#  Oreflee. 

Other  sins  only  spoak,  marder  shrieks -oot. 
The  element  of  water  moistens  the  earth, 
Bat  bkiod  flies  upwards  and  bedews  the  heaTsns. 

Webster. 

Is  there  a  crime 
Beneath  the  roof  of  heaven,  that  stains  the  soul 
Of  man,  with  more  iniemal  hue,  than  daron'd 

Aanssination. 

cumber* $  Ctuar  in  EgypL 

Twice  it  callM,  so  budly  calPd, 
With  horrid  strength,  beyond  the  pitch  of  natune ; 
And  murder  1  murder !  was  tho  dreadM  cry. 
A  third  time  it  returnM  with  feeble  strength, 
Bot  o'  the  sudden  ceas*d,  as  though  the  words 
Were  smotherM  rudely  in  the  grappIM  throat. 
And  all  was  still  again,  save  the  wild  blast 
Which  at  a  distance  growPd  — 
,    Oh !  it  will  never  from  my  mind  depart ! 
That  dreadful  cry,  all  i'  the  instant  still*d. 

Joanna  BmUU^t  De  Mantford. 

ViQains, 
I  know  yoa  both,  ye  are  slaves  that  for  a  ducat 
Would  rend  the  screaming  infknt  from  tho  breast, 
To  phinge  it  in  the  flames : 
Yea,  draw  your  keen  knives  ^cross  a  father's  throat, 
And  carve  vrith  them  the  bloody  meal  ye  earn*d. 
Maturings  Bertram, 

Aye,  heaven  and  earth  do  cry,  impossible. 
The  shuddering  angels  round  the  eternal  throne. 
Veiling  themselves  in  glory,  shriek,  impossiblo* 
But  hell  doth  know  it  true. 

Maturings  Bertram. 

Hear  thou,  and  hope  not — if  by  word  or  deed. 
Yea,  by  invisible  thought,  unutter'd  wish^ 
Thou  hast  been  ministrant  to  this  horrid  act— 
With  full  collected  force  of  maledictioQ 
I  do  pronounce  unto  thy  soul  —  despair. 

AfaOirifi^s  Bertmm. 

Cease,  triflers ;  would  you  have  me  feel  remorse. 

Leave  me  alone — ^nor  cell,  nor  chain,  nor  dungeon. 

Speaks  to  the  murderer  with  the  voice  of  solitude. 

Maturings  Bertram. 

Oh!  thou  dead 
And  everlasting  witness !  whose  unsinking 
Blood  darkens  earth  and  heaven !  what  thou  now 

art, 
I  know  not!  hot  if  thou  seest  what  I  am* 
I  think  thou  wiH  forgive  him,  whom  his  God 
Can  ae*er  fefgi^e,  nor  hi0  own  soid — ikrewefl ! 

Byron's  Cmim, 


Still  as  a  tomb  the  ship  keeps  on ; 

Nor  sound  nor  stirring  now. 
Hush,  hark !  as  from  the  centre  of  the  deep — 
Shrieks — ^fiendish  ycUs !    They  stab  them  in  theif 
deep!  Dana' 9  Buccaneer, 

The  scream  of  rage,  the  groan,  the  stri&. 

The  blow,  the  gasp,  the  horrid  cry, 
TTie  panting,  throttled  prayer  fer  life. 

The  dying's  heaving  sigh. 
The  murderer's  curse,  the  dead  man's  fiz'd,  still  ^ 

glare. 
And  fears,  and  death's  cold  sweat  —  they  aU  aro 
there  \  Dana's  Buccaneer 

— .  •«  I  know  thou  com'st  for  me," 
liCe's  spirit  to  the  spectre  said ; 
*«  I  know  that  I  must  go  with  thee^ 
Take  me  not  I    the  dead ! 
I  'm  weak  and  faint    O,  let  me  stay !" 
••  Nay,  murd'rer,  rest  nor  stay  for  thee !" 

Dana's  Buccaneet 


MUSIC. 

Efisoons  they  heard  a  most  melodious  sound. 
Of  all  that  might  delight  a  dainty  ear. 
Such  as  at  once  might  not  on  living  ground. 
Save  in  this  paradise,  be  heard  elsewhere : 
Right  hard  it  was  for  wight  which  did  it  hear. 
To  rede  what  manner  of  music  that  might  be ; 
For  all  that  pleasing  is  to  living  ear. 
Was  there  consorted  in  one  harmony; 
Birds,  voices,  instruments,  winds,  waters,  all  agree 
Spensa*s  Fairy  Queen 

But  soon  the  eyes  rendered  the  ears  their  right; 
For  such  strange  harmony  he  seem'd  to  hear, 
That  all  his  senses  flock'd  into  his  ear. 
And  every  &culty  wish'd  to  be  seated  there. 

Spenser^s  Britain's  Ida» 

Give  me  some  music ;  music  moody  food 
For  us  that  trade  in  love. 

Shaks.  Antomf  and  Cleepatnh 

This  music  mads  me,  let  it  sound  no  more ; 
For  though  it  have  help'd  mad  men  to  their  witiy 
In  me,  it  seems,  it  will  make  wise  men  mad* 

Shaks.  Richard  11 

If  music  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on. 
Give  me  excess  of  it ;  that,  surfeiting, 
The  appetite  may  sicken,  and  so  die. 

Shaks.  Twelfth  Nighi 

That  strain  again ;  it  had  a  dying  fall  ! 
O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  sweet  south. 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets, 
Stealing,  and  giving  odour. 

Shaks  Twiya>  VigM 
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Mark  it,  Cesario ;  it  10  old«  and  plain : 

The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  the  smi, 

And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread  with 

bone. 
Do  use  to  chaunt  it;  it  is  sillj  sooth. 
And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  lo?e, 
Like  the  old  age. 

Shaka.  Ttodfth  Night 

This  music  crept  by  me  upon  the  waters ; 
Allaying  both  their  fury,  and  my  passion, 
With  its  sweet  air. 

iSftaJb.  Tempest 

Preposterous  ass !  that  never  read  so  far 
To  know  the  cause  why  music  was  ordainM ! 
Was  it  not  to  refresh  the  mind  of  man. 
After  his  studies,  or  his  usual  pain  7 

Shake.  Taming  the  Shrew. 

The  man  that  hath  no  music  in  himself 
Nor  is  not  movM  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds, 
Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils ; 
The  motions  of  his  spirit  are  dull  as  night. 
And  his  eSStsedmm  dark  as  Erebus : 
Let  no  such  man  be  trusted. 

Shake,  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Let  there  be  no  noise  made,  my  gentle  friends : 
Unless  some  dull  and  &vourable  hand 
Will  whisper  music  to  mj  weary  spirit 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Orpheus*  lute  was  strung  with  poets*  sinews ; 
Whose  golden  touch  could  soften  steel  and  itones ; 
Make  tigers  tame,  and  huge  leviathans 
forsake  unsounded  deeps  to  dance  on  sands. 

Shake.  Two  Oeatlemen  of  Verona. 

Once  I  was  upon  a  promontory. 

And  heard  a  mermaid,  on  a  dolphin's  back. 

Uttering  such  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath 

That  the  rude  sea  grew  civil  at  her  song ; 

And  certain  stars  shot  madly  from  their  spheres, 

To  hear  the  sea-maid*s  music 

Shake.  Midemnmer  Nightie  Dream. 

Music  so  softens  and  disarms  the  mind, 
rhat  not  on  arrow  does  resistance  find. 
Thus  the  fair  tyrant  celebrates  the  prize. 
And  acts  herself  the  trium]^  of  her  eyes. 
So  Nero  once,  with  harp  in  hand,  survey*d 
His  flaming  Borne,  and  as  it  bum*d  he  play*d. 

WaUer. 

I  '11  think  no  more  on  *t ; 
Owe  me  some  music ;  look  that  it  be  sad. 

Dryden. 
Music  nas  caarms  to  soothe  the  savage  breast, 
To  soften  rocks,  and  bend  the  knotted  oak. 

Congreve'e  Mourning  Bride. 


At  last  a  soft  and  solemn-breathing  sound 
Rose  like  a  steam  of  rich  distiird  perfumes 
And  stole  upon  the  air,  that  even  silence 
Was  took  crc  she  was  *ware,  and  wish*d  she  might 
Deny  her  nature  and  be  never  more, 
StiU  to  be  so  displac*d.    I  viras  all  ear. 
And  took  in  strains  that  might  create  a  soul 
Under  the  ribs  of  death. 

MQUnCe  Comme. 

Often  our  seers  and  poets  have  confest. 

That  muaic^s  force  can  tome  the  furious  breast; 

Can  make  the  wolf;  or  foaming  boar,  restrain 

His  rage ;  the  lion  drop  his  crested. mane, 

Attentive  to  the  song ;  the  lynx  forget 

His  wrath  to  man,  and  lick  the  minstrePs  feeL 

Are  we,  alas !  loss  savage  yet  than  these  7 

Eiae  music,  sure,  may  human  cares  appease. 

Prior'e  Sdeman. 

£*en  rage  itself  is  cheer'd  with  music : 
It  wakes  a  glad  remembrance  of  our  youth. 
Calls  back  past  joys,  and  warms  us  ii^to  tranbfwrt 
jRoiM**  Fair  PemteaL 

Each  sound  too  here  to  languishment  inclin*d, 
Lnll*d  the  weak  bosom,  and  induced  ease. 
Aerial  music  in  the  warbling  wind. 
At  distance  rising  oft,  by  small  degrees 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o*cr  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  breath*d  such  soul-4is8olving  airs. 
As  did,  alas !  with  soft  perdition  please : 
Entangl*d  deep  in  its  enchanting  snares. 
The  listening  heart  forgot  all  duties  and  all  cares. 
Thomaon*e  Caetie  ef  Jndolemee. 

Ah  me  [  what  hand  can  touch  the  string  so  fine  7 
Who  up  the  lofty  diapason  roll 
Such  sweet,  such  sad,  such  solemn  airs  divine. 
Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  soal  7 
Now  rising  love  they  &nn*d,  now  pleasing  dole 
They  breath*d  in  tender  musings  through  the 

heart ; 
As  when  seraphic  hands  a  hymn  impart : 
Wild  warbling  nature  all,  above  the  reach  of  art 
Thomeon'e  Cattle  cf  Jndeieace. 

Ask  me  no  more,  whither  does  haste 
The  nightingale,  when  May  is  past, 
For  in  your  sweet  dividing  throat 
She  winters  and  keeps  warm  her  note. 

Carem 

How  roosic  charms? 
How  metre  warms? 
Parent  of  actions  good  and  brave ! 
How  vice  it  tames? 

And  vrorth  inflames?  ' 

And  holds  proud  empire  o*er  the  grafo!  I 

Temig 
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TVog^h    chcarfblneM    and  I  have    long    been 

■trangera. 
Harmonious  soands  are  still  delightful  to  mo, 
There  *s  sure  no  passion  in  the  human  soul. 
But  finds  its  food  in  music. 

Litto't  Fatal  Cwioiiiy. 

By  music,  minds  an  equal  temper  know, 
Nor  swell  too  high,  nor  sink  too  low : 
If  in  the  breast  tumultuous  joys  arise, 
Music  her  soft  persuasive  voice  applies ; 
Or,  when  the  soul  is  press'd  with  cares, 
Exalts  her  in  en]iv*nlng  airs. 
Warriors  shor  fires  with  animated  sounds. 
Pours  balm  into  the  bleeding  lover's  wounds : 
Melancholy  liils  her  head, 
Morpheus  rouses  firom  bis  bed. 
Sloth  mifblds  her  arms  and  wakes. 
Listening  envy  drops  her  snakes ; 
Intestine  wars  no  more  our  passions  wage. 
And  giddy  Actions  hear  away  their  rage. 

Pope*9  CeeOim. 
O  music,  sphere  descended  maid. 
Friend  of  pleasure,  wisdom's  aid ! 

CoOtiis's 


Music  resemUee  poetry :  in  each 

Are  nameless  graces,  which  no  method  teach. 

And  which  a  master's  hand  alone  can  reach ! 

Peps. 
I  do  remember,  too. 
She  told  me  of  a  mermaid  once,  that  lay 
Along  the  sooop'd  side  of  a  hollow  wave, 
Singmg  sQch  dulcet  music,  that  the  ear, 
like  a  woo'd  damsel,  trembled  with  delight 

Sir  A.  HiuWm  Julian. 

Perhaps  the  breath  of  music 
May  prove  more  eloquent  than  my  poor  words : 
It  is  the  medicine  of  the  breaking  heart 

Sir  A.  HunC9  JvMan, 

How  soft  the  music  of  those  village  bells. 

Falling  at  intervals  upon  the  car 

In  cadence  sweet !  now  dying  all  away, 

Now  pealing  loud  again  and  buder  still. 

Clear  and  sonorous  as  the  gale  comes  on. 

With  easy  force  it  opens  all  the  cells 

Where  mem'ry  slept    Wherever  I  have  heard 

A  kindred  melody,  the  scene  recurs, 

And  with  it  all  its  pleasures  and  its  pains. 

Cotoper's  Taak, 
lliere  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  with  sounds. 
And  as  the  mind  is  pitch'd,  the  ear  is  pleas'd 
With  melting  airs  of  martial,  brisk  or  grave. 
Some  chord  in  unison  with  what  W^  hear 
Is  touchM  within  us,  and  the  heart  replies. 

Cot0per*«  TaA. 
Y 


Yet  what  is  music,  and  the  blended  power 

Of  voice  with  instruments  of  wind  and  string  i 

What  but  zji  empty  pageant  of  sweet  noise  ? 

'Tis  past:  and  all  that  it  has  left  behind 

Is  but  an  echo  dwelling  in  the  ear 

Of  the  toy-taken  fancy,  and  beside, 

A  void  and  countless  hour  life's  brief  day 

Crowe. 

But  hark!  the  village  dock  strikes  nine — the 

'  chimes  > 

Merrily  follow,  tuneful  to  the  sense 

Of  the  pleased  clown  attentive,  while  they  make 

False  measur'd  melody  on  crazy  bells. 

0  wondrous  power  of  modulated  sound ! 
Which  like  the  air  (whose  all  obedient  shape 
Thou  mak'st  thy  slave)  canst  subtilely  pervade 
The  yielded  avenues  of  sense,  unlock 

The  dose  affections,  by  some  fairy  path 
Winning  an  easy  way  through  every  ear. 
And  with  thine  unsubstantial  quality 
Holding  in  mighty  chains  the  hearts  of  aH ; 
All,  but  some  cold  and  sullen  tempered  spirits. 
Who  feel  no  touch  of  sympathy  or  kive. 

Crowe. 

Is  there  a  heart  that  music  eannot  melt  7 
Alas  I  how  is  that  rugged  heart  forlorn  ! 
Is  there,  who  ne'er  those  mystic  transports  felt 
Of  solitude  and  melancholy  bom  7 
He  needs  not  woo  the  muse ;  he  is  her  scorn ; 
The  sophist's  rope  of  cobweb  he  shall  twine ; 
Mc^  o'er  the  schoolman's  peevish  page ;  or  mourn. 
And  delve  for  life  in  mammon's  dirty  mine ; 
Sneak  with  the  scoundrel  fox  or  grunt  with  glutton 
swine.  BeatHe*a  Minet^ei 

1  was  a  wild  and  wayward  boy, 

My  childhood  soom'd  each  childish  toy. 

RetirM  from  all,  reserv'd,  and  coy, 

To  musing  prone, 

I  woo'd  my  solitary  joy. 

My  harp  alone. 

Ambition's  dream  I  've  seen  depart, 

Have  read  of  penury  the  smart. 

Have  felt  of  love  the  venom'd  dart 

When  hope  was  flown : 

Yet  rests  one  solace  to  my  heart, — 

My  harp  alone. 

ScoU'o  Roke&9 

So  far  was  heard  the  mighty  knell. 
The  stag  spning  up  on  Cheviot  Fell, 
Spread  his  broad  nostrils  to  the  wind. 
Listed  before,  aside,  behind ; 
And  quak'd  among  the  mountain  fern. 
To  hear  that  sound  so  dull  and  stem. 

Scott  i  Marmmu 
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The  soimd,  upon  the  fitfU  galo. 
In  solemn  wiio  did  riso  and  fail, 
Like  that  wild  harp,  whose  ma^c  tOi:.e 
Is  waken'd  by  the  winds  alone. 

Scoif9  Lttyoftk9  La§t  Miminl 

Tlicre  is  a  charm,  a  power,  that  sways  the  breast; 
lilds  every  passion  rerel  or  be  still ; 
Inspires  with  ra^e,  or  all  oar  cares  dissohres ; 
Can  soothe  distraction,  and  almost  despair-^ 
That  power  is  music 

Arm§trong'*9  AH  ^Prmermng  HtMl, 
Music  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grie^ 
Elzpels  diseases,  softens  every  pain. 
Subdues  the  nge  of  poison  and  of  plagrue. 

itrmsfron^s  Art  ef  Pre$enrifig  HhUA, 

Whose  story  is  so  pleasing,  and  so  sad. 
The  swains  have  tum*d  it  to  a  plaintive  lay. 
And  sing  it  as  they  tend  their  mountain  sheep. 
Joanna  BaiUie^a  Basil 

I  thank  thee ;  this  shall  be  our  daily  song, 
)t  cheers  my  heart,  although  those  foolish  tears 
Seem  to  disgrace  its  sweetness. 

Joanna  BaUUe^a  Beacon, 
Anon  through  every  pulse  the  music  stole. 
And  held  sublime  communion  with  the  soul. 
Wrung  from  the  coyest  breast  the  iniprisonM  sigh. 
And  kindled  rapture  in  the  coldest  eye. 

Montgomenfa  World  before  the  Flood, 
Music !  —  O  how  faint,  how  weak. 
Language  fades  before  thy  spell !  \ 
Why  8h6uld  feeling  ever  speak 
When  thou  canst  breathe  her  soul  so  weU  T 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign, 
Love*s  are  e*cn  more  false  than  they ; 
Oh !  Wa  only  music*s  strain 
Can  sweetly  soothe,  and  not  betray  \ 

]  Mooro, 

*■  This  must  bo  tlie  music,**  said  he,  **  of  the  spears, 

For  I'm   blest  if  each  note  of  it  doesn't  nm 

through  one !  Moort^a  Fudge  Family, 

Sweet  notes !  they  tell  of  former  peace. 
Of  all  tliat  Iook*d  so  rapturous  then ;  — 
Not  wither*d,  lost  —  Oh !  pray  thee,  cease, 
I  cannot  bear  these  sounds  again. 

Jtfsore. 

Here  pQus*d  he,  while  the  music,  now  less  near, 
iU-eatird  with  a  holier  language  on  his  ear. 
As  tliough  tlte  distance,  and  that  heav'nly  ray 
Through  which  the  sounds  came  floating,  took 

away 
Ail  that  had  been  too  earthly  in  the  lay. 
O  could  he  listen  to  such  sounds  unmov'd. 
And  by  that  light  —  nor  dream  of  her  he  lov*d ! 
JITiore's  LaUa  Rookk 


For  mine  is  the  lay  that  lighEty  fioats. 
And  mine  are  the  murmuring  dying  notes; 
That  fUl  as  soft  as  snow  on  the  sea. 
And  melt  in  tiie  heart  as  instantly ! 
And  the  passionate  strain  that,  deeply  going. 
Refines  the  bosom  it  trembles  through. 
As  the  mnsk-wind,  over  the  water  blowing. 
Ruffles  the  wave,  but  sweetens  it  too ! 

Moore'o  LaUa  RooO, 
But  the  gentlest  of  all,  are  those  sounds  full  of 

feeUng, 
That  soft  from  the  lute  of  some  lover  are  stealing-^ 
Some  lover,  who  knows  all  the  heart4DQching 

power 
Of  a  lute,  and  a  sigh,  in  the  magical  hour. 

Moon, 

Oh !  that  I  were 
The  viewless  spirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 
A  living  voice,  a  breathing  harmony, 
A  bodiless  enjoyment — bom  and  dying. 
With  the  blest  tone  that  made  me ! 

Byreii*«  Matured, 

"T  is  sweet  to  hoar 
At  midnight,  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep^ 
The  song  and  oar  of  Adria*s  gondolier, 
By  distance  meUow*d,  o'er  the  waters  sweep. 

Byntu 
There  *s  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  reed ; 
There  *s  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill ; 
There *s  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ears; 
Th^ir  earth  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spbores. 

It  rose,  that  chaunted  moumftd  strain. 

Like  some  kmc  spirit*s  o'er  the  plain: 

'Twas  uHMdcftl,  but  sadly  swoet. 

Such  as  when  winds  and  harp-strings  om^ 

And  take  a  long  unmeasor'd  tone. 

To  mortal  minstrelsy  unknown. 

Byitm's  iSi^e  of  CorioA 
The  convent  bells  are  ringing. 
But  mournfully  and  slow ; 
In  the  grey  square  turret  swinging. 
With  a  deep  sound,  to  and  fro: 
Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go ! 

Byron's  Porifisf . 

And  there  are  songs  and  quavers,  roaring,  host^ 

roing. 
Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  of  strumming. 

Byrom'a  Beffk 
To  hear  him,  you  *d  believe 
An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 

Bjgroa, 

Music,  where  soft  voices  diei 
Vibrates  in  the  memory. 
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Thai  tftH  man,  a  {paint  in  balk  and  in  heipbt, 
Not  an  iiieh  of  his  boAy  is  free  firom  delight ; 
Can  he  keep  himaelf  still,  if  he  would  ?  oh,  not  he ! 
The  music  stira  in  him  like  wind  tiirongh  a  tree. 
WortUtomrtk  —  Fewer  of  Mune. 
Blest  be  the  song  that  brightens 
The  blind  roan*8  gloom. 

Song  lifts  the  languid  oar 
And  bids  it  aptly  fall,  with  chime 
That  beautifies  the  fkirest  shore. 

Wordaworth, 

And  yonder  lattice,  where  thick  Tincleaves 
Arc  canopy,  a  maiden  leans — she  has  caught 
A  shadow  —  and  she  sees  a  welLknown  form 
Amid  those  trees,  and,  with  her  hair  flung  back. 
She  listens  to  his  song — *  The  eong  eke  looedJ* 

Rogere. 
Music!  why  thy  power  employ 
Only  lor  the  sons  of  joy? 
Only  for  the  smiling  guests 
At  natal  or  at  nuptial  feasts? 
Rather  thy  lenient  numbers  pour 
On  those  whom  secret  griefs  devour ; 
Aod  with  some  sofUy.whisper*d  air 
Smooth  the  brow  of  dumb  despair. 

TVarfOfi,  from  Euripides* 
Bring  music,  stir  the  brooding  air 

With  an  ethereal  breath ! 
Bring  sounds  my  struggling  soul  to  beaf*' 

Up  from  the  couch  of  death ! 

Jtfrt.  HtmanM, 

By  what  strange  speU 
Is  it,  that  erer,  when  I  gaze  on  €owers, 
I  dream  of  muaic  7 

M,r$m  Jietnum, 
It  was  my  eyil  star  abeve. 

Not  ray  sweet  lute,  that  wrought  me  wrong ; 
It  was  not  song  that  tang-ht  me  love, 
But  it  was  love  that  taught  me  song. 

Mise  LandoiCe  Foonc 
The  music  was 
Of  divine  statnro  —*  strong  to  pass ! 
And  those  who  heard  it  understood 
Something  of  life  in  spirit  and  blood  «- 
Something  of  Nature's  fair  and  good. 

Mi$9  BarretCe  Posms. 
There 's  music  in  the  forest  leaves, 
When  summer  winds  are  there, 
And  in  the  laugh  of  forest  girls. 

That  braid  their  sunny  hair. 
Tlic  first  wild  bird  that  drinks  the  dew. 

From  violets  of  the  spring, 

Has  music  in' his  song,  and  in 

The  fluttering  of  his  wing. 

JlUbdk 


There  *s  something  in 
The  shape  of  harps  as  though  they  had  been  i 
By -music. 

BaUe^e  Fea»vM 
Oh,  nature  first 'was  flresh  to  mpn,' 

And  wanton  without  measure ; 
So  youthAil  and  so  flexile  then, 

You  mov*d  her  at  your  pleasure. 
Twang  out,  my  fiddle !  shak^  the  twigs! 

And  make  her  dance  attendance ; 
Blow,  flute,  and  stir  the  st2ff«et  sprigs, 

And  schirrous  roots  and  tendons. 
'Tis  vain !  in  such  a  brassy  age 

I  could  not  move  a  thistle ; 
The  very  sparrows  in  the  hedge 

Scarce  answer  to  my  whistle ; 
Ah,  had  I  liv*d  when  song  was  great. 

And  legs  of  trees  were  limber. 
And  ta*en  my  fiddle  to  the  gate. 

And  fiddled  in  the  timber ! 

Ttmnyson**  FstMt. 

The  words  that  bear  a  mission  high. 
If  musie-hailow'd,  never  die ! 

Mre.  HMe  Poema 
The  Songs  that  flow'd  on  Zion's  Hill 
Are  chanted  in  God's  Temple  still. 
And  to  the  eye  of  faith  unfold 
The  glories  of  His  House  of  old. 

JIf  rt  .  HMa  Poema 

A  mystciy  this  —  but  who  can  see 
The  sof\  south  wind  that  sways  the  tree. 
And  warms  its  vital  flood  to  flow. 
And  wakes  its  (bided  buds  to  blow  7 
Even  thus  the  Power  of  Music,  felt, 
The  soul  is  sway'd,  the  heart  will  melt. 
Till  Love  and  Hope  so  bless  the  Hours, 
Li&'s  dial-plate  is  mark'd  by  flowers. 

Mrs.  HMe  Psmm. 
The  Father  spake !    In  grand  reverberations 

Through  space  roU'd  on  the  mighty  music-tidA; 
While  to  its  low,  majestic  modolatiosM 

The  clouds  of  chaos  slowly  swept  aside. 

Mra,  Oigoo^e  Poemt' 

And  wheresoever,  in  His  rich  creation. 

Sweet  music  breathes — ^in  wave,  or  bird,  or  soil* 
*T  is  but  the  fiiint  and  far  reverberation 
Of  that  grand  tune  to  which  the  planets  roll  i 
Mra.  OfgsMTf  Poms 
Rich,  though  poor! 
My  low-rooTd  cottage  is  this  hour  a  beavea 
Music  is  in  it— -and  the  «mf  she  sings, 
That  sweet-voicM  wiib  of  mme,  arrests  tho  tmt 
Of  my  young  child,  awake  upon  her  knee. 

Witti^tPm 
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NAME. 
What*8  in  a  name  7  that  which  we  call  a  rose. 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet 

Shak$,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 
Romeo,  doff  thy  name ; 
And  for  that  name  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
Take  all  myself. 

Shakt.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Brutus  and  CiBsar :  what  should  he  in  Cesar  7 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than  yoars7 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  &ir  a  name ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy ;  conjure  wdtfa  them, 
Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Onsar. 
Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  CiDsar  feed. 
That  he  is  grown  so  great  7 

Shake,  Jtdive  Caear. 
I  was  bom  free  as  Cmar ;  so  were  you : 
We  both  haye  ied  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold  as  well  as  he. 

Shake.  Jfdwe  Cenar, 

I  do  beseech  you, 
(Chiefly,  that  I  may  set  it  in  my  prayers,) 
What  is  your  name  7 

Shake.  Tempeet. 

Good  name  in  man  or  woman  dear  — 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls. 

Shahs.  Oihdia. 

Wha  swerves  from  innocence,  who  makes  divorce 
Of  that  serene  companion  —  a  good  name. 
Recovers  not  his  loss ;  but  walks  with  shame, 
With  doubt,  with  fear,  and  haply  with  remorse. 
WordetDorth  —  SonneL 

My  hopes  are  vnth  the  dead ;  tfnon 

My  place  with  them  will  be. 
And  I  with  them  shall  travel  on 

Through  all  futurity: 
Yet  leaving  here  a  name,  I  trust. 
That  will  not  perish  in  the  dust 

SotOhey. 

1  breathe  the  dear  and  cherished  name. 

And  long.lost  scenes  arise ; 
Life  *s  glowing  landscape  spreads  the  same,-— 

The  same  Hope's  kindling  skies. 

Mre.  HaU'e  Poeme. 

J 4  thy  name  Mary,  maiden  fair  7 
Such  should,  methinks,  its  music  be ; 

Tne  sweetest  name  that  mortals  bear, 
Were  best  ocfittmg  thee ; 

Aod  she,  to  whom  it  once  waa  given. 

Was  half  of  eartli,  and  half  of  heaven 

O.  W.  Holmee'e  Poeme. 


Oh !  never  breathe  a  dead  one's  name. 

When  those  who  lov'd  that  one  are  nigh; 
It  poors  a  lava,  through  the  frame 

That  chokes  the  breast  and  fills  ihe  eye. 

Eliza  Cook'e  Poeme. 
Oh  never  breathe  a  lost  one's  name 

To  those  who  call'd  that  name  their  own ; 
It  only  stirs  the  smouldering  flame 

That  bums  upon  a  cbamel  stone. 

Eliza  Cook'e  Pome. 

He  that  is  ambitious  far  his  son,  should  give  him 

untried  names, 
For  those  have  serv'd  other  men,  haply  may 

injure  by  their  evils ; 
Or  otherwise  may  hinder  by  their  glories ;  there* 

fore  set  him  by  himself 
Tp  win  for  his  individual  name  some  clear  praise, 
Tupper'^e  Preoerbidl  PMleeeph/, 
The  sweetest  tales  of  human  weal  and  sorrow. 

The  fairest  trophies  of  the  limner's  fame, 
To  my  fond  fkncy.  Mart,  seem  to  borrow 
Celestial  halos  from  thy  gentle  name. 

H.  7*.  TVcdbemuiiL 

Call  me  pet  names,  dearest !  Call  me  thy  bird. 
That  flies  to  thy  breast  at  one  cherishing  word. 
That  folds  its  wild  wings  there,  ne'er  dreaming 

of  flight. 
That  tenderly  sings  there  in  loving  delight !  • 
Oh !  my  sad  heart  keeps  pining  for  one  fond  word,^ 
Call  me  pet  names,  dearest  I    Call  me  thy  bird ! 
JIfrs.  Oegood*e  Poeme, 

Land  of  the  West !  though  passing  brief 

The  record  of  thine  age. 
Thou  hast  a  name  that  darkens  aO 

On  history's  wide  page ! 
Let  all  the  blasts  of  flune  ring  out  — 

Thine  shall  be  louder  far : 
Let  others  boast  their  satellites  — 

Thou  hast  the  planet  star ! 
Thou  hast  a  name  whose  characters 

Of  light  shall  ne'er  depart ;  « 

'T  is  stamp'd  upon  the  dullest  brun. 

And  warms  the  coldest  heart ; 
A  war-cry  fit  for  any  land 

Where  freedom's  to  be  won : 
Land  of  the  West !  it  stands  alone  — > 

It  is  thy  Washington ! 

Miss  £&»  Cookie  Poeme. 


NATURE. 

Nature  is  motion's  mother, 
The  spring  whence  order  flows ;  that  all  directs. 
And  knits  the  cause  with  th*  effects. 

JoneofiCe  JfssgvsL 


NATURE. 
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Oh,  noble  itnin! 
0  worthinoM  of  natwe,  breed  of  greatn^ ! 
Cowards  fiither  eowards,  and  base  things  sire  base : 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran ;  eontempt  and  grace. 
Shak$.  CymbdhM. 
Nature  hath  made  nothing  so  base,  but  can 
Read  some  instractioa  to  the  wisest  man. 

AleyiC9  Creacey, 

Natm«  is  impartial^ 
And  in  her  work  of  man,  prefers  not  names 
Of  aneeston;  she  sometimes  forms  a  {uece 
For  admiration  from  the  basest  earth, 
That  holds  a  soul ;  and  to  a  beggar's  issue 
Gi?es  those  perfections  make  a  beauty  up ; 
When  purer  moulds,  polidiM  and  glossM  with  titles, 
Hooours  and  wealth  bestow  upon  their  bk)ods 
BefimnM  impressions,  objects  only  fit 

For  wpart  or  pity. 

NM'9  Tottenham  Court 

In  oontempkition  of  created  things 
By  steps  we  may  ascend  to  God. 

MUtonU  Paradho  Loot 
By  riewing  nature,  nature's  handmaid,  art. 
Makes  mighty  things  from  small  beginnings  grow 
llius  fishes  first  to  shipping  did  impart, 
Tbeir  tail  the  rudder,  and  their  head  the  prow. 

Dryden'o  AmntM  MirabiUts. 

How  mean  the  order  and  perfection  sought 
In  the  best  product  of  the  human  thought, 
ComparM  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigns 
In  what  the  spirit  of  the  world  ordains ! 

Prior^o  SoUman. 

A  fi-irer  red  stands  blushing  in  the  rose 

Than  that  which  on  the  bridegroom's  vestment 

flows. 
Take  but  the  humblest  lily  of  the  field, 
And«  if  our  pride  will  to  our  reason  yield. 
It  must,  by  sure  companson,  be  shown 
lliat  on  the  regal  seat  great  David's  son, 
Array'd  in  all  his  robes  and  types  of  power. 
Shines  with  less  glory  than  that  simple  flower. 

Priar^o  Sohman, 
Who  lives  to  nature  rarely  can  be  poor ; 
Who  lives  to  fimcy,  never  can  be  rich. 

Ybttiig's  Night  ThoughU. 
Man 's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true ; 
Natore  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few. 

Young*»  Loee  tf  FamB, 
All  are  but  parts  of  one  stupendous  whole. 
Whose  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  soul ; 
That,  changed  through  all,  is  yet  in  all  the  same ; 
Great  in  the  earth,  as  in  the  ethereal  firame ; 
Warms  in  the  sun,  refieshes  in  the  breeze. 
Glows  in  the  stars,  and  bkisaoms  in  the  trees; 


Lives  through  all  life,  extends  through  all  extent ; 
Spreads  undivided,  operates  unspent ; 
Breathes  in  our  soul,  informs  our  mortal  part, 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  a  hair  as  heart, 
As  full,  as  perf&ct,  in  vile  man  that  mourns. 
As  the  rapt  seraph  that  adores  and  bums ; 
To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  small ; 
He  fills,  he  bounds,  connects,  and  equals  alL 

Pope's  Bomy  on  Jtfaii. 
See  through  this  air,  this  ocean,  and  this  earth, 
AH  matter  qxuck,  and  bursting  into  birth. 
Above,  how  high  !  progressive  life  may  go ! 
Around,  how  wide !  how  deep  extend  below ! 
Vast  chain  of  being !  which  from  God  began. 
Nature 's  ethereal,  human,  angel,  man. 
Beast,  bird,  fish,  insect,  what  no  eye  can  see. 
No  glass  can  reach,  fh>m  infinite  to  thee. 
From  thee  to  nothing. 

Pqpe's  Booay  on  Mom, 

Who  can  paint 
Like  nature  7  can  imagination  boast, 
Amid  ite  gay  creation,  hues  like  her's  7 
Or  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matehless  skill. 
And  lose  them  in  each  other,  as  appears 
In  eveiy  bud  that  blows. 

ThomoorCi  Setuoni, 

Nature !  great  parent !  whose  unceasing  hand 
Rolls  round  the  seasons  of  the  changeful  year. 
How  mighty,  how  majestic,  are  thy  works ! 
With  what  a  pleasing  dread  they  swell  the  soul ! 
That  sees  astonish'd !  and  astonish'd  sings  I 

Thomoon's  Sea9on$ 
Ask  the  swain 
Who  journeys  homeward  from  a  summer  day's 
Long  labour,  why,  fiirgetflil  of  his  toils 
And  due  repose,  he  loiters  to  behold 
The  sunshine  gleaming  as  through  amber  clouds, 
O'er  all  the  western  sky ;  full  soon,  I  ween. 
His  rude  expression  and  untutor'd  airs, 
Beyond  the  power  of  language,  will  unfold 
The  form  of  beauty  smiling  at  his  heart. 
How  lovely!  how  commanding! 

Akenoide^o  Pleaourei  of  ImaginoHom 
Thus  nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  art, 
And  in  defiance  of  her  rival  powers ; 
By  these  fortuitous  and  random  strokes 
Performing  such  inimitable  foats, 
As  she  with  all  her  rule»  can  never  reach. 

Cowper'o  Took, 
How  oft  upon  yon  eminence,  our  pace 
Has  slacken'd  to  a  pause,  and  we  have  borne 
The  rufiiing  wind  scarce  conscious  that  it  blew 
While  admiration  feeding  at  the  eye. 
And  stiU  unsated,  dwelt  upon  the  scene ! 

Cotoper'f  Tuk 
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All  natonJ  objects  have 
An  echo  in  the  heart    This  flesh  doth  thiill. 
And  has  comiezion  by  some  unseen  eham 
With  its  original  source  and  kindred  snbstance. 
The  mighty  ibrest,  the  proud  tides  of  ocean, 
,  Sky-clearing  hills,  and  in  the  irast  of  air, 
llie  starry  constellations ;  and  the  son, 
Parent  of  life  dhaasticss  —  these  maintain 
With  the  mysterious  mind  and  breathing  mould 
A  co-ezistence  and  community. 

Sir  A,  HwU'8  JvJian. 

Liberal,  not  lavish,  is  kind  nature's  hand ; 
Nor  was  perfbction  made  fat  man  bdow. 
Tet  aU  her  sdiemes  with  nicest  art  are  plann'd, 
Good  counteracting  ill,  and  gladness  woe. 
With  gold  and  gems  if  Chilian  mountains  glow. 
If  bleak  and  barien  Scotia's  hiSs  arise. 
There  plague  and  poison,  lust  and  rapine  grow; 
Here  peaoefid  are  the  vales,  and  pure  the  skies, 
And  freedom  fires  the  soul,  and  sparkles  in  the 
eyes.  BeaUi^9  Mnutrd, 

O  nature,  how  in  every  charm  supreme ! 
Whose  votaries  feast  on  raptures  ever  new ! 
O  for  the  voice  and  fire  of  seraphim. 
To  sing  thy  glories  with  devotion  due ! 
Blest  be  the  day  I  'scaped  the  wrangling  crew. 
From  Pyrrho*s  maze,  and  Epicurus'  sty ; 
And  held  high  converse  with  the  godlike  &w. 
Who  to  th*  enraptur'd  heart,  and  ear,  and  eye, 
Teach  beauty,  virtue,  truth,  and  love,  and  melody. 
BeaUic'9  MinMtreL 

Nature  makes  her  happy  home  with  man 
Where  many  a  gorgeous  flower  is  duly  Ibd, 
With  its  own  rUl,  on  its  own  spangled  bed. 

CUeridge, 

Where  rose  the  mountains,  there  to  him  were 

friends ; 
Where  rdl'd  the  ocean,  thereon  was  his  home ; 
Where  a  blue  sky,  and  glowing  clime  extends. 
He  had  the  passion  and  the  power  to  roam ; 
Hie  desert,  forest,  cavern,  breaker's  foam. 
Were  unto  him  companionship ;  they  spake 
A  mutual  language,  clearer  than  the  tome 
Of  his  land's  tongue,  whioh  he  would  oft  forsake 
For  nature's  pages  glaz'd  by  sun»beams  on  the  lake. 
JByroji's  ChUde  Harold. 

Live  not  the  stars  and  mountains  7  are  the  waves 
Without  a  spirit?  are  the  dropping  caves 
Without  a  feeling  in  their  silent  tears  ? 
No,  no ;  —  they  woo  and  clasp  us  to  their  spheres, 
Pissolve  this  clog  and  dod  of  clay  before 
Its  hour,  and  merge  our  soul  in  the  great  shore. 

Byron'B  Itland, 


Not  vainly  did  the  early  Persian  make 
His  oltar  the  high  places  and  the  peak 
Of  earth—- o'er  gazing  mountains,  and  thus  takt 
A  fit  and  unwall'd  temple,  there  to  seek 
The  spirit,  in  whose  honour  shrines  are  weak, 
Uprear'd  of  human  hands.    Come,  and  oompare^ 
Columns  and  idol-dwellings,  Goth  or  Greek, 
With  nature's  realms  of  worship,  earth  and  air. 
Nor  fix  on  fond  abodes  to  circumscribe  thy  prayer  I 
Byran't  CkOde  Haroid. 
'T  is  nature's  law 
That  none,  the  meanest  of  created  things. 
Of  forms  created  the  most  vile  and  brutish 
The  dullest  and  most  noouous,  should  exist 
Divorc'd  fVom  good  —  a  spirit  and  pulse  of  good, 
A  life  and  soul  to  every  mode  of  being 
Inseparably  link'd. 

Worostcortn. 
Nothing  is  lost  on  him  who  sees 

With  an  eye  that  genius  gave ; 
For  him  there's  a  story  in  every  breeze, 

And  a  picture  in  every  wave. 

I  can  pass  days 
Stretch'd  in  the  shade  of  those  old  cedar-trees. 
Watching  the  sunshine  like  a  blessing  fall,  — 
The  breeze  like  music  wandering  o'er  the  boughs, 
Each  tree  a  natural  harp,— each  different  leaf 
A  different  note,  blent  in  one  vast  thanksgiving. 

Mi99  London. 
Within  the  sun-lit  forest. 

Our  roof  the  bright  blue  sky. 
Where  streamlets  flow,  and  virild  flowers  bWw, 

We  lift  our  hearts  on  high ; 
Our  country's  strength  is  bowing ;   . 

But,  tiianks  to  God,  they  can't  prevent 
The  lone  wild-flower  flrom  blowing ! 

Ebenezer  EBkiL 
Oft  have  I  listen'd  to  a  voice  that  spake 
Of  cold  and  dull  realiti<#  of  life. 
Deem  we  not  thus  of  lifo ;  for  we  may  fotch 
Light  finom  a  hidden  glory,  which  shall  clothe 
The  meanest  thing  that  is  with  hues  of  heaven. 
Our  light  should  be  the  broad  and  (^len  day ; 
And  as  we  lose  its  shining,  we  shall  look 
Still  on  the  bright  and  daylight  flice  of  things. 

Henry  Alford, 
Well  I  remember,  in  my  boyish  days. 
How  deep  the  feeling,  when  my  eye  look'd  forth 
On  Nature,  in  her  loveliness,  and  storms ; 
How  my  heart  gladden'd,  as  the  light  of  spring 
Came  from  thee,  with  zephyrs  and  with  showers, 
Waking  the  earth  to  beauty,  and  the  woods 
To  music,  and  the  atmosphere  blew, 
Sweetiv  and  calmly,  with  its  breath  of  balm. 
I  ParckaP9  Poem 
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How  patient  Nfttni*  nniles  at  Fame ! 

The  weeds  that  strewM  the  vietor^s  way, 
Feed  en  his  dust  to  shroud  his  fame. 

Green  where  {Mcoodest  towers  decay. 

O.  W.  Hdmea. 
If  man  'wonld  but  hb  finer  natore  learn. 

And  not  in  &ib  ftntastie  lose  the  sense 
Of  simpler  things ;  coold  Nature's  features  stem 

Teach  him  be  thooghtful,  then,  with  sool  intense 

I  should  not  yearn  for  God  to  take  me  hence. 
Dand*9  Poenu. 
If  tliou  art  worn  and  hard  beset 
WiA  sorrows,  that  thou  wouldst  forget. 
If  thou  wouldst  read  a  lesson,  that  will  keep 
Tby  heart  &om  hunting,  and  thy  sod  from  sleem 
Go  to  the  woods  and  hills  !^- no  tears 
Dim  the  sweet  look  that  Nature  wears. 

LongftUow*9  Poema, 
Nature  —  faint  emblem  of  Omnipotence !  — > 
SbapM  by  His  hand — the  shadow  of  His  light — 
Hie  veil  in  which  He  wraps  His  majesty. 
And  through  whose  mantling  folds  He  deigns  to 

show, 
Of  His  mysterious,  awful  attributes 
And  dazzling  splendours,  all  man*B  feeble  thought 
Can  grasp  uncrush*d,  or  vision  bear  unquench^d. 

Strea'i  Pom: 
Nature  is  man*s  best  teacher.    She  unfolds 
Her  Ireasures  to  his  search,  unseals  his  eye. 
Illumes  his  mind,  and  purifies  his  heart. 
An  influence  breathes  fiom  all  the  sights  and 

sounds 
Of  her  existence ;  she  is  wisdom's  sel£ 

StreeCt  PotmB. 
There  *s  not  a  plant  that  springeth, 

But  bears  some  good  to  earth ; 
There  *s  not  a  life  but  bringeth 

Its  store  of  harmless  mirth ; 
The  dusty,  wayside  clover 

Has  honey  in  its  cells,— 
The  wild  bee,  humming  over. 

Her  tale  of  pleasure  tells ; 
The  osiers,  o'er  the  fountain, 

Keep  cool  the  water's  breast,  — 
And  on  the  roughest  mountain 

The  softest  moss  is  press'd. 
Thus  holy  Nature  teaclies 

The  worth  of  blessings  small, 
That  Love  pervades,  and  reaches, 


And  forms  the  bliss  of  alL 


Mn.  Hale's  Poem: 


Is  this  a  time  to  be  cloudy  and  sad. 
When  our  mother  Nature  laughs  around ; 

When  even  the  blue  deep  heavens  kxik  glad. 
And  gladness   blooms  fix>m  the    blossoming 
fvoandt  BryantTPoenu. 


Go  abroad 
Upon  tbe  patbs  of  nature,  and  when  all 
Its  voic^  whisper,  and  its  silent  things 
Are  breathing  the  deep  beauty  of  the  world. 
Kneel  at  its  simple  altar,  and  the  God, 
Who  hath  tlie  living  waters,  shall  be  there. 

WtflML 

The  book  of  nature,  and  the  print 

Of  beauty  on  the  whispering  sea. 
Give  aye  to  me  some  lineament 

Of  what  I  have  been  taught  to  be. 
My  heart  is  harder,  and  perheps 

My  manliness  hath  drunk  up  tears ; 
And  there 's  a  mildew  in  the  lapse 

Of  a  few  swid  and  chequer'd  years  — 
But  nature's  book  is  even  yet 
With  all  my  mother's  lessons  writ 

Wi/Zis's  PoMRfL 

I  thought  the  sparrow's  note  from  heaven. 

Singing  at  dawn  from  the  alder  bough ; 
I  brought  him  home,  in  his  nest,  at  even ; 

He  sings  the  song,  but  it  pleases  not  now, 
For  I  did  not  bring  home  the  river  and  sky ;  «- 
He  sang  to  my  ear, — they  sang  to  my  eye. 

RaLfik  Waldo  Emenm, 
The  green  earth  sends  its  incense  up 

From  every  mountain  shrine  — 
From  every  flower  and  dewy  cup 

That  greeteth  the  sunshine. 
Tlie  mists  are  lifted  from  the  rills, 

like  the  white  wing  of  prayer ; 
They  lean  above  the  ancient  hills. 

As  doing  homage  there. 
The  forest-tops  axe  lowly  cast 

O'er  breezy  hill  and  glen. 
As  if  a  prayerful  spirit  paas'd 

O'er  all  the  homes  of  men. 
The  clouds  weep  o'er  the  fallen  world. 

E'en  as  repentant  love ; 
Ere,  to  the  blessed  breeze  unfurl'd. 

They  fade  in  light  above. 

WhiUier'o  Worohif  tf  Natmo. 


NECESSITY. 

Fatal  necessity  is  never  known. 

Until  it  strike ;  and  till  that  blow  be  come, 

Who  fidls,  is  by  fklse  visions  overthrown. 

Lord  Brvoke*9  MuMapk^ 
*T  is  necessity. 
To  which  the  gods  must  yield ;  and  I  obey. 
Till  I  redeem  it  by  some  glorious  way. 

Beatanottt  and  FUlchar'i  Falio  One; 
When  fear  admits  no  hope  of  safety,  then 
Necessity  makes  dastards  valiant  men. 

Henidt 
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Let  those  go  see  who  unfl— - 1  like  it  not— 
For,  saj  he  wu  a  slaTe  to  rank  and  pomp, 
And  all  the  nothings  he  is  now  dirore'd  finim 
By  the  hard  doom  of  stem  necessity ; 
Yet  is  it  sad  to  mark  his  alter*d  hrow. 
Where  vanity  adjusts  her  flimsy  veil 
(YcT  the  deep  wrinkles  of  repentant  anguish. 

Old  Play,    Antiquary, 

It  was,  we  own,  subject  of  much  debate, 
And  worthy  men  stood  on  opposing  sides,     ^ 
Whether  the  cop  of  mortal  life  had  more 
Of  sour  or  sweet  ^  Vain  question  this,  when  ask*d 
In  general  terms,  and  worthy  to  be  left 
Unsdv'd. — The  sweet  was  in  the  taste. 
The  beauty  in  the  eye,  and  in  the  ear 
The  melody ;  and  in  the  man — for  God 
Necessi^  of  sinning  laid  on  none. 

PoUock't  Coune  of  T^ne. 

Between  you  and  your  best  intent 

Necessity  her  brazen  bar 
Will  often  interpose,  as  sent 

Your  pure  benevolence  to  mar. 

R.  M.  MUnei. 

Necessity,  like  electricity. 

Is  in  ourselves  and  all  things,  and  no  more 

Witliout  us  than  within  us. 

BaUey'i  Fe$hu. 

We  will  and  act  and  talk  of  liberty ;    . 

And  all  our  wills  and  all  our  doings  both 

Are  limited  within  this  little  life. 

Free  will  is  but  necessity  in  play,  — 

The  clattering  of  the  golden  reins  which  guide 

The  thunder-fboted  coursers  of  the  sun. 

BaOeyU  FutM. 

The  ship  which  goes  to  sea  informed  with  fire, — 

Obeying  only  its  own  iron  fiirce. 

Reckless,  of  adverse  tides,  breeze  dead,  or  weak 

As  in&nfs  sporting  breath,  too  ftint  to  stir 

The  feather  held  before  it, — is  as  much 

The  appointed  thrall  of  all  the  elements. 

As  the  white-basom*d  bark  which  wooes  the  wind, 

>nd  when  it  dies  desists.    And  thus  with  man ; 

However  contrary  he  set  his  heart 

To  God,  he  is  but  working  out  His  will , 

And,  at  an  infinite  angle,  more  or  lees 

Obering  his  own  soul's  necessity. 

BaUey'9  Futuw. 


NEWa 

With  news  the  time' s  in  labour,  and  throws  forth 
Kai*h  minute  some 

Shdk9pear9> 


What  news,  Lord  Bardolph  f  vnarj  roiniite  taw 
Should  be  the  fitther  of  some  stratagem : 
The  times  are  wild ;  contentioa,  like  a  horse 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  halh  broke  loose. 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Shakt,  Htwy  IV.    PaH  JL 
That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hiss  the  speaker ; 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Shaks.  Macbeth. 
There  needs  no  ghost,  my  lord,  come  from  the 

grave. 
To  tell  us  this. 

Shak8.Hamld, 

I  saw  a  smith  stand  with  his  hammer,  thus, 
The  whilst  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool. 
With  open  month  swallowing  a  tailor's  news ; 
Who,  with  his  shears  and  measure  in  his  hand. 
Standing  on  slippers  (which  his  nimble  haste 
Had  fiJsely  thrust  upon  oontraiy  feet) ; 
Told  of  a  many  thousand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embattled  and  rank'd  in  Kent : 
Another  lean  nnwash'd  artificer 
Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death. 

Shakt.  King  Jda. 
Let  me  speak,  to  the  yet  unknowing  world. 
How  these  things  came  about :  so  shall  you  hear 
Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts ; 
Of  accidental  judgments,  casual  slaughters ; 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  fbrc'd  cause ; 
And,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 
Fall'n  on  the  inventors'  heads :  all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Shak8.Hamld, 

Tlie  rabble  gather  round  the  man  of  news, 
And  listen  with  their  mouths  wide  open ;  some 
Tell,  some  hear,  some  judge  of  news,  some  make 

it. 
And  he  that  lies  most  loud,  is  most  believed. 

Dryden'9  Spanish  Friar. 
Cat'racts  of  declamation  thunder  here : 
There  forests  of  no  meaning  spread  the  page. 
In  which  all  comprehension  wanders  lost: 
While  fields  of  pleasantry  amuse  us  there 
With  merry  descants  on  a  nation's  woes. 
The  rest  appear  a  wilderness  of  strange 
But  gay  confusion ;  roses  for  the  cheeks, 
And  lilies  for  tlie  brows  of  ft.dcd  age. 
Teeth  fbr  the  toothless,  ringlets  for  the  bald, 
Heaven,  earth,  and  ocean,  plunder'd  of  their  sweeli, 
Nectareous  essences,  Olympian  dews. 
Sermons,  and  city  feasts,  and  fav'rite  alter. 
Ethereal  journeys,  submarine  ezploits. 
And  Katorfelto,  with  his  hair  on  end 
At  his  ovm  wonders,  wond'iing  fir  his  bread. 

^  Cmofti^a  Tatk. 


NIGHT. 
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Hhk fiilio of  ibar  pagei,  hapfyy  work; 

Which  not  e'en  oritics  criticifle    tlutt  holds 

Inquisitive  attention,  while  I  read. 

Fast  bonnd  in  chaina  of  silence,  which  the  fiur, 

Thoogh  eloquent  themaelvee,  jet  lear  to  break ; 

What  is  it  but  a  map  of  busy  life, 

Its  flttctoations,  and  its  vast  concerns  7 

Cowper's  Ta9k. 

He  news !  our  morning,  noon,  and  evening  cry. 
Day  after  day  repeats  it  till  we  die. 
For  this  the  cit,  the  critic,  and  tlie  fop, 
Dally  the  hour  away  in  Tensor's  shop ; 
For  this  the  gossip  takes  her  daily  route. 
And  wears  year  threshold  and  your  patience  oat ; 
For  this  we  leave  the  parson  in  the  lurch. 
And  pause  to  prattle  on  our  way  to  church ; 
Even  when  some  ooffin'd  friend  we  gather  round, 
Weask— **vdiatnews7** — then  lay  him  in  the 
ground.  8pragiu^9  Cunarity. 


NIGHT. 

By  this  the  drooping  daylight  *gan  to  fade. 
And  yield  his  room  to  sad  succeeding  night, 
Who  with  her  sable  mantle  *gan  to  shade 
The  face  of  earth  and  ways  of  living  wight. 
And  high  her  burning  torch  set  up  in  heaven 
bright  Spenier*9  Fairy  Qiteen, 

Grisly  night,  with  visage  deadly  sad. 
That  Phcebus*  cheerful  face  durst  never  view. 
And  in  a  foul  black  pitchy  mantle  clad. 
She  finds  forthcoming  from  her  darksome  mew ; 
Where  she  all  day  did  hide  her  hated  hue ; 
Before  the  door  her  iron  chariot  stood 
Ah^ady  harnessed  for  a  journey  new ; 
And  coal  black^teeds  ybome  of  hellish  brood, 
That  on  their  rusty  bits  did  champ  as  they  were 
wood.  Spemer'a  Fairy  Queen, 

fiut  vrell  I  wot  that  to  a  heavy  heart 
Thou  art  the  root  and  nurse  of  bitter  cares, 
Breeder  of  new,  renewer  of  old  smarts : 
Instead  of  rest  thou  lendest  railing  tears,. 
Instead  of  sleep  thou  sendest  troublous  foars : 
And  dreadful  visions,  in  the  which  olive 
The  dreary  image  of  sad  death  appoars : 
So  fix>m  the  weary  spirit  thou  dost  drive 
J)e8ircd  rest,  and  men  of  happiness  deprive. 

Spenaer'M  Fairy  Queefi. 

Under  thy  mantle  black  there  hidden  lie, 
light-shaming  thefl,  and  traitorous  intent. 
Abhorred  bloodshed,  and  vile  folony. 
Shameful  deceit,  and  danger  imminent. 
Foul  horror  and  eke  hellish  dreriment 

iSjpenser's  FavryJlueaL 


Now  'gan  the  noble  PhoBbos  for  to  steep 
His  fieiy  ftoe  in  hiUows  of  the  west, 
And  his  &int  steeds  watered  fa»  ocean  deep, 
Whiles  from  their  journal  labours  they  did  rest 
Sfeneet'a  Fairy  Queen 

Who  can  ezpreoi  the  horror  of  that  night. 
When  darkness  lent  his  robes  to  monster  fear  7 
And  heay^*d  black  mantle  banishing  the  light 
Made  every  thing  in  ugly  form  appear. 

Brandon*8  Octavia, 
Fair  eldest  child  of  love,  thou  spotless  night ! 
Empress  of  silence,  and  the  queen  of  sleep ; 
Who,  with  thy  black  cheek's  pure  complexion, 
Mak'st  lovers*  eyes  enamour*d  of  thy  beauty. 

Jtrar2os 
Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 
Nature  seems  dead ;  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 
Tho  curtain'd  sleep ;  now  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate's  offerings ;  and  wither'd  murder, 
Alarmed  by  his  sentinel  the  wd^ 
Whose  howl 's  his  viratch,  thus  with  his  stealthy 

pace. 
With  Tarquin's  ravishing  strides,  towards  his 

design 
Moves  like  a  ghost 

Shake,  Macbeth, 

Light  thickens ;  and  the  crow 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood; 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowse ; 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  rouse. 

SkaU  Macbeth, 
Hark!  peace! 
It  was  the  owl  that  shriek'd,  the  fatal  bell-man. 
Which  giv'st  the  stem'st  good  night 

Shake,  Macbeth. 

Come,  seeling  night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day ; 
And,  with  thy  bloody  and  invisible  hand. 
Cancel,  and  tear  to  pieces,  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale. 

Shakt.  MaOeih. 

The  gaudy,  babbling,  and  remorsefbl  day 

Is  crept  into  the  bosom  of  the  sea ; 

And  now  kud-howling  wohes  arouse  the  jades 

That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  night; 

Who,  with  their  drcwsy,  sbw  and  flagging  wings, 

Clip  dead  men's  graves,  and  fiom  their  misty  jawi 

Breathe  foul  eontaf  ious  darkness  in  the  air 

Shake.  Hmry  VI.    Part  Ih 

Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  function  takes, 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprshensiom  makes; 
Whenin  it  doth  impair  the  seeing  sense. 
It  pays  the  hearing  double  reccmpense. 

Shakt,  Mtdemnmer  I^ighfe  Dream 
»9« 


t78 


NIGHT. 


The  weaiy  mm  hath  made  a  golden  set, 
And  by  the  bright  track  of  his  golden  ear, 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. 

Shakt,  Richard  III. 
The  midnight  bell 
Did,  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  month, 
Sound  one  unto  the  drowsy  race  of  night. 

Shaks.  King  JohiL 
*TiB  now  the  jery  witching  time  of  night; . 
When  churchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes 

out 
Ck>ntagion  to  this  world :  now  could  I  drink  hot 

bkxxl. 
And  do  such  business  as  the  bitter  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on. 

ShaJa,  HanM. 

Look  how  the  floor  of  heaven 
Ip  thick  inlaid  with  patines  of  bright  gold ; 
7*herc  *s  not  the  smallest  orb,  which  thou  behold'st. 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  sings, 
StiU  giving  to  the  young-eyM  cherubims ; 
'6uch  harmony  is  in  immortal  souls ; 
But  whilst  this  muddy  vesture  of  decay 
Doth  grossly  close  it  in,  we  cannot  hear  it 

Shaka,  Merchant  of  Venice, 
Nighfs  silent  reign  had  robb*d  the  world  of  light; 
To  lend,  in  lieu,  a  greater  benefit. 
Repose  and  sleep ;  when  ev*ry  mortal  breast 
Whom  care  or  grief  permitted,  took  |heir  rest 

May^9  CoBlinttation  of  Luean, 
Quiet  night,  tliat  brings 
Rest  to  the  labourer,  is  the  outlaw's  day. 
In  which  he  rises  early  to  do  wrong. 
And  when  his  work  is  ended  dare  not  sleep. 

Matnnger. 
I  Now  glowM  the  firmament 
With  livid  sapphires :  Hesperus,  that  led 
The  starry  host,  rode  brightest,  till  the  moon. 
Rising  in  cloudy  majesty,  at  length 
Apparent  queen  unveil*d  her  peerless  light, 
And  o'er  the  dark  her  silver  mantle  threw.  \ 

Milton* 8  Paradi9e\Lo$L 
Now  came  still  evening  on,  and  twilight  grey 
Had  in  her  sober  livery  all  things  olad : 
Silence  accompanied ;  lor  beast  and  bird. 
They  to  their  grassy  couch,  these  to  tlieir  nests 
Were  slunk,  all  but  the  woeful  nightingale.  \ 

Mition't  Paradise  LotL 

The  sun  was  sunk,  and  after  him  the  star 
Of  Hesperus,  whose  office  is  to  bring 
Twilight  upon  the  earth,  short  arbiter 
*Twixt  dar  and  night  and  now  from  end  to  end 
Kight's  hemisphere  had  veU'd  th'  horiion  ronndi 
MiUmea  Baradiae  Lon, 


Now  is  the  i^eaMiit  time» 
The  oool,  the  silent,  save  when  silence  yields 
To  the  night-warbling  bird,  that  now  awake. 
Tunes  sweetest  liis  loveJaboor'd  song ;  now  retgni 
FttU-orb'd  Uie  moon,  and  with  more  pleasing  light 
Sliadowy  sets  off  the  &oe  of  things ;  in  vain. 

If  none  regard. 

MHUrn's  Paradise  Ixist 

Now  began 
Night  with  her  sullen  wings  to  double  shade 
The  desert ;  fowls  in  their  cloy  nests  were  oouchM; 
And  now  wild  beasts  came  forth  the  woods  to  roam. 
MUton^s  Paradise  Regmnei. 
The  day  is  fled,  and  dismal  night  descends, 
Casting  her  sable  arms  around  the  world, 
And  folding  all  within  her  sable  grasp. 

Hefki$i8*s  Pynrhma, 
The  diligence  of  trades  and  noiseful  gain. 
And  luxury  more  late,  asleep  were  laid : 
All  was  the  night's :  and  in  her  silent  reign 
No  sound  the  rest  of  nature  did  invade. 

DrydenU  Annus  MtrabOis, 
This  dead  of  night,  this  silent  homr  of  darkness, 
Nature  for  rest  ordain'd,  and  soil  repose. 

Rowt^s  Fair  PatUem, 

The  drowsy  night  grows  on  the  world,  and  now 
The  busy  craftsmen,  and  o'er-labour'd  hind 
Forget  the  ^avail  of  the  day  in  sleep : 
Care  only  wakes,  and  moping  pensiveness ; 
With  meagre  discontented  looks  they  sit. 
And  watch  the  wasting  of  the  midnight  taper. 

Rowers  Jans  Skat. 
The  setting  sun  descends 
Swifl  to  the  western  waves ;  and  guihy  night, 
Hasty  to  spread  her  horror  o'er  the  world. 
Rides  on  the  dusky  air. 

Rowers  Ulysses, 

Now  sunk  the  sun ;  the  dosing  hour  of  day 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  witli  sober  grey; 
Nature  in  silence  bid  the  world  repose. 

Pameffs  HsmA 
Night,  sable  goddess !  from  her  ebon  throne. 
In  rayless  majesty,  now  stretches  forth 
Her  leaden  sceptre  o'er  a  slumb'ring  world. 
Silence,  how  dead !  and  darkness,  how  pnrfbund ! 
Nor  eye,  nor  list'ning  ear,  an  object  finds ; 
Creation  sleeps.     'T  is  as  the  gen'ral  pulse  • 

Of  life  stood  still,  and  nature  made  a  pause ; 
An  awfiil  pause !  prophetic  of  her  end. 

Young's  Night  Thaughis. 
By  day,  the  soul  o'erbome  by  life's  career, 
Stunn'd  by  the  din,  and  giddy  with  the  glare, 
Reels  far  firom  reason,  jostled  by  the  throng. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
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How  \a  n% ht*8  laUa  immtle  laboarM  o^or. 
How  richly  wrou^rht  with  ftttributes  dirine ! 
What  wisdom  shines !  wh&t  kfve  I  this  midnight 

pomp, 
nis  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worlds  enlarg*d  ! 
Bailt  with  divine  ambition. 

Yaung'9  NigM  Thtmghtt. 
Ttna  sacred  shade  and  solitude,  what  is  it? 
Tig  the  felt  presence  of  the  dei^. 
Few  are  the  ianHs  we  flatter  when  alone, 
Vice  sinks  in  her  allmvments,  is  migilt, 
And  looks,  like  other  objects,  black  by  night 
By  night  an  atheist  half-believes  a  God. 

YoKJig'f  Night  ThoughU. 
Let  Indians,  and  the  gay,  like  Indians,  Ibnd 
Of  feather'd  fopperies,  the  sun  adore : 
Darkness  has  more  divinity  for  me ; 
It  strikes  thought  inward ;  it  drivss  back  the  soul 
7\>  settle  on  henelll  our  point  snpreme ! 
these  lies  our  theatre ;  there  sits  oar  judge. 
Darkness  tho  ourtain  drops  o*er  life's  dull  scene ; 
*Ti9  the  kind  hand  of  Providence  stretcht  out 
*T  wist  man  and  vanity :  *t  is  reason's  reign. 
And  virtues  too;  these  tutelary  shades 
Are  man's  asylum  from  the  tainted  throng. 
Night  is  the  good  man's  friend,  and  guardian  too ; 
It  no  less  rescues  virtue,  than  inspires. 

Young' 9  Night  TkmighU, 
How  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  night, 
Amid  her  glimmering  tapers,  silent  sits ! 
How  sorrowful,  how  desolate,  she  weeps 
Perpetual  dews,  and  saddens  nature's  scene. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 

The  trembling  stars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  stalking  through  the  gloom 
With  front  erect,  that  hide  tlieir  head  by  day. 
And  making  night  still  darker  by  their  deeds. 
Slumbering  in  covert,  tiU  the  shades  descend. 
Rapine  and  murder,  Unk'd,  now  prowl  for  prey. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
The  son  went  down  in  clouds,  and  seem'd  to  mourn 
The  sad  necessity  of  his  return ; 
The  hollow  wind,  and  melancholy  rain, 
Or  did,  or  was  imagin'd  to,  complain : 
The  tapers  cast  an  inauspicious  light ; 
Stars  there  were  none,  and  doubly  dark  the  night 
Young's  Force  cf  Rdigion, 
Now  black,  and  deep  the  night  begins  to  fall, 
A  shade  immense.  Sunk  in  the  quenching  gloom. 
Magnificent  and  vast,  are  heaven  and  earth. 
Order  confounded  Hes ;  all  beauty  void ; 
Distinction  lost ;  and  gay  variety 
One  universal  blot :  such  the  power 
Of  light,  to  kindle  and  create  the  ^nhole, 

Thamson*s  Ssamms, 


The  sun  was  set;  the  oigbt  came  on  a))ace. 
And  fidUog  dews  bewet  around  the  place ; 
The  bat  takes  airy  founds  on  leathern  wings, 
And  the  hoarse  owl  his  woeful  dirges  sings. 

Gay's  Sftepherd's  Week 

As  yet  'f  is  midnight  deep.    The  weary  clouds, 
Slow-meeting,  mingle  into  solid  gloom. 
Now,  while  the  drowsy  world  lies  lost  in  sleepi 
Let  me  associate  with  the  serious  night, 
And  contemplation  her  sedate  compeer ; 
Let  me  shake  off  the  intrusive  cares  of  day, 
And  lay  the  meddling  senses  all  aside. 

JTiomson's  Seasons 


In  sable  pomp,  with  all  her  starry  train. 
The  night  resum'd  her  throne. 


Ghfoer. 


The  night  look'd  black,  and  boding  darkness  fell 
Precipitate  and  heavy  o'er  the  world ; 
At  once  extinguishing  the  sun. 

MaXUtes  Mmslafkm. 

O,  treach'rous  night ! 
Thou  lend!st  thy  ready  veil  to  ev'ry  treason. 
And  teeming  mischiefs  thrive  beneath  thy  shade. 

HiWs  Zara 

How  those  fiiU'n  leaves  do  rustle  on  the  path. 

With  whisp'ring  noise,  as  tho'  the  earth  around  me 

Did  utter  secret  things  \ 

The  distant' river,  too,  bears  to  mine  ear 

A  dismal  wailing.    O  mysterious  night ! 

Thou  art  not  silent ;  m&ny  tongues  hast  thou ! 

Joanna  BaiUie's  De  MontfinxL 

No    was  the  noon  of  night;  and  all  was  still. 
Save  where  the  sentinel  paced  on  his  rounds, 
Humming  a  broken  song^    Along  the  camp 
High   flames  the    firequent   fire.    The  warrior 

Franks, 
On  the  hard  earth  extended,  rest  their  limbs 
Fatigued,  their  spears  lay  by  them,  and  tlie  shield 
Pillow'd  the  hehned  head :  secure  they  slept, 
And  busy  fkncy  in  her  dream  renew'd 
The  fight  of  yesterday. 

iSoiftftsy 

How  beautiful  is  night! 
A  dewy  freshness  fills  the  silent  air. 
No  mist  obscures,  nor  cloud,  nor  speck,  nor  stain, 
Breaks  the  serene  heaven : 
In  full^rb'd  glory  yonder  moon  divme 
Rolls  through  the  dark  blue  depths. 
Beneath  her  steady  ray 
The  desert  circle  spreads. 
Like  the  round  ocean,  gird?td  with  the  sky 
How  beaotiftd  is  night ! 
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Behold  the  world 
Reita,  and  her  tir*d  inhabitants  have  iNiw*d 
From  trouble  and  turmoil.    The  widow  now 
Has  ceasM  to  weep,  and  her  twinmrphans  He 
Lock*d  m  each  arm,  partakers  of  her  rest. 
The  man  of  sorrow  has  fin-got  his  woes ; 
The  outcast  that  his  head  is  shelterless, 
His  griefi  unsharM.    The  mother  tends  no  more 
Her  daughter's  dying  slumbers,  but  surpris*d 
With  heaviness,  and  sunk  upon  her  couch. 
Dreams  of  her  bridals.    Even  the  hectic  luU*d 
On  death's  lean  arm  to  rest,  in  visions  wrapt, 
Crowning  with  hope's  bland  wreath  his  shuddering 

nurse, 
Poor  victim !  smiles. — Silence  and  deep  repose 
Reign  o'er  the  nations ;  and  the  warning  voice 
Of  nature  utters  audibly  within 
The  general  moral ;  —  tells  us  that  repose, 
Dcath-Iike  as  this,  but  of  far  longer  pain, 
Is  coming  on  us  —  that  the  weary  crowds, 
Who  now  enjoy  a  temporary  calm. 
Shall  soon  taste  lasting  quiet,  wrapt  around 
With  grave-clothes;  and  their  aching  restless 

heads 
Mouldering  in  holes  and  comers  unobserved 
Till  the  last  trump  shaU  break  their  sullen  sleep. 
Henry  Kirke  Wkiie. 

The  night  comes  calmly  forth, 
Bringing  sweet  rest  upon  the  wings  of  even : 
The  golden  wain  rolls  round  the  sikmt  north. 
And  earth  is  slumbering  *neath  the  smiles  of 
heaven.  Bouring, 

Another  day  is  added  to  the  map 
Of  buried  ages.    Lo !  the  beauteous  moon. 
Like  a  fair  shepherdess,  now  comes  abroad 
With  the  full  flock  of  stars,  that  roam  around 
The  azure  meads  of  heaven.     And,  oh!  how 

charm'd. 
Beneath  her  loveliness,  creation  looks ; 
Far  gleaming  hills,  and  light  in-weaving  streams, 
And  sleeping  boughs  with  dewy  lustre  clothed, 
And  green-hair'd  valleys, — all  in  glory  dress'd. 
Make  up  the  pageantries  of  night. 

Robert  Montgomery, 

'T  is  night,  the  spectred  hour  is  nigh ; 
Pensive  I  hear  the  moaning  blast 
Passing  with  sad  sepulclu-al  sigh. 
My  lyre  that  hangs  neglected  by. 
And  seems  to  mourn  Sat  pleasures  past 


Moore, 


How  oft  a  cfeud,  with  envious  veil. 
Obscures  yon  bashful  light, 
^'nich  seems  so  modestly  to  steal 
Along  tho  waste  of  nigh!! 


rr  is  thus  the  world's  obtrusive  wrongs 
Obscure,  with  malice  keen. 
Some  timid  heart,  which  only  longs 
To  live  and  die  unseen. 

Moon 

Tlie  stars  are  ferth,  the  moon  above  the  tops 
Of  the  snow-shining  mountains. — Beautiful! 
I  linger  yet  with  nature,  for  the  night 
Hath  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  ftce 
Than  that  of  man;  and,  in  her  starry  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  loveliness, 
I  leam'd  the  language  of  another  world. 

ByroiCo  Manfrti 
All  is  gentle:  nought 
Stirs  rudely ;  but  congenial  with  the  night, 
Whatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a  spirit. 

ByroiCo  Doge  if  Verict* 
How  sweet  end  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm! 
I  thank  thee,  night !  for  thou  hast  chased  away 
These  horrid  bodements  which,  amidst  the  thzeng, 
I  could  not  dissipate :  and  with  the  blessing 
Of  thy  benign  and  quiet  influence  — 
Now  will  I  to  my  couch,  although  to  rest 
Is  almost  wronging  such  a  night  as  this. 

ByrotCo  Doge  ef  Vena, 
'Tis  midnight:  on  the  mountain's  brown 
The  cold,  round  moon  shines  deeply  down , 
Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sky 
Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high. 
Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light, 
So  wildly,  spiritually  bright; 
Who  ever  gazed  upon  them  shining. 
And  turned  to  earth  without  repining, 
Nor  wished  for  wings  to  flee  away. 
And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  t 

Byron*o  Siege  of  Corudk 

All  was  so  still,  so  soft,  in  earth  and  air. 
You  scarce  would  start  to  meet  a  spirit  there ; 
Secure  that  nought  of  evil  could  delight 
To  walk  in  such  a  scene,  on  such  a  night ! 

ByroiCoLan. 

The  night 

Shows  stars  and  women  in  a  better  light 

Byrm 

Just  one  look  before  I  sleep, 

Just  one  parting  glance  to  keep 

On  my  heart  and  on  my  brain 

Every  line  and  feature  plain. 

In  sweet  hopes  that  they  may  be 

Present  in  those  dreams  to  me. 

Which  the  gentle  nightJiour  brings 

Ever  on  her  starry  wings. 

Miu  LandooL'o  Poem 

Night  it  a  Bvely  masquerade  of  day. 

J.  MoiUgmneri. 


NIGHTINGALE. 
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gtriflfin;  tlM  Mtan  at  random  round. her  head, 
like  a  peail  network,  there  she  sita-^bright  Night ! 
I  loTO  night  more  than  day, — she  is  bo  lovely, 
Bat  I  love  night  the  moot  because  she  brings 
My  lore  to  me  in  dreams. 

BaiZcy'f  Fertuf . 

Mind  and  Night 
Will  meet,  though  in  silence,  like  forbidden  loTers. 
Bmlmf9  Fesftis. 

Night  hath  made  many  bards,  she  is  so  loTcly. 

BaUetfM  Fe9b»9. 
How  beaiitifu]  this  night!  the  balmiest  sigh 
Which  vernal  zephyrfli*breathe  in  evening's  ear, 
Were  discord  to  the  speaking  qnietnde 
That  wnps  this  moveless  scene.    HeaTen^s  ebon 

vault, 
Studded  with  stars  innumerably  bright, 
Hiroogh  which  the  moon's  unckmded  grandeur 

rolla. 
Seems  like  a  canopy  which  love  has  spread 
Above  the  sleeping  world. 

ShdU»f9  Poenu. 

Tis  dark  abroad.    The  majesty  of  night 
Bows  down  superbly  from  her  utmost  height. 
Stretches  her  starless  plumes  across  the  world, 
And  ail  the  banners  of  the  wind  are  furlM. 

John  Nedl, 
The  deepi  transparent  sky  is  full 

Of  many  a  thousand  glittering  lights— 
Unnamber^d  stars  that  calmly  rule 

The  dark  dominions  of  the  night 
Hie  mild  bright  moon  has  upward  risen. 

Oat  of  the  grey  and  boundless  plain. 
And  an  around  the  white  snows  glisten. 

Where  frost,  and  ice,  and  silence  reign. 
While  ages  rdl  away,  and  they  unchangM  remain. 

Albert  Piki. 

The  night  has  come,  but  not  too  soon ; 

And  sinking  silently, 
AH  silently,  the  little  moon 

Drops  down  behind  the  sky. 

Lohgfdl€W*9  PooM, 

Sleep  chains  the  earth ;  the  bright  stars  glide  on 

high. 
Filling  vrith  one  effulgent  smile  the  sky; 
And  an  is  hush*d  so  still,  so  silent  there, 
That  one  might  hear  an  angel  wing  the  air. 

JKrs.  LewiM  *#  CkU  tf  iU  Sea. 

■^e  last  red  gold  had  melted  from  the  sky. 
Where  the  sweet  sunset  linger'd  soft  and  warm. 

And  stany  night  was  gathering  silently 
The  jewellM  mantle  round  her  regal  ibnn ; 

While  the  invisible  fingers  of  the  breeze 

Shook  the  young  Uossoms  light^  from  the  trees. 

Phmbe  Carey. 


Night  is  the  time  when  Nature  seems 

God's  silent  worshipper. 
And  ever  with  a  chasten'd  heart 

In  unison  with  her, 
I  lay  me  on  my  peaceful  couch. 

The  day's  dull  cares  resigned. 
And  let  my  thoughts  ibid  up  like  flowers. 

In  the  twilight  of  the  mind. 

Sara  J,  Clarke 

I  dread  the  night — it  holds. 
Within  its  weary  bounds, 
Strife,  grief,  and  fears,  red  battle-fields. 
And  spectre-haunted  grounds. 

Sara  J.  Claris 

Oh,  Night !  most  beautifiil,  most  rare ! 

Thou  giv*8t  the  heavens  their  holiest  hue ! 
And  through  the  azure  fields  of  air, 

Bringest  down  the  golden  dew ! 
For  thou,  with  breathless  lips  apart, 

Didst  stand  in  that  dim  ago  afar. 
And  hold  upon  thy  trembling  heart 

Messiah's  herald-star ! 
For  this  I  love  thy  hallow'd  reign ! 

For  more  than  this  thrice  blest  thou  art ! 
Thou  gain'st  the  unbeliever's  brain 

By  entering  at  his  heart  I 

••  71  Buchanan  Read. 

Thick  darkness  broodeth  o'er  the  world ;  — 

The  raven  pinion  of  the  Night, 
Close  on  her  silent  bosom  fiirl'd, 

Reflects  no  gleam  of  orient  light 
E'en  the  wild  norland  fires  that  mock'd 

The  faint  bloom  of  the  eastern  sky, 
Now  leave  me,  in  close  darkness  lock'd. 

To  Night's  weird  realm  of  fiintasy. 

Mre.  WhUmam 


NIGHTINGALE. 

O  nightingale,  that  on  yon  blooming  spray 
Warblcst  at  eve,  when  all  the  woods  are  still , 
Thou  with  fresh  hope  the  lover's  heart  doth  fill. 
While  the  jolly  hours  lead  on  propitious  May. 
Thy  liquid  notes  that  close  the  eye  of  day, 
first  heard  before  the  shallow  cuckoo's  bill. 
Portend  success  in  kive ;  oh !  if  Jove's  will 
Have  link'd  that  amorous  power  to  thy  soft  lay 
Now  timely  sing,  ere  the  rude  bird  of  hate 
Foretell  my  hopeless  doom  in  some  grove  nigh, 
As  thou  firom  year  to  year  hast  sung  too  late 
For  my  reliel^  yet  ha<bt  no  reason  why : 
Whether  the  muse  or  love  call  the*  I'je  mate. 
Both  them  I  serve,  and  of  their  train  am  L 

M9U0m 
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The  nighting:«le,  if  she  should  sing  hy  day. 
When  every  gooee  is  cackling^,  would  be  thoug^ht 
No  better  a  musician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  season  seasonM  are 
To  their  right  praise,  and  true  perfection ! 

Shaks.  Merehatd  of  Venice, 
Sweet  bird  that  8hunn*st  the  noise  of  folly, 
Most  muttical,  most  melancholy. 

MikaiC9  II  Perueroso, 

The  melancholy  Philomel, 
Thus  perchM  all  night  alone  in  shady  groves. 
Tunes  her  soil  voice  to  sad  complaints  of  love, 
Making  her  life  one  great  harmonious  woe. 

SoiUhern'$  Diiappointment, 

—  Hark!  the  nightingale  begins  his  song, 

■*  Most  musical,  most  melancholy**  bird ! 

A  melaimholy  bird !    O  idle  thought ! 

In  nature  there  is  nothing  melancholy. 

But  some  night- wandering  man,  whose  heart  was 

pierc*d 
With  the  remembrance  of  a  grievous  wrong. 
Or  slow  distemper,  or  neglected  love, 
(And  so^  poor  wretch !  iiird  all  things  with  himself 
And  made  all  gentle  sounds  tell  back  the  tale 
Of  his  o^vii  sorrows,)  he,  and  such  as  he. 
First  namM  these  notes  a  melancholy  strain. 

Coleridge. 
*T  is  the  merry  nightingale 
That  crowds,  and  hurries,  and  precipitates. 
With  fast,  thick  warble,  his  delicious  notes. 
As  he  were  fearftd  tliat  an  April  night 
Would  be  too  short  for  him  to  utter  forth 
His  love-chant,  and  disburden  his  full  soul 
Of  all  its  music ! 

Coleridge, 

Thou  wast  hot  bom  for  death,  immortal  bird ! 

No  hungry  generations  tread  thee  down; 
The  voice  I  hear  this  passing  night  was  heard 

In  ancient  days  by  emperor  and  clown. 

KeaU. 


NOBILITY. 

Vain-glorious  man,  when  fluttering  wind  does  blow 

In  his  light  wings,  is  Hfhod  ap  to  sky ; 

The  scorn  of  knighthood  and  true  chivalry. 

To  think,  without  desert  of  gentle  deed 

4pd  noble  worth,  to  be  advanced  high, 

8onh  praise  is  sliame ;  but  honour,  virtue's  meed, 

*iciih  bear  the  faiiest  flower  in  honourable  seed. 

Spenger'e  Fairy  Queen. 
Shnold  vice  expoot  to  *8oa|W  rebvke, 
Hecaiwe  its  ewner  ie  a  duke? 


True  IB,  that  whikmie  that  good  poet  said, 
The  gentle  mind  by  gentle  deeds  is  known, 
For  man  by  nothing  is  so  well  bewrayM, 
As  by  his  manners,  in  which  plain  is  shown 
Of  what  degree  and  what  race  he  is  grown. 

Speneer'e  Fairy  Queen. 

So  man*s  true  fame  must  strike  from  his  own 
deeds.  Mid^Bden. 

How  vain  are  all  hereditary  honours. 
Those  poor  possessions  from  anodier's  deeds, 
Unless  our  own  just  virtues  form  our  title. 
And  give  a  sanction  to  our  fond  aasamptioQ ! 

SkiHey, 

'T  is  from  high  life  high  characters  are  drawn, 
A  saint  in  crape  is  twice  a  saint  in  lawn ; 
A  judge  is  just,  a  chancHlor  juster  still, 
A  gown-man,  leam*d ;  a  bishop,  what  you  will  ,* 
Wise,  if  a  minister ;  but  if  a  king, 
More  wise,  more  leam*d,  more  just,  more  CT*ry 
thing.  Popi. 

But  by  your  fathers*  worth  if  yours  you  rate, 
Count  me  those  only  tliat  were  good  and  great 
Go !  if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  since  the  flood 
6o1  and  pretend  your  family  is  young ; 
Nor  own  your  fathers  have  been  fools  so  long. 
What  can  ennoble  sots,  or  slaves,  or  cowards  ? 
Alas !  not  all  tlie  blood  of  all  the  Howards. 

Pope'e  Eeeay  on  Nan 

\Vhoe*er  amidst  the  sons 
Of  reason,  valour,  liberty,  and  virtui:. 
Displays  di8tingui8h*d  merit,  is  a  noble 
Of  nature*s  own  creating.    Such  have  risen. 
Sprung  fVom  tbo  dust;  or  where  had  been  our 
honours  ?  Thomean*e  Conokma. 

Look  ronnd 
Among  the  titled  great  ones  of  the  world ; 
Do  they  not  spring  from  some  proud  monarch^ 

flatterer. 
Some  favourite  mistress,  or  ambitious  minister, 
The  ruin  of  his  country,  while  tlieir  blood 
RoUs  down  through  many  a  fool,  through  manyt 

villain. 

To  its  now  proud  poesesson? 

Froneee'e  JSa^orw. 

Ev*n  to  the  dullest  peasant  standing  by, 
Who  fastenM  still  on  him  a  wondering  eye. 
He  seemM  the  master  spirit  of  the  land. 

Joanna  BaiOk, 

Then  were  twelve  peeri 

Like  Chailemagne*8^-and  all  such  peers  in  kok 

And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  ears 

For  ooanBonafs  had  ever  tkem  mieteek. 

Byrm 


NOVELTY- NUN. 


Even  to  tlie  delicacy  of  their  hands  I 

Tliero  was  resemblance,  inch  as  true  blood  wears. 

JfytwL 

Hie  noble  ranks  of  fashion  mid  birth 

Are  fctter'd  by  courtly  rule; 
They  dare  not  rend  the  shackles  that  tend 

To  form  the  knaye  and  fool. 

Eliza  Coak't  Poems. 

And  what  if  court  or  castle  vaunt 

Its  children  loftier  born? 
Who  heeds  the  silken  tassers  vaunt 

Beside  the  golden  com? 
They  ask  not  ibr  the  courtly  toil 

Of  ribbon*d  knights  and  earls. 
The  daughters  of  the  virgin  soil. 

Our  frecbom  Yankee  girls ! 

O.  TT.  Hdmu. 

There's  no  power 
In  ancestry  to  make  the  foolish  wise, 
The  ignorant  learned,  the  cowardly  and  base 
Deserving  our  respect  as  brave  and  good. 
AH  men  feel  this :  nor  dares  the  despot  say 
His  fiat  can  endow  with  truth  the  soul. 
Or,  like  a  pension,  on  the  heart  bestow 
The  virtues  current  in  the  realms  above. 
Hence  man^s  best  riches  must  be  gain'd — not 

given ; 
Hj&  noblest  name  deservM,  and  not  derivM. 

Jtfrs.  HaUU  Omumd  Orosvenor, 

fhc  ruffian  warriors  of  the  dden  times. 
Boisterous  as  winter,  and  with  minds  as  hard 
And  barren  as  the  frozen  wilderness,  — 
Did  such  as  these  possess  exclusive  right 
To  patent  Nature  for  Nobility? 
And  to  their  silly,  sinning  o&pring  grant 
A  perpetuity  of  dignities 
To  the  end  of  time  7    A  charter  of  that  power 
Which  only  should  be  placM  in  hands  that  wield 
llie  public  destinies  &r  public  good; 
And  a  monopoly  of  fame  and  praise 
Which  talcnto  and  true  nobleness  should  gain? 
Mn,  HMs  Omumd  Orotoenor. 

Go,  then,  to  heroes,  sages  if  allied. 
Go !  tpce  the  scroll,  but  not  with  eye  of  pride, 
Where  Truth  depicts  their  glories  as  they  shone. 
And  leaves  a  blank  where  should  have  been  your 


Mnk  the  pure  beam  on  yon  dark  wave  impressM ; 
So  shines  the  star  on  that  degenerate  breast — 
Each  twinkUng  odb,  that  buns  with  borrowM 

fires, 
Seytereflselths  gkiy  of  y«W4ii«b     • 

GmrgtHUL 
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New  customs. 
Though  they  be  never  so  ridiculous. 
Nay,  let  Uiem  bo  unmanly,  yet  are  followed. 

Shaks.  Henry  VIII 
All  with  one  consent,  praise  new-born  gauds. 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  tilings  past 

Shaks,  TroUns  and  Cressida. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 
But,  when  they  seldom  come,  they  wishM  for  comei 
And  nothing  pleasetli  but  rare  accidents. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 

Did  ever  Proteus,  Merlin,  any  witch. 
Transform  themselves  so  strangely  as  the  rich  t 
Well,  but  the  poor — the  poor  have  the  same  itch. 
They  change  their  weekly  barber,  weekly  news, 
Prefer  a  new  japanner  to  their  shoes; 
Discharge  their  garreti,  move  their  beds,  and  ma 
(They  know  not  whither)  in  a  chaise  and  one ; 
They  hire  their  sculler,  and  when  once  abroad. 
Grow  sick,  and  damn  the  climate — like  a  lord. 

Pope. 

Papillia,  wedded  to  her  amorous  spark. 

Sighs  for  the  shades — **  How  charming  is  a  park  V' 

A  park  is  purchasM,  but  the  fair  he  sees 

All  bath*d  in  tears  —  O  odious,  odious  trees ! 

Pope's  Moral  EssmfS 
Of  all  the  passions  that  posscMs  mankind. 
The  love  of  novelty  rules  most  the  mind ; 
In  search  of  this,  from  realm  to  realm  we  roam ; 
Our  fleets  come  fraught  with  ev*ry  folly  home. 

FtoU 
Still  sighs  the  world  for  something  new, 

For  something  new; 
Imploring  me,  imploring  you. 

Some  Will-o^wisp  to  help  pursue ; 
Ah,  hapless  world,  what  will  it  do! 
Imploring  me,  imploring  you. 
For  something  New! 

Ralph  Hoyl. 

I  have  livM  in  cities  from  my  birth. 
Where  all  was  noise,  and  life,  and  varying  scene, 
Recurrent  news  which  set  all  men  agapo  — 
New  feces,  and  new  friends,  and  shows  and  revels: 
Mingled  in  constant  action  and  quick  change. 
Which  things  drive  on  the  wheels  of  time  apace 
Baker's  Calaynoo 


NUN. 

Ah,  wretch !  believ'd  the  spouse  of  God  in  ^vm, 
ConfessM  within  the  slave  ef  kyve  and  mom 

Ptp^sBUm 
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How  happy  is  the  blameleM  vestal^e  lot ! 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot ; 
Eternal  sunshine  of  the  spotless  mind ! 
Each  pray V  accepted  and  each  wish  resigned ; 
Labour  and  rest,  that  equal  periods  keep ; 
Obedient  slumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep; 
Desires  composed,  affections  ever  ev'n ; 
Tears  that  delight,  and  sighs  that  waft  to  heaven : 
Grace  shines  around  her  with  scrcnest  beams. 
And  whisp*ring  angels  prompt  her  golden  dreams. 

F&pt^%  Eioisa. 

Canst  thou  forget  that  sad,  that  solemn  day, 
When  victims  at  yon  altar*s  foot  wo  lay  ? 
Canst  thou  forget  what  tears  that  moment  fbD, 
When,  warm  in  youth,  I  bade  the  world  farewell  7 
As  with  cold  lips  I  kissM  the  sacred  veil, 
The  shrines  all  trembled  and  the  lamps  grew 

pale: 
Heaven  scarce  believ'd  the  conquest  it  survey*d. 
And  saints  with  wonder  heard  the  vows  I  made. 

Pope'B  Eloim. 

Oh  come  !  oh  teach  me  nature  to  si^bdue, 
Renounce  my  love,  my  life,  myself,  and  you ; 
Fill  my  fond  heart  with  God  alone,  for  he 
Alone  can  rival,  can  succeed  to  thee. 

Pope*s  EhUa, 

Relentless  walls !  whose  darksome  round  contains 
Repentant  sighs  and  voluntary  pains : 
Ye  rugged  rocks ,  which  holy  knees  have  worn ; 
Ye  grots  and  caverns  shaggM  with  horrid  thorn ! 
Shrines !  where  their  vigils  pale-eyM  virgins  keep; 
And  pitying  saints,  whose  statues  learn  to  weep  I 
Though  cold  like  you,  unmovM  and  silent  grown, 
I  have  not  yet  fergot  myself  to  stone. 

Pcpe'B'Eloua, 

Now  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  my  bloom, 
IxMt  in  a  convent*s  solitary  gloom ! 
There  stem  religion  quench*d  th*  unwilling  flame, 
There  died  the  best  of  passions,  love  and  fame. 

Pope'B  EUnaa, 

Love,  to  her  ear,  was  but  a  name, 
CombinM  with  vanity  and  shame ; 
Her  hopes,  her  fears,  her  joys,  were  all 
Bounded  within  the  cloister  walL 

8ettC9  Manrnan. 

There,  those  parted  lips,—- 
Prayer  could  but  give  such  voiceless  eloquence^ — 
Hhining  like  snow  her  clasp'd  and  earnest  hands, 
(She  seems  a  dedicated  nun,  whose  heart 
Is  God*B  own  altar.    By  her  side  I  &el 
As  in  some  holy  place. 

AfiM 
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'Tis  not  the  many  oaths,  that  make  the  troth; 
But  the  plain  single  vow,  that  is  vowed  true. 

Shak9.  AU*9  WA 

The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevish  vows ; 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorrM 
Than  spotted  livers  in  the  sacrifice. 

Shak$,  TrtnluB  and  Cretsida, 

The  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made, 
Than  they  are  to  tlieir  virtues ;  which  is  nothing. 
Skaks.  Cymbelhn, 
Look  thou  be  true ;  do  not  give  dalliance 
Too  much  rein ;  the  strongest  oaths  are  straw 
To  the  fire  i*  tlie  blood ;  be  more  abstemious, 
Or  else,  good-night  your  vow. 

8hak9.  TempeA 
Your  oaths  are  past,  and  now  subscribe  your  name 
That  his  own  hand  may  strike  his  honour  down. 
That  violates  the  smallest-branch  herein. 

Sftaks,  Lmx's  LaboKr, 

O,  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  inconstant  moon. 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb. 
Lest  that  thy  love  prove  likewise  variable. 

Shaks.  Romeo  and  JuUeU 

Come,  swear  it,  damn  thyself^ 
Lest  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themselves 
Should  fear  to  seize  thee:  therefore  be  double 

damned. 
Swear  —  thou  art  honest 

ShaiM.  OUuUx 

Thou  seest,  that  all  the  grace  that  she  hath  left, 
Is,  that  she  will  not  add  to  her  danmatioii 
A  sin  of  perjury :  she  not  denies  it 

Shaks.  Mnek  Ada. 
Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  cantelons, 
Old  fkble  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 
That  welcome  wrongs ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 
Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 
The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprise, 
Nor  the  insuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirita, 
To  think,  that,  or  our  caute,  or  our  performance^ 
Did  need  an  oath. 

Shaks,  JuUuB  Camn 

Myself)  myself  confoond ! 
Heaven,  and  fortune,  bar  me  happy  hours ! 
Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light;  noar  night,  thy  rest.* 
Be  opposite  all  planets  of  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding,  i(  with  pure  heart's  love 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  princely  daugltfsr  I 

Shako.  Richard  III 
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Thif  in  the  name  of  heaven,  I  promise  here : 
The  which,  if  he  be  pleased,  I  shall  perfoim, 
I  do  beseech  your  majesty  may  salve 
The  IaD|r  grown  wounds  of  my  intemperance : 
If  Mt,  the  en4  of  life  cancels  all  bonds, 
And  I  will  die  a  handred  thousand  deaths, 
Ere  break  the  smallest  parcel  of  this  vow. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    Parti. 
Th<  oath  in  any  way  or  form  yon  please, 
I  stand  resolved  to  take  it 

Ma$ringei'$  Duke  of  Milan. 
OaflB  were  not  pnrposM  more  than  law 
To  keep  tlie  good  and  just  in  awe, 
Bui  to  confine  the  bad  and  sinful. 
Like  moral  cattle,  in  a  pinfold. 

Budef9  Hudibra$. 

Hat  saints  may  claim  a  dispensation 
To  swear  and  forswear  on  occasion, 
I  doabt  not  but  it  will  appear 
With  pregnant  light :  the  point  is  clear. 
Oaths  are  bat  words,  and  words  but  wind ; 

Too  feeble  instruments  to  bind. 

BidUr*$  Httdibrae. 

He  that  imposes  an  oath  makes  it. 
Not  he  that  for  convenience  takes  it : 
Tlien  how  can  any  man  be  said 
To  break  an  oath  he  never  made. 

BirtZer's  Huiibrae. 
For  breaking  of  an  oath  and  lying, 
li  bat  a  kind  of  selfldcnying ; 
A  saintlike  virtue ;  and  from  hence 
Some  have  broke  oaths  by  Providence ; 
Some,  to  the  glory  of  the  Lord, 
PerjarM  themselves,  and  broke  their  word. 

Builer*9  Hwiibrae. 
Nay,  but  weigh  well  what  you  presume  to  swear ! 
(Xitlisare  of  dreadful  weight !  and,  if  they  arc  false, 
Draw  down  damnation. 

Savage'* 8  Sir  ThomoB  Overbury. 
Jack  was  embarrassed  —  never  hero  more, 
And,  as  he  knew  not  what  to  sny,  —  he  swore. 

Byron's  laland. 
And  was  it  strange  that  this  poor  boy, 

hi  such  companionship, 
Should  let  the  curses  in  his  heart 

Soon  rise  npon  his  lip? 
And  be,  who  ne*er  had  calPd  on  God  * 

But  when  on  bended  knee, 
InrokM  Him  now  but  in  his  oaths 

or  rage  or  blasphemy! 
Ob,  when  a  youth  before  yon  stands. 

Think  what  the  sin  in  yoo. 
By  wicked  words  or  evil  deedi 

To  make  him  sinfid  tool 

Mrs.  irale'9  Harry  Ouy. 
Z 


An  oath  is  a  reeognhEaace  to  heaven. 
Binding  us  over  m  tho  courts  above. 
To  plead  to  the  indictment  of  our  crimes. 
That  those  who  'scape  this  world  should  suffb 
there.  Southem^M  Oroonoka. 
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From  his  cradle. 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one; 
Exceeding  wise,  fair-spoken  and  persuading ; 
Lofly  and  sour,  to  them  that  lovM  him  not ; 
But  to  those  men  who  sought  him,  sweet  as  summer 
And  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give,  he  died,  fearing  God. 

Shaks,  Henry  VIII 
Underneath  this  stone  doth  lie 
As  much  virtue  as  could  die. 
Which,  when  alive,  did  vigour  give 
To  as  much  beauty  as  could  live.  . 

Ben  Jonson* 

Had  the  number  of  her  days 
Been  as  complete  as  was  her  praise. 
Nature  and  Fate  had  had  no  strife 
In  giving  limit  to  her  life. 

MilUnt'B  Miscellaneous  Poems. 
Gentle  Lady,  may  tliy  grave 
Peace  and  quiet  ever  have. 

Mikon's  Miscellaneous  Poems. 
Here  rests  his  head,  upon  the  lap  of  eartJi, 

A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fkme  unknown ; 
Fair  science  frown*d  not  on  his  humble  birtli. 

And  melancholy  markM  him  for  her  own. 
Nor  further  seek  his  virtues  to  disclose. 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode. 
There  thoy  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose  — 
The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 

Oray's  Ekgy 
Each  lovely  scene  shall  thee  restore. 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed ; 
Belov*d,  till  life  couki  charm  no  more. 
And  monm'd,  till  pity*s  self  be  dead. 

CoUine 

How  bvM,  how  honourM  once,  avails  thee  not, 

To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot ; 

A  heap  of  dust  alone  remains  of  thee, 

*T  is  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  shall  be. 

Pope. 
What  tliough  the  mounds  that  marVd  each  name, 

Beneath  the  wings  of  Hme, 
Have  worn  away  7 — Theurs  is  the  ftme 

Immortal  and  sublime; 
For  who  ean  tread  on  Freedom's  plain, 
Nor  wake  her  dead  to  life  again. 

Robert  MoHtgOMfty 
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Thej  M  devoted,  Mit  xxn6yiagi 
The  very  gale  their  names  wcittM  sighingf, 
Their  apirito  wrapped  the  dusky  mountain, 
Their  memory  sparkled  o*er  the  fountain ; 
The  meanest  rill,  the  mightiest  nvcr, 
Roird  mingling  with  their  ftme  for  ever. 

ByrmCa  Siege  ef  Corinth, 
Brief,  hrave,  and  glorious  was  his  young  career. 
Byron't  Ckilde  Harold. 

Give  thanks 
That  she  is  safe  with  Him  w1k>  hath  the  power 
O'er  pain,  and  sin,  and  death. 

Jtfrf.  Sigoumey. 

Green  he  the  turf  ahove  thee, 

Friend  of  my  better  days ; 
None  knew  thee  but  to  love  thee, 

Nor  nam*d  thee  but  to  praise. 

HaXUck'9  Poemi, 

Thou  art  not  in  the  grave  oonfin*d, — 
Death  cannot  claim  th*  immortal  mind ; 
Lot  earth  close  o*er  its  sacred  trust. 
But  goodness  dies  not  in  the  duvt 

Sprague'o  Poemo, 
O,  many  a  time  it  hath  been  told. 
The  story  of  those  men  of  old ; 
For  this  fiiir  poetry  hath  wreathM 

Her  sweetest,  purest  flower ; 
For  this  proud  eloquence  hath  broathM 

His  strain  of  loftiest  power ; 
Devotion,  loo,  hath  linger'd  round 
Each  spot  of  consecrated  ground. 

And  hill  and  valley  blessM ; 
There,  where  our  bonishM  fathers  strayM, 
Tliero,  where  they  lovM,  and  wept,  and  pray'd^ 

There,  wheie  their  ashes  rest 

Sprague^o  Poemt. 

As  the  bird  to  its  sheltering  nest. 
When  the  storm  on  the  hills  is  abroad, 

Sb  her  spirit  hath  flown  from  this  world  of  unrest, 
To  repose  on  the  bosom  of  God. 

WiUiam  H.  Burleigh. 

The  strife  is  o*er  I    The  k)V*d  of  years, 

To  whom  our  yearning  hearts  had  grown, 
tiath  lcf\  us,  with  life's  gathering  fears 

To  struggle  darkly  and  alone ; 
Gone,  with  the  wcaltli  of  love  which  dwelt, 

Ilcart-kcpt,  with  holy  thoughts  and  high  — 
(^one.  afr  the  clouds  of  evening  melt 

Lcyond  tne  dark  and  solemn  sky. 

WiUiam  H.  BwUi^. 
K!ic  hv*d  as  pcacefli.  as  a  dove ; 

She  died  as  blossoms  die ; 
And  now  her  spirit  floats  above, 

\  seraph  in  the  sky ! 

Jiff.  Wdbf, 


Ay,  turn  and  weep — 'tis  i 
To  be  heart-broken  here—  ^ 

For  the  grave  of  earth's  best  nobfeness 
Is  water'd  by  the  tear. 

Wiflif'fPtt 
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You  may  as  well  go  stand  upon  the  beach, 
And  bid  the  main  flood  bate  his  usual  height; 
You  may  as  well  use  question  with  the  woli^ 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  Iamb; 
You  may  as  well  bid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noise, 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gusts  of  heaven; 
Yon  may  as  well  do  any  thing  most  hard, 
As    seek    to    soflcn  that   (than  which  what*i 

harder  ?) — 
His  Jewish  heart! 

Shako.  Mertham  (f  Vena. 

You  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  sea  for  to  obey  the  moon. 
As,  or  by  oath,  remove,  or  counsel,  shake 
The  fkbric  of  his  folly. 

Shako.  Wintcr'f  TA. 

But,  out,  aflfection ! 
All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature  break! 
Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obstinate. 

Shako.  CerioUam 

Your  blund'rer  is  as  sturdy  as  a  rock. 
The  creature  is  so  sure  to  kick  and  bite, 
A  muleteer's  the  man  to  set  him  right 
First  appetite  enliste  him  truth's  swom  &e^ 
Then  obstinate  selflwill  confirms  him  sa 
Tell  him  he  wanders ;  that  his  error  leads 
To  fatal  ill;  that  though  the  path  he  treads 
Be  flow'ry,  and  he  see  no  cause  of  fear. 
Death  and  the  pains  of  hell  attend  him  there. 
In  vain  the  slave  of  arrogance  and  pride, 
He  has  no  hearing  on  tlie  prudent  side^ 
His  still  refuted  quirks  he  still  repeats ; 
New  rais'd  objections  with  new  quibbles  meets; 
Till  sinking  in  the  quicksand  he  defends, 
He  dies  disputing,  and  the  contest  ends. 

Cowfir, 
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How  happy  they. 
Who,  flron  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  fives, 
Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  ooeaa  strho ! 

Byrooi'o  Itkai 
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Others  maj  we  the  ooemn  ae  their  road. 
Only  the  English  make  it  their  abode ; 
Whoie  readj  flails,  with  every  wind  can  fly. 
And  make  oov'nant  with  the  inoonetant  sky : 
Out  oaks  eecnre  as  if  they  there  took  root, 
We  tread  on  billows  with  a  steady  §6oL 

Waller. 

I  kiv'd  to  stand  on  some  high  beetling  rock. 

Or  dusky  brow  of  savage  promontory. 

Watching  the  waves  with  all  their  white  crests 

dancing,  \ 

Gome,  like  thick  plumM  squadrons,  to  the  shore 
Gallantly  bounding. 

Sir  A.  Hunt*  Julian, 

RoQ  on,  thoQ  deep  and  dark  bine  ocean  —  roQ ! 
Ten  thoQsand  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vain ; 
Man  marks  the  earth  with  ruin  —  his  control 
Stops  with  the  shore ;  —  upon  the  watery  plain 
The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 
A  shadow  of  man^s  ravage,  save  his  own, 
Wlien  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain. 
He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan, 
Without  a  grave,  unknellM,  uncof&n*d,  and  un- 
known.  Byron^a  Childe  Harold. 

llioa  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Almighty's  fi>rm 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests :  in  all  time, 
Calm  «  (xmvulsM  —  in  breeze,  or  gale,  or  storm, 
Icing  the  pole,  or  ia  the  torrid  clime 
Dark.Ecaving ; — boundless,  endless,  and  sublime-— 
The  image  of  eternity  —  the  throne 
Of  the  invisible,  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  zone 
Obeys  thee ;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomless, 
alone.  Byron's  CkUde  Harold, 

Lovely  seemM  any  object  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  vast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 

Byron. 

Oh !  how  he  listenM  to  the  rushing  deep. 
That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  his  sleep; 
And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wishes  sent, 
Rous'd  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element* 

Bynm*8  Corsair. 
Ocean,  thou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man  I 
Death's  ci^tal  where  most  he  domineer^ 
With  all  his  chosen  terrors  frowning  round. 
Wide  opening  and  loud  roaring  still  for  more. 
Too  fiiithful  mirror !  how  dost  thou  reflect 
The  melancholy  face  of  human  life. 

Anon, 
'Tis  k)ne  on  the  waters, 

When  eve's  moomilil  bell 
Sends  ibrlh  to  the  sunset 

A  note  of  ftrewefl! 


Thou  glorious  sea !  more  pl^asiiig  ftr 

¥niea  all  thy  waters  are  at  rest. 
And  noonday  son  or  midnight  star 

Is  shining  on  thy  waveless  breast. 
Yet  is  the  very  tempest  dear. 

Whose  mighty  voice  but  teUs  of  thee ; 
For  wild  or  cahn,  or  far  or  near, 

I  love  thee  still,  then  glorious  sea ! 

Mrs,  Henutns 

The  sea  !  the  sea !  the  open  sea ! 

The  blue,  the  fresh,  the  ever  free ! 

Without  a  mark,  without  a  bound. 

It  runneth  the  earth's  wide  regions  round ; 

It  plays  with  the  clouds ;  it  mocks  the  skies ; 

Or  like  a  cradled  creature  lies. 

Bryan  W.  Prwtdf. 

What  was  it  that  I  lov'd  so  well  about  my  chil^ 

hood's  home  7 
It  was  the  wide  and  wave-Iash'd  shore,  the  black 

rocks  crown'd  with  finm ! 
It  was  the  sea-gull's  flapping  wing,  all  trackless 

in  its  flight, 
Its  screaming  note  that  welcom'd  on  the  fierce 

and  stormy  night ! 
The  wild  heath  had  its  flowers  and  moss,  the 

forest  had  its  trees. 
Which  bending  to  the  evening  wind,  made  music 

in  the  breeze. 
But  earth,  ha !  ha !  I  laugh  e'en  now,  earth  had 

no  charms  for  me; 
No  scene  half  bright  enough  to  win  my  young 

heart  from  the  sea ! 
No !  't  was  the  ocean,  vast  and  deep,  the  fathom- 
less, the  free ! 
The  mighty  rushing  waters,  that  were  ever  dear 

to  me !  Eliza  Cook'o  Poems. 

My  earliest  steps  would  wander  from  the  green 

and  fertile  land, 
Down  where  the  clear  blue  ocean  roll'd,  to  pace 

the  rugged  strand ; 
Oh !  how  I  lov'd  the  waters,  and  even  long'd  to  be 
A  bird,  a  boat,  or  any  thing  that  dwelt  upon  the 

sea !  Eliza  Cook's  Poems. 

Great  Source  of  Being,  Beauty,  Light,  and  Love  I 
Creator !  Lord !  the  waters  worship  Thee ! 
Ere  tliy  creative  smile  had  sown  the  flowers, 
Ere  the  glad  hills  leap'd  upward,  or  the  earth 
With  swelling  bosom,  waited  for  her  child ; 
Before  eternal  Love  had  lit  the  sun. 
Or  Time  had  trac'd  his  dial-plate  in  starsi 
The  joyful  anthem  of  the  Ocean  flow'd  ;-- 
And  Chaos  like  a  frighten'd  felon  fled, 
Whik  on  the  Deep  the  Holy  Spirit  mov'd. 

Jtrrs.  flalc's  Pa 
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And  erennoce  the  wilera  wonhip  God  ;•» 
And  bards  and  pn^ete  tune  their  mystie  lyree 
While  listening  to  the  music  of  the  wavee ! 

Jtfrs.  HM9  Pomu. 

Tjpe  of  the  Infinite !    I  look  away 
Over  thy  billows,  and  I  cannot  stay 
My  thought  upon  a  resting-place,  or  make 
A  shore  beyond  my  Tision,  where  they  break; 
But  on  my  spirit  stretches,  till  it 's  pain 
To  think ;  then  rests,  and  then  puts  forth  again. 
Dana^9  FtuiUioiiu  Lift, 

Oh!  how  old 
Thou  art  to  me!    For  countless  years  thoa'st 

roUM; 
Before  an  car  did  hear  thee,  thou  didst  mourn. 
Prophet  of  sorrow,  o*er  a  race  unborn ; 
Waiting,  thou  mighty  minister  of  death, 
IiOP.ely  thy  work,  ere  man  had  drawn  his  breath ! 
Daiia^9  Factitious  Ltfe, 
Thou  art  the  same,  eternal  sea ! 
The  earth  hath  many  shapes  and  forms, 
Of  hill  and  valley,  flower  and  tree ; 
Fields  that  the  fervid  noontide  warms, 
Or  winter's  rugged  grasp  deforms. 
Or  bright  with  autumn's  golden  store ; 
Thou  coverest  up  thy  face  with  storms, 
Or  smiPst  serene  —  but  still  thy  roar 
And  dashing  foam  go  up  to  vex  the  sea-beat  shore. 

George  Lunt 
The  ocean  looketh  up  to  heaven. 

As  't  were  a  living  thing ; 
The  homage  of  its  waves  is  given 

In  ceaseless  worshipping. 
They  kneel  upon  the  sloping  sand. 

As  bends  the  human  knee, 
A  beautifhl  and  tireless  band, 

"Hie  priesthood  of  the  sea ! 

WMttier's  Poemi. 
Look  how  the  grey,  old  ocean, 
From  the  depth  of  his  heart  rejoices. 
Heaving  with  a  gentle  motion. 
When  he  hears  our  restful  voices ; 
List,  how  he  sings  in  an  under  tone, 
ChimiDg  with  our  melody; 
And  there,  where  the  smooth,  wet  pebbles  be. 
The  waters  gurgle  longingly, 
Ai«  if  they  fain  would  seek  the  shore. 
To  be  at  rest  from  the  ceaseless  roar. 
To  be  at  rest  for  evermore. 

J,  R.  Lamm-^'  The  Syrens, 

Thus  on  life's  gloomy  sea, 

Heareth  the  marinere. 

Voices  sweet  from  far  and  near, 

Kver  singing  in  his  ear, 

**  Here  is  rest  and  peace  for  thee  I** 

J.  JR.  LoioeU  —  The  Syrens. 
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All  *s  not  offence  that  indiscretion  finds. 
And  dotage  terms  sa 

ShtlKSf,  iMxr, 
Hie  very  head  and'  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  intent,  no  more.  I 

Shucks,  OlkdltK 
If  my  offence  be  of  such  mortal  kind. 
That  neither  service  past,  nor  present  sorrows, 
Ner  pnrpos'd  merit  in  fntority, 
Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  again,   . 
Bat  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit ; 
So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forc*d  content. 
And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course, 
To  fortune's  alms. 

%  Shahs.  OthiOo, 

In  such  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  ofience  should  bear  its  comment 
Shake.  Jttlius  Casar. 
For  well  you  know  we  of  th'  offending  side 
Must  keep  aloof  from  strict  arbitrament : 
And  stop  all  sight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reason  may  pry  in  upon  us. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.     Parti. 
What  is  my  offence  7 
Where  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accuse  me  ? 
What  lawfbl  quest  have  given  their  verdict  up 
Unto  the  firowning  judge  T 

Shake.  Richard  IIL 

He  hath  wrong'd  his  queen,  but  still  he  is  her  lord ; 
He  hath  wrongM  my  sister,  still  ho  is  my  brother; 
He  hath  wrongM  his  people,  still  he  is  their  sove- 
reign,   ' 
And  I  must  be  liis  friend,  as  well  as  subject; — 
He  must  not  perish  thus. 

ByrmCs  SardanageiMe. 
Be  not  too  ready  to  condemn 

The  wrongs  thy  brothers  may  have  done ; 
Ere  ye  too  harshly  censure  them 
For.  human  foults,  ask  —  **  Have  I  none  7** 

Mise  Elixa  Coek 
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Custom  calls  me  to 't. 
What  custom  wills  in  all  things,  should  we  do't 
The  dust  on  antique  time  would  lie  unswept. 
And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  heap'd 
For  truth  to  overpeer.    Rather  than  foel  it  so, 
Let  the  high  office  and  the  honour  go 
To  one  who  would  do  thus. 

Shake.  Ceridanus. 
Yon,  yourself 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm ; 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 
To  undeservers. 

Shake.  JuUvs  Cmsat 


OPINIOI^-OPFORTtTNTTY. 


To  hold  a  |daee 
In  oomidl,  whioh  was  once  esteemM  an  honour, 
And  a  reward  for  Tirtae,  hath  quite  lost 
Lustre  and  reputation,  and  is  made 
A  mercenary  purchase. 

Hk  seals  c^  offioe  glitter  in  his  eyes ; 

He  cUmhSfhe  pants,  he  grasps  them ;  at  his  heels, 

Close  at  his  heeb  a  demagogue  ascends. 

And,  with  a  dexterous  jerk  soon  twists  him  down, 

And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  his  tain* 

Couypsr. 
When  vioe  prevails,  and  impious  men  bear  sway. 
The  post  of  honour  is  a  private  station. 

And  here  and  there  some  stem,  nigh  patriot  stood. 
Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

^yron. 
Why,  look  around. 
And  count,  if  possible,  the  pamper*d  numbers 
Who  &tten  an  the  state :  they  are  the  men, 
Who,  if  they  find  a  man  too  honourable 
Tu  be  a  fellow-gleaner  of  the  spoils. 
When  faction's  sickle  sweeps  tho  public  wealth. 
Lift  up  their  angry  voices  to  the  crowd 
And  breathe  around  their  pestilential  breatbt 
rm  virtue's  self  is  tainted  by  the  touch. 

DavDU^9  Aihtma  of  DamoBcui, 
They  who  bend  to  Power,  and  lap  its  milk. 
Are  fielder  and  more  dangerous  fiir  than  they 
Who  honestly  defy  it! 

Baker's  Cdtaynot. 

OPINION. 

Opinion  *8  but  a  fix>l,  that  makes  us  scan 
The  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man. . 

Shaks,  Pericles. 
Opinion,  the  blind  goddess  of  fools,  fbe 
To  the  virtuous,  and  only  friend  to 
Undeserving  persons. 

ChapmarCe  Widow's  Tears, 

Let  not  opinion  make  thy  judgment  err; 
The  evening  conquest  crovms  the  conqueror. 

Lady  Alimony, 
Opinion  is  that  high  and  mighty  dame 
Which  rules  the  world ;  and  in  the  mind  doth  firame 
Distaste  or  liking :  for  in  human  race. 
She  makes  the  fancy  various  as  the  face. 

HoidA, 
Opinionators  naturally  differ 
From  other  men ;  as  wooden  legs  are  stififer 
Than  those  of  pliant  joints,  to  yield  and  bow, 
Which  way  soe*er  they  are  design'd  to  gOb 

BuOei's  Hudibns. 


Opinion  governs  all  mankind. 
Like  the  bited*s  leading  of  the  blind ; 
For  he  that  has  no  eyes  in 's  head 
Must  be  b*  a  dog  glad  to  be  led ; 
And  no  beasts  have  so  little  in  'em. 
As  that  inhuman  bnsbe,  opinion; 
'Tis  an  in&ctieus  pestilenoe, 
That  fiistens  upon  wit  and  sense, 
That  with  a  venomous  contagion. 
Invades  the  sick  imagination ; 
And  when  it  seizes  any  part. 
It  strikes  the  poison  to  the  heart. 
This  men  of  one  another  catch 
By  contact,  as  the  humours  match ; 
And  nothing 's  so  perverse  in  nature 
As  a  pro&ond  opinionator. 

BuOer^s  Hudibras 
How  can  yon  rest  where  pow'r  is  still  alarm'd : 
Each  crowd  a  faction,  and  each  faction  arm'd  7 
Who  fiishions  of  opinion  love  to  change, 
And  think  their  own  the  best  for  being  strange ; 
Their  own,  if  it  were  lasting,  they  would  hate ; 
Yet  call  it  conscience  when  't  is  obstinate. 

Sir  W.  DavenanL 

We  all,  my  lords,  have  err'd. 
Men  may,  I  find,  be  honest,  though  they  differ. 

T7u)ms(m*s  Tanered  and  Sigismunda. 

For  still  the  world  prevail'd,  and  its  dread  laugh. 
Which  scarce  the  firm  philosopher  can  scorn. 

Thomson's  Seasons, 
How  much  there  is  self.will  would  do, 

Were  it  not  &r  the  dire  dismay 
That  bids  ye  shrink,  as  ye  suddenly  think 
Of  **  what  will  my  neighbours  say  ?" 

Miss  Eliza  Cook, 

He  kyv'd  his  kind,  but  sought  the  love  of  few. 
And  valued  old  opinions  more  than  new. 

Park  Bsr\jamht^ 

Yet  in  opinions  look  not  always  baok ; 
Your  wake  is  nothing,  mind  the  coming  track ; 
Leave  what  you  've  done  for  what  you  have  to  doy 
Don't  be  **  consistent,"  but  be  simply  true. 

0.  W.  HobMt. 


OPPORTUNITY. 

Tliere  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men. 

Which,  taken  at  the  flow,  leads  on  to  fortune , 

Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 

Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries 

On  such  a  fuD  sea  are  we  now  afloat, 

Aind  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  servw, 

Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Shaks,  JtiUus  Cmm 
83« 
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OPPRfiSSION-OltATOR. 


I  find  my  asenith  doth  depend  upoa 

A  most  snspicioiiB  star ;  whose  inflnenoe 

II  now  I  court  not,  hot  omit,  my  fortunes 

Will  eyer  after  droop. 

Shaki.  Teu^petL 

A  little  Bre  ia  qnickly  trodden  out; 

Which,  being  suffered,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

Shak$.  Henry  VL    Pari  IIL 

Oar  hands  are  full  of  business ;  let 's  away ; 
Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  men  delay. 

Shah.  Henry  IV.    Part  L 

Th»  means  that  heayen  yields  must  be  emhrac'd, 
And  not  neglected ;  else,  if  heaven  would. 
And  we  will  not,  heayen's  oflfer  we  refuse, 
The  profierM  means  of  succour  and  redress. 

Shak$.  Richard  II. 

Occasion,  set  on  wing,  flies  fast  away, 

Whose  back  once  turned,  no  hold-fast  can  we 

find; 
Her  feet  are  swift,  bald  is  her  head  behind : 
Whoso  hath  hold,  and  afler  lets  her  go. 
Doth  lose  the  lot  which  fortune  did  bestow. 

Mirror  far  Magi9irate$, 

Opportunity  to  statesmen,  is  as  the  just  degree 
Of  heat  to  chymists ;  it  perfects  all  the  work. 

Suekling*9  Brennoraib. 

The  old  Scythians 
Painted  blind  fortunc^s  powerful  hands  with  wings, 
To  show  her  gifts  come  swift  and  suddenly, 
Which,  if  her  fiiv'rite  be  not  swift  to  take, 
He  loses  them  fi>Ayer. 

,       ChapmanU  Bu8y  D*Amb€i8. 

Accursed  opportunity ! 
The  midwife  and  the  bawd  to  all  our  vices : 
That  work*st  our  thought^  into  desires :  desires 
To  resolutions :  and  these  being  ripe  and  quickenM, 
Thou  givV  *em  birth,  and  bring*st  *em  forth  to 

action. 

Denham^M  Sophy, 

Miss  not  the  occasion ;  by  the  forelock  take 
That  subtle  Power,  the  never-halting  time, 
Lest  a  mere  moment's  putting<4>ff  should  make 
Mischance  almost  as  heavy  as  a  crime. 

Wordtworih, 

Tlie  golden  opportunity 
Is  never  oSer'd  twice ,  seize  then  the  hour 
When  fortune  smiles  and  duty  points  the  way ;-« 
Nor  shrink  aside  to  *8cape  the  spectre  Fear,— 
Nor  pause  though    pleasure    beckon  firom  her 

bower  *— 
But  bravelv  oeor  th(«  onward  to  the  goaL 

Old  Play. 


OPPRESSION.— (See  Tnuinn*) 


ORATOR. 

11110  said,  th*  impatient  statesmonger 
Could  now  contain  himself  no  longer ; 
Who  had  not  sparM  to  show  his  piques 
Against  the  haranguer's  politics, 
With  smart  remarks  of  leering  fiices. 
And  uinotations  of  grimaces. 

Buder's  Hudibraa, 

.After  h*  had  administer'd  a  dose 
Of  snuff  mundungas  to  his  nose. 
And  powder'd  th»'  inside  of  his  skull. 
Instead  of  th'  outward  jobbemoi. 
He  shook  it  with  a  scornful  look 
On  th*'adver8ary,  and  thus  he  spoke. 

Butler'9  HvdibroM, 

For  brevity  is  very  good. 

When  w*  are,  or  are  not  understood. 

BtUler'9  Hudibra$, 

And  't  is  remarkable  that  they 
Talk  most,  that  have  the  least  to  say. 
Your  daily  speakers  have  the  curse. 
To  plead  their  causes  down  to  worse : 
As  dames  who  native  beauty  want, 
Still  uglier  look  the  more  they  paint 

Frier's  AfaM. 

GracM  as  thou  art  with  all  the  power  of  woorcA, 
So  known,  so  honour'd  at  the  house  of  lords. 

Pope, 

With  studied  impropriety  of  qwech, 

He  soars  beyond  the  hackney  critic's  reach ; 

To  epithets  allots  emphatic  state, 

"Whilst  principles  ungrac'd,  like  laoquies  wait ; 

In  ways  first  trodden  by  himself  excels, 

And  stands  alone  in  undedinables ; 

Conjunction,  preposition,  adverb  join 

To  stamp  new  vigour  on  the  nervous  line ; 

In  monosyllables  his  thunders  roll; 

He,  she,  it,  and  we,  ye,  they,  fright  the  souL   ^ 

ChMiTekiWM  kwdad. 

Statesman  all  over !  in  pbts  famous  grown ! 
He  mouths  a  sentence,  as  curs  mouth  a  bone. 

ChurchiW$  Roadad, 

While  words  of  learned  length,  and  thundering 

sound, 
Amaa*d  the  gazing  rustics  rang*d  around; 
And  still  they  gaz*d,  and  still  the  wonder  grow 
Tliat  one  tmall  head  should  earry  all  he  knew. 
Gdd$mUk*9  De§erUd  VWagt. 


PAlN-PABASITE-PARENTa 


m 


Who,  too  deep  ftr  hie  hearen,  still  went  on  refiniog^, 

And  thoigfat  of  oonrinoui^.  while  tbey  tbooght 

of  dinisp.  GQldsmUh*$  RetaUatian, 

So  ({nick  the  words  too,  when  he  deignM  to  speak, 
Ab  if  each  syllable  would  break  its  ucck; 

Dr.  WoUot'9  PtUr  Pindar, 

Proud  of  his  **  hear  hims,'*  proud  too  of  his  vote 
And  last  Tirgiuity  of  oratory, 
Proud  of  his  learning  (just  enough  to  quote), 
He  revell*d  in  his  Ciceronian  glorj : 
With  memory  excellent  to  get  by  rote. 
With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story, 
Graced  with  some  merit  and  with  more  effirontery, 
"His  country's  pride;"  he  came  down  to  the 
country,  Byron. 

His  speech  was  a  fine  somple,  on  the  whole, 
or  rhetoric,  which  the  loam*d  call  **  rigmarole.** 

Byron, 
He  answerM  like  a  statesman  or  a  prophet, 
In  such  guise  that  she  could  make  nothing  of  it 

Byron. 

He  seratchM  his  ear,  the  in&.Ilible  resource 
To  which  embarrassM  people  have  recourse. 

Byron. 

PAIN. 

Sense  of  pleasure  we  may  well 
Spare  out  of  lifb  perhaps,  and  not  repine, 
Bat  lire  content,  which  is  the  calmest  life : 
But  pain  is  perfect  misery,  the  worst 
Of  enls,  and  excessive,  overturns 
All  patience 

MUUmU  ParadUe  LooL 

Our  pains  are  real  things,  and  all 
Our  pleasures  but  &ntastica] ; 
IKseases  of  their  own  accord. 
But  cures  come  difficult  and  hard. 

BuOer'o  Hvd&rao. 

Thee,  too,  my  Paridel !  she  markM  thee  there, 
Stretch'd  on  the  rack  of  a  too  easy  chair. 
And  heard  thy  everlasting  yawn  confess 
The  pains  and  penalties  of  idleness. 

Pope. 

Again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o'er  his  features  as  the  sudden  gust 
Crisps  the  rehiotant  lake,  that  lay  so  calm 
Beneath  the  mountain  shadow* 

Byron. 

Hiey  talk  of  short.liv*d  pleasure— be  it  so— 
Pain  dies  as  quickly ;  stern,  hard.featur*d  pain 

Expires^  and  lets  her  weary  prisoner  go. 
The  fisroest  agonies  have  shortest  reign. 

BryanCo  Poenu, 


PARASITE. 

Ah,  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praise, 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made ! 
Feast^won,  fast  lost :  one  cloud  of  winter  show*rs 
These  flies  are  coucliM 

Shaks,  Timon. 

Live  loath'd,  and  long ; 
You  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasite ; 
Courteous  destroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bean 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher  friends,  time-flies, 
Cap.and.knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks; 
Of  man  and  beast  the  infinite  malady 
Crust  you  quite  o*er« 

Shako.  Timtuu 

O !  your  parasite 
Is  a  most  precious  thing  dropped  finm  above ; 
Not  bred  'mongst  clods  and  clod-polls  here  on 

earth. 
I  muse,  the  mystery  was  not  made  a  science, 
It  is  so  liberally  profest  I  almost 
All  the  wise  world  is  little  else  in  nature, 
But  parasites  or  sub-parasites. 

Jonoon^o  Vdpan/o. 


PARENTS. 

Unreasonable  creatures  feed  their  young ; 
And  tbo'  man*s  face  be  fearfhl  to  their  eyes, 
Yet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones. 
Who  hath  not  seen  them,  even  with  those  wings 
Which  sometimes  they  have   us'd  with  fisarfid 

flight. 
Make  war  with  him  that  climbM  unto  their  nest» 
OffVing  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  7 
Shako.  Henry  V I.    Part  III. 

Parents  are  o'erseen, 
When,  with  too  strict  a  rein,  they  do  hold  in 
Their  child^s  affections;  and  control  that  love. 
Which  the  powers  divine  instruct  them  with : 
When  in  their  shallow  judgments,  they  may  know 
Affection  cross^cj,  brings  misery  and  woe. 

Robert  Taylour'o  Hog^  hath  loot  ito  Pomi. 
Fathers  their  children,  and  themselves  abuse ; 
That  wealth,  a  husband,  for  their  daughters  choose. 
Shirley'o  School  of  CompUmento 

Honour  thy  parents  to  prolong  thine  end ; 
With  them,  though  for  a  truth,  do  not  contend  : 
Though  all  should  tr  uth  defend,  do  thou  lose  rather 
The  truth  awhile,  than  lose  their  love  for  ever  i 
Whoever  makes  his  Other's  heart  to  bleed. 
Shall  have  a  child  that  will  revenge  die  deed* 

RandOpK 


PARima 


1 


Me  let  the  tender  office  long  engage 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  reposing  age ; 
With  lenient  arts  extend  a  mother's  hreath. 
Make  languor  smile,  and  smooth  the  bed  of  death ; 
Explore  the  thought,  explain  the  asking  eye. 
And  keep  awhile  one  parent  from  the  sky. 

Pope. 


PARTING. 

All  she  did,  was  but  to  wear  out  day. 
Fun  oflentimes  she  leave  of  him  did  take ; 
And  oft  again  devis'd  somewhat  to  say. 
Which  she  forgot ;  whereby  excuse  to  make, 
80  loath  she  was  his  company  for  to  forsake. 

Spen9er*s  Fairy  Queen, 

Good  night,  good  night!  parting  is  such  sweet 

sorrow 

That  I  shall  say — good  night  till  it  be  to-morrow. 
Shakt.  Rameo  and  Juliet, 

T  is  almost  morning,  I  would  have  thee  gone : 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  bird ; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand. 
Like  a  poor  prisoner  in  his  twisted  gyres. 
And  with  a  silken  thread  plucks  it  back  again, 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Shake,  Romeo  ajtd  JuUeL 

Farewell;  God  knows,  when  we  shall  meet  again, 
I  h«ive  a  ^nt  eold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins. 
That  almost  freeass  up  the  heat  of  life. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

What !  gone  without  a  word  7 

Ay,  so  true  love  should  do :  it  cannot  speak : 

For  truth  hath  better  deeds,  than  words,  to  grace 

it  Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  tf  Verona, 

Sweet  Valentine,  adieu  \ 
Think  on  thy  Porteus,  when  thou,  haply,  seest 
Some  rare  note-worthy  object  in  thy  travel : 
Wish  me  partaker  in  thy  happiness. 
When  thou  dost  meet  good  hap;  and  in  thy 

danger, 
If  ever  danger  do  environ  thee,   • 
Oommend  thy  grievance  to  my  holy  prayers. 
For  I  win  be  tny  beadsman,  Valentine. 

Shake,  Two  Gentlemen  ef  Vereeia, 

1  would  have  broke  mine  eye-strings;  crack'd 

them,  but     ^ 
To  look  upon  him ;  till  the  diminution 
Of  space  had  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle : 
^ay,  Mow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
'J*he  sroallness  of  a  gnat  to  air ;  and  then 
Have  tem'd  mine  eye  and  wepL 

Shake,  Cymbdine, 


ArtthoQgoneso?  mykfve!  ttylerd!  my  friend! 
I  most  hear  from  thee  ev'ry  day  i*  tiie  Jmot, 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days: 
Oh !  by  this  count  I  shall  be  much  in  yean. 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo ! 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUd, 

I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  I  had 
Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  oould  feU  htm, 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hoars. 
Such  thoughts,  and  such ;  or  I  could  make  him 

swear 
The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betray 
Mine  interest,  and  his  honour ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  charming,  words,  comes  in  my  father, 
And  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north. 
Shakes  aU  our  buds  from  growing. 

Shake,  CyaMime. 
80  bng 
As  he  could  make  me  with  his  eye  pr  ear 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief 
Still  waving  as  the  6t8  and  stirs  of  his  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  on, — 
How  swifl  his  ship. 

Shake.  CymbeUee, 
And  even  there,  his  eye  being  big  with  tears, 
Turning  his  face,  he  pilt  his  hand  behind  him. 
And  with  affection  wondrous  sensible. 
He  wrung  Bassanio's  hand,  and  so  they  parted. 

Sftake,  Merchant  ef  Vemc^ 
Farewell :  the  leisure  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love, 
And  ample  interchange  of  sweet  discourse. 
Which  so  long  sunder'd  friends  should  dweD  upon ; 
God  give  us  leisure  for  these  rites  of  love  ! 
Once  more,  adieu! 

Sheike,  Rwkard  III 

And  whether  we  shaD  meet  again,  I  know  not 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take :  — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  fkreweU,  Cassius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again  why  we  shall  smile ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Shake,  JtUma  Cmeer^ 
And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit,  that  we  shake  hands  and  part : 
You,  as  your  business,  and  desire,  shaH  pmntyou  t 
For  every  man  hath  business  and  desire. 
Such  as  it  is,  —  and  for  my  own  poor  part, 
Look  you,  I  win  go  pray. 

Shake.  HmmleL 
With  tha^  wringing  my  hand  he  turns  away. 
And  tho*  his  tears  would  hardly  let  him  look. 
Yet  such  a  look  did  throogh  his  tears  makn  wajt. 
As  show*d  how  sad  a  fbreweU  there  he  task, 

Dam^a  Artadia, 


pAMrma, 


How  wd  and  diniul  mxaod  the  fanweUs  which 

Poor  l0i«n  take,  whom  dmtiiiy  dbjaina, 

Although  thqr  know  their  absenee  will  be  ahortt 

And  when  they  meet  a^a,  how  muaical 

And  Bweet  are  all  the  mntnal  joya  they  breathe  I 

like  birds,  who  when  they  aee  the  weary  sun 

Forsake  the  world,  they  lay  their  little  heads 

Beneath  their  wings,  to  ease  that  weight  which  his 

Departure  adds  onto  their  grief. 

T  is  true,  my  love :  Bat  when  they  see  that  bright 

Perpetual  traveller  return,  they  warm 

And  air  their  feathers  at  his  beams,  and  sing 

Until  their  gratitude  hath  made  them  hoarse. 

Sir  W.  Davenant9  PUUonie  Looen. 

Hy  eyes  won't  lose  the  sight  of  thee, 
Bat  languish  after  thine,  and  ache  with  gazing. 
^  OttDay'$  Venice  Pre$erved, 

In  taking  leave, 
Thro'  the  dark  lashes  of  her  darting  eyes, 
Methought  she  shot  her  soul  at  ev'ry  glance, 
Still  looking  back,  as  if  she  had  a  mind 
That  you  should  know  she  left  her  soul  behind  her. 
Xee'f  ThMdotwM. 

I  part  with  thee 
As  wretches  that  are  doubtful  of  hereafter. 
Part  with  their  lives,  unwilling,  k)ath  and  fearful. 

And  trembling  at  futurity. 

Rotoe^$  Tamerlane, 

Oh !  wherefere  dost  thou  soothe  me  with  thy  soft. 


Why  dost  thou  wind  thyself  about  my  heart. 
And  make  this  separation  painful  to  us  7 

Rtnue'e  Lady  Jane  Oretf, 

Oh !  had  he  ever  lov'd,  he  would  have  thought 
The  worst  of  tortures  Uiss,  to  silent  parting. 

Ciiiber'e  Caear  in  EgypL 
Farewell,  my  home,  my  home  no  longer  now, 
Witness  of  many  a  cahn  and  happy  day ; 
And  thou,  fiir  eminence,  upon  whose  brow 
Dwelb  the  hurt  sunshine  of  the  evening  ray. 
Farewell !  Mine  eyes  no  longer  shall  pursue 
The  westering  sun  beyond  the  utmost  height, 
When  slowly  he  fersakes  the  Belds  of  light 
No  more  the  freshness  of  the  falling  dew. 
Cool  and  delightfhl  here  shall  bathe  my  head. 
As  fit>m  this  western  window  dear,  I  lean. 
Listening  the  while  I  watch  the  placid  scenes— 
The  martins  twittering  underneath  the  shed. 
Faiewdl  my  home,  where  many  a  day  has  past. 
In  joys  whose  fev'd  remembrance  long  shall  last. 

Soutkey. 

WeO— peaoe  to  thy  heart,  though  another's  it  be, 

And  health  to  thy  cheek,  though  it  bloom  not  for 

IQg^  JIfogrSt 


Farewell  to  the  few  I  have  lefl  with  regret ; 
May  they  sometimes  recall  what  I  cannot  forget, 
Tliat  comnumion  of  heart  and  that  parley  of  soul. 
Which  has  lengthen'd  our  nights,  and  illumined 
our  bowll  Moore 

Enough,  that  we  are  parted —that  there  rolls 
A  flood  of  headlong  fete  between  our  souls, 
Whose  darkness  severs  me  as  wide  from  thee 
As  hell  from  heaven,  to  all  eternity ! 

Moore'e  Latta  RoM, 

Tlien  came  the  parting  hour,  and  what  arise 
When  lovers  part !  expressive  looks,  and  eyee 
Tender  and  tearful, — many  a  fend  adieu. 
And  many  a  call  the  sorrow  to  renew ; 
Sighs  such  as  lovers  only  can  explain. 
And  words  that  they  might  undertake  in  vain. 

Craiibe^e  HdSL 

Bear  witness  earth  and  heaven. 
That  ne'er  was  hope  to  mortal  given. 
So  twisted  with  the  strings  of  life, 
As  this— -to  can  MatiUa  wife ; 
I  bid  it  now  for  ever  part. 
And  with  the  effort  bursts  my  heart 

Sem^e  RMtff 

When  fbrcM  to  part  from  those  we  love. 
Though  sure  to  meet  to-morrow ; 
We  yet  a  kind  of  anguish  prove 
And  feel  a  touch  of  sorrow. 
But  oh  \  what  words  can  paint  the  fears 
When  from  those  friends  we  sever. 
Perhaps  to  part  for  months  — for  years-— 
Perhaps  to  part  for  ever. 

I  fly  like  a  bird  of  th^  air. 
In  search  of  a  home  and  a  rest; 
A  balm  for  the  sickness  of  care ; 
A  bliss  fer  a  bosom  unblest 

Byron*e  Farewdl  to  EnglandL 

I  v^ander — it  matters  not  where ; 
No  clime  can  restore  me  my  peace. 
Or  snatch  from  the  flrown  of  despair 
A  cheering — a  fleeting  release ! 

ByrmCe  Farewdl  to  Bn^MuL 

With  thee,  my  bark,  1 11  swifUy  go^ 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine. 

Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  to, 

So  not  again  to  mine. 

ByrmCs  ChOde  HanU 

For  plsasores  past  I  do  not  grieTa» 
Nor  perils  gathering  near ; 
My  greatest  gnsf  is  that  I  leave 
No  thing  that  claiaw  a  tear. 

Byren'e  ChSlde  UarM 


AM 


PARTRVQ* 


8ha  row — ihe  sprang-««he  clung  to  his  embrace, 
1111  his  heart  heaved  beneath  her  hidden  face. 
He  dared  not  raise  to  his  that  deep  blue  eye. 
That  downcast  droopM  in  tearless  agony. 
Her  long  fair  hair  lay  floating  o*er  his  arms. 
In  all  the  wildnees  of  disheveUM  charms ; 
Scarce  beat  that  bosom  where  liis  image  dwelt 
So  full — that  feeling  seemM  almost  unfelt ! 
Hark !  peals  the  thunder  of  the  signal  gon ! 
It  told  H  was  sunset,  and  he  cursed  that  sun. 
Again  —  again  —  that  form  he  madly  i»-e88*d. 
Which  mutely  olasp*d,  imploringly  caress'd ; 
And  tottering  to  the  couch,  his  bride  he  bore--* 
One  moment  gazed  —  as  if  to  gaze  no  more ; 
Felt  —  that  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alone, 
Kiss'd  her  cold  forehead — tum*d — is  Conrad  gone  f 

Byron*$  Corwtnfm 

Ah !  then  and  there  was  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
And  gathering  tears,  and  tremblings  of  distress, 
And  cheeks  all  pale,  which  but  an  hour  ago 
Blush*d  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness : 
And  there  were  sudden  partings,  such  as  press 
The  life  from  out  young  hearts,  and  choking  sighs 
Which  ne'er  might  be  repeated ;  who  could  guess 
If  ever  more  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes. 
Since  upon  nights  so  sweet,  such  awful  mom 
could  rise.  Byron's  Childe  HaroUL 

Yet,  O  yet,  thyself  deceive  not 
Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay ; 
F  \i  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not, 
Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away. 

Bynm'B  Fare  ikee  WeH 
Think'st  thou  that  I  could  bear  to  part 
With  thee,  and  learn  to  halve  my  heart  7 

ByrmU  Bride  af  Ahtfdtm, 

Let  *s  not  unman  each  other — ^part  at  once  : 
All  farewells  should  be  sudden,  when  for  ever. 
Else  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments, 
And  dog  the  last  sad  sands  of  life  with  tears. 

'  ByroiCe  Sardanapahts, 

Have  not  all  past  human  beings  parted. 
And  must  not  all  the  present  one  day  part 

ByrtnCe  Sardanapalui* 
One  struggle  more,  and'  I  am  free 
Fium  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain. 
One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 
Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 

Byron* 

X  had  not  livM  till  now,  could  sorrow  kill ; 
)>satfa  snuns  the  wretch  who  &in  the  blow  would 

meet; 
And  I  must  even  survive  thb  last  adieu, 
And  bear  with  life,  to  love  and  pray  for  yon ! 

Byrm, 


They  tell  ae*t  is  deeided;  yondepavts 
'Tis  wise,  'tis  well,  but  not  the  leas  a  pain; 
I  have  no  fhrther  daim  on  your  young  heart, 
Mine  is  the  victim,  and  wooH  be  again; 
To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 
I  used ;  —  I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 
Be  on  this  sheet.  His  not  what  it  appears. 
My  eye-balls  bum  and  throb,  but  have  no  teare. 

ByrmL 
Here 's  a  sigh  to  those  who  love  me. 
And  a  smile  to  those  who  hato ; 
And  whatever  sky's  above  me. 
Here 's  a  heart  for  every  fate.  »» 

Why  do  I  weep?  to  leave  the  vine 

Whose  clusters  o'er  me  bend  — 
The  myrtle  —  yet  oh !  call  it  mine  !*- 

The  flowers  I  bv'd  to  tend. 
A  thousand  thoughts  of  all  things  dear. 

Like  shadows  o'er  me  sleep, 
I  leave  my  sunny  childhood  here  — 

Oh,  therefore  let  me  weep  J  **•      »—,--. 

I  have  DO  parting  sigh  to  give,  ^ 

So  take  my  parting  smUe.  j^^^  London, 

Lightly  won,  and  lightly  lost,  love  I  shed  no  tears 

fi>r  thee; 
There  was  little  to  remember,  and  nothing  to 
regret  If «st  Lotion, 

When  thou  art  gone  there  creeps  into  my  heart 

A  cold  and  bitter  consciousness  of  pain ; 
The  Ught,  the  warmth  of  life  with  thee  depart, 

And  I  sit  dreaming  o'er  and  o'er  again 
Thy  greeting  clasp,  thy  parting  look  and  tone; 
And  suddenly  I  wake  —  and  am  alone ! 

Francee  KeaMo  Bnder, 

There  are  two  hearts  whose  movements  thrill 

In  unison  so  dosdy  sweet ! 
That  pulse  to  pulse  reqwnsive  still. 

They  both  must  heave— or  cease  to  beat 

BorfUNPu  BoitHU 
There  are  two  souls  whose  equal  flow 

In  gentle  streams  so  calmly  run. 
That  when  they  part — they  part!— > ah,  no! 

They  cannot  part — those  souls  are  one. 

Bemnrd  Bnrton^ 
We  part— no  matter  how  we  part, 

There  are  some  thoughts  we  utter  noit 
Deep  treasur'd  in  our  inmost  heart, 

Never  reveal'd,  and  ne'er  forgot! 
Why  murmur  at  the  common  lot  ? 

We  part —  I  speak  not  of  the  paiai^^ 
But  when  shall  I  each  lovely  spot. 

And  each  lov'd  fiice  behold  again. 

«  Richard  Homf  VFtUe. 


PAaSIONB. 


We  parted  iA  0BdMM»  Imt  apoito  sot  «f  ptflmir; 

We  talk*d  not  of  hopM  that  we  both  mim  resign ; 
1  law  not  her  eyeo,  and  but  one  teardrop  aCaiting 
Fen  down  on  her  band  aa  it  trembled  in  mine: 
Each  felt  that  the  past  we  conld  never  recorer, 

Each  feh  that  the  ibtare  no  hope  ooidd  reelare, 
S\e  f  hudder'd  at  wringing  the  heart  of  her  lover, 

/  dared  not  to  aay  I  mnat  meet  her  no  more^ 
Long  years  have  gone  by,  and  the  spring-time 
smiles  ever 
As  o*er  oar  yoong  loves  it  first  smiled  in  diefr 
birth; 
lioog  years  have  gone  by,  yet  that  parting,  oh ! 
never 
Can  it  be  forgotten  by  either  on  earth. 
Hie  note  of  each  wild  bird  that  cards  toward 
heaven 
Hast  tell  her  of  swift-wing'd  hopes  that  were 
mine. 
While  the  dew  that  steals  over  each  blossom  at 
even 
TeOs  me  of  the  teardrop  that  wept  their  decline. 

I  must  leave  thee,  lady  sweet! 
Months  shall  waste  before  we  meet, 
Winds  are  fkir,  and  sails  are  spread, 
Anchors  leave  their  ocean  bed; 
Ere  this  shining  day  grow  dark. 
Skies  shall  gird  my  shoreless  bark ; 
Throngh  thy  tears,  O  lady  mine, 
Read  thy  lover's  parting  line. 

O.  W,  Holmes. 

Once  my  sod  was  fondly  plighted 

To  a  holy  one  of  earth  — 
Like  two  mnsic-notes  united. 

Notes  that  sever  in  their  birth. 
Yet  not  sevcr'd  we,  though  parted. 

Still  in  troth  onr  seals  are  one, 
llioagh  on  eaith  the  gentle-hearted 
Hath  her  blessed  mission  done. 

ArMjgssfifie. 

But  then  to  part !  to  part  when  Time 

Has  wreathed  his  tireless  wings  with  flowers. 
And  spread  the  richness  of  a  clime 

Of  fkiry  o*er  this  land  of  oars. 
When  glistening  leaves  and  shaded  streaoM 

In  the  soft  light  of  autumn  lay, 
And,  like  the  mnsio  of  our  dreams. 

The  viewless  breezes  seem'd  to  stray— 
'Twas  bitter  then  to  rend  the  heart 

With  the  sad  thought  that  we  must  part: 
And,  like  some  low  and  moamlul  spell. 

To  whisper  but  one  word— >&rewell. 


PASSIONS. 

Behold  the  image  of  mortali^. 
And  feeble  nature  clothed  with  fleshly  tire; 
When  raging  passion  with  fierce  tyranny, 
Robs  reason  of  her  true  regality. 
And  makes  it  servant  to  her  basest  part! 
The  strong  it  weakens  with  infirmity. 
And  vrith  bold  fiiry  arms  the  weakest  heart. 
The  strong,  through  pleasure,  soonest  fiills,  the 
weak  thro*  smart 

S'ptmer'B  Fairy  Qiuen, 
Who  vrould  the  title  of  true  worth  were  his, 
Must  vanquish  vice,  and  no  base  thoughte  con- 
ceive: 
The  bravest  trophy  ever  man  obtain*d. 
Is  that,  which,  o*er  himself;  himself  hath  gain*d. 

Earl  ef  Sterlings  DariuB. 
Passions  are  likened  best  to  floods  and  streams ; 
The  shallow  murmur,  but  the  deep  are  dumb ; 
So  when  aflfeetions  yield  discourse,  it  seems 
The  bottom  is  but  shallow  whence  they  come. 
They  that  are  rich  in  words  must  needs  discover. 
They  are  but  poor  in  that  which  makes  a  lover. 

Sir  W,  Raleigh, 

When  headstrong  passion  geto  the  reins  of  reason, 
The  force  of  nature,  like  too  strong  a  gale, 
For  want  of  ballast,  oversete  the  vessel. 

HiggOttt^B  GenerouM  Conqueror* 
Exalted  souls 
Have  passions  in  proportion  violent. 
Resistless,  and  tormenting :  they  *re  a  tax 
ImposM  by  nature  on  pre-eminence ; 
And  fortitude,  and  wisdom  must  support  them. 

LiUo'oEbneriek 

While  passions  glow,  the  heart,  like  heated  steel. 
Takes  each  impression,  and  is  worked  at  pleasure. 

ybung's  Busirif. 
When  reason,  like  the  skilful  charioteer, 
Can  break  the  fiery  passions  to  the  bit. 
And,  spite  of  their  licentious  saUies,  keep 
The  radiant  tract  of  glory ;  passions,  then. 
Are  aids  and  omamente.    Trium|4iant  reason. 
Firm  in  her  seat,  and  swift  in  her  career. 
Enjoys  their  violence,  and,  smiling,  thanks 
Their  formidable  flame,  for  bright  renown. 

Youa^o  BroAon. 
The  ruling  passion,  be  it  what  it  will. 
Hie  ruling  passion  oonquers  reason  stifl. 

Pv 

the  worst  of  slaves  is  he  whom  passion  rules, 
UncheckM  by  reason,  and  the  pow*rffal  voice 
Of  fHendship. 

BrookoU  Eati  tf  Warteiok 


PASSIONS. 


How  terrible  is  paaion !  how  oar  reasoD 
Falls  down  before  it !  whilst  tlie  tortur'd  fruneii 
like  a  ship  dasfaM  by  fierce  enoountMng  tides, 
And  of  her  pilot  spoUM,  drifes  round  and  roond, 
Tlie  sport  of  wind  and  wave. 

Barfor^t  Virgin  QtiMW. 
Ks  sonl,  like  bark  with  mdder  lost, 
On  passion^s  changfeftd  tide  was  tost , 
Nor  vice  nor  virtue  had  tiie  power 
Beyond  the  im]H«asion  of  the  hoar; 
And  O,  when  passion  mles,  how  rare 
llie  hours  that  ML  to  virtue's  share ! 

8eatf9  RMky. 

O  how  the  passions,  insolent  and  stran|^, 
Bear  our  weak  minds  their  rapid  course  akng ; 
Make  us  the  madness  of  their  vnll  obey ; 
Then  die,  and  leave  us  to  our  grieft  a  prey : 

Craibe. 
Alas !  too  well,  too  well  they  know, 
The  pain,  the  penitence,  the  woe 
That  passion  brin^  down  on  the  best, 
The  wisest  and  the  loveliest 

Moon't.Levet  of  the  Angd* 
Alas !  cur  young  affections  run  to  waste. 
Or  water  but  the  desert;  whence  arise 
But  weeds  of  dark  luxiviance,  tares  of  haste, 
Rank  at  the  core  th  >ugh  tempting  to  the  eyes, 
Fbwers,  whose  wild  odours  breathe  but  agonies. 
And  trees,  whose  gums  are  poison ;  such  the  plants 
Which  spring  beneatli  her  steps  as  passion  flies 
O'er  the  world's  wilderness,  and  vainly  pants 
For  some  celestial  fruit,  forbidden  to  our  wants. 

Byrm*$  ChSde  Harold, 
An  empire  thou  could'st  crush,  command,  rebuild. 
But  govern  not  thy  pettiest  passion. 

Byr(m*8  ChUde  Hardd, 
My  passions  were  all  living  serpents,  and 
Twin'd,  like  the  gorgons,  round  me. 

BynnCt  Werner, 
The  cold  in  elime  are  cold  in  blood. 

Their  love  can  scaroe  deserve  the  name ; 
But  mine  was  like  the  lava^ood 

That  boils  in  Etna's  breast  of  flame. 

Byrtm*$  Oiaour, 
i*  or  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vein 
Throbb'd,  as  if  back  upon  his  brain 
Tne  hot  blood  ebb'd  and  flow'd  again. 

Byron's  Parieina, 
tfcrange  fits  of  passion  liave  I  known: 
And  I  will  dare  to  te'* 
Bit4p  the  lover's  ear  alone, 


^Vhat  once  to  me  befeL 


Wordmeuik 


In  the  human  breast 
fwu  maater  passions  cannot  co-exisL 


CgmpbeU, 


I  caimot  kfe  at  I  h&ve  Iov*df 

And  yet  I  know  not  why; 
It  is  the  one  gieat  woe  of  lifii 

To  feel  all  feeling  die; 
As  ODe  by  one  the  heartstrings  snap^ 

As  age  eomes  on  so  chill; 
And  hope  seoms  left  that  hope  may  ceaas^ 

And  all  will  soon  be  stiH 
And  the  strong  paseioinSi  like  to  storms. 

Soon  rage  themselves  to  rest, 
Or  leave  a  desolated  calm— - 

A  worn  and  wasted  breast; 
A  heart  that  Uke  the  Geyser  spring. 

Amidst  its  bosom  snows. 
May  shrink,  not  rest —  but  with  its  blood 

Boils  even  in  repose. 

BotZq/'s  Festes. 

Passian,  when  deep,  is  stiH :  the  glaring  eye 
That  reads  its  enemy  with  glance  of  fire. 
The  lip,  that  curls  and  writhes  in  bittemess. 
The  brow  contracted,  till  its  wrinkles  hide 
The  keen,  fiz'd  orbs,  that  bum  and  flash  bdov, 
The  hand  firm  dench'd  and  quivering,  and  the  fool 
Planted  in  attitude  to  spring,  and  dart 
Its  vengeance,  are  the  language  it  employs. 

PercivaTt  Poenu, 

One  passion  prominent  appears,  the  lust 
Of  power,  which  ofttimes  took  the  ftirer  name 
Of  liberty,  and  hung  the  popular  flag 
Of  freedom  out 

P(Mock^9  Couru  tf  TvM, 

When  thou  art  with  me  every  sense  is  dull. 

And  all  I  am,  or  know,  or  feel,  is  thee ; 
My  soul  grows  faint,  my  veins  run  liquid  flame. 
And  my  bewilder'd  spirit  seems  to  swim 
In  eddying  whirls  of  passion  dizzily. 

Frances  Kembie  Bv&er, 

Oh !  precious  is  the  flower  that  passion  brings 
To  his  first  shrine  of  beauty,  when  the  heart 
Runs  over  in  devotion,  and  no  art 

Checks  the  free  gush  of  the  wild  lay  he  sings ; 

But  the  rapt  eye  and  the  impetuous  thought 
Declare  the  pure  affection. 

Simma'9  Orm^  TkoughU. 

The  wildest  ills  that  darken  life 
Are  rapture  to  the  bosom's  strife; 
The  tempest,  in  its  blackest  ferm. 
Is  beauty  to  the  bosom's  storm. 

J.  W.EatOmn. 

And  underneath  that  face,  like  summer's  oceanS 
Its  lip  as  moveless,  and  its  cheek  as  dear. 

Slumbers  a  whirlvrind  of  the  heart's  emotionsy 
Love,  hatred,  pride,  hope,  sonow — all  save  fear. 
HaOeefB  Peema, 


PATOSWSi 


In  thy  breast  there  springs  a  poiaoD  ftantun. 
Deadlier  than  that  where  bnathea  the  Upae  tiee. 

To  thoag:ht'B  tomiiltaoas  flow 
I  strive  to  give  the  atrength  of  glowhif  worda ; 
llie  waves  of  feeling,  tossing  to  and  fio. 

In  broken  mnsic  o'er  my  heart's  loose  ehordsi 
Give  but  their  fidnting  echoes  from  my  soul, 
As  through  its  silent  depths  their  wild,  swift  cur- 
rents rolL  Jlfri.  Wdby'i  Poems. 
Oh !  Passion's  words  are  faithless  things, 
And  Love  disowns  them  ere  they  fall ; 
It  is  the  reckless  tongue  that  stings, 
The  tongue  that  knows  not  Reason's  thraH 

Jfrt.  Osgood. 

PATIENCE. 
Patience,  nnmov'd,  no  marvel  tho*  she  pa\ise ; 
(They  can  be  meek,  that  have  no  other  cause ;) 
A  wretched  soul,  bruis'd  with  adversity, 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  cry ; 
But  were  we  burden'd  with  like  weight  of  pain, 
Ab  iQUcb,  or  more,  we  should  ourselves  complain. 
Shak$,  Comedy  qfError$. 
How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  patience ! 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  7 

Shahi.  OthdUk 
Patience,  my  lord !  why  't  is  the  soul  of  peace : 
Of  all  the  virtues  't  is  the  nearest  kin  to  heaven ; 
It  mak^  men  look  like  gods :  the  best  of  men 
That  e'er  wore  earth  about  him,  was  a  sufferer, 
A  soft,  meek,  patient,  humble,  tranquil  spirit. 
The  first  true  gentleman  that  ever  breath'd. 

Decker, 
Patience  in  cowards  is  tame  hopeless  fear ; 
But  in  brave  minds,  a  scorn  of  what  they  bear. 

Sir  R.  Howard'e  Indian  Queen, 
Many  are  the  sayings  of  the  wise, 
In  ancient  and  in  modem  books  enroll'd. 
Extolling  patience  as  the  truest  fortitude ; 
And  to  the  bearing  well  of  all  calamities. 
All  chances  incident  to  man's  frail  life, 
Consolitaries  writ, 
With  studied  argument,  and  much  persuasion 

sought, 
Lenient  of  grief  and  anxious  thought : 
But  with  th'  afflicted  in  his  pangs  their  sound 
Little  prevails,  or  rather  seems  a  tune 
Harsh,  and  of  dissonant  mood  from  his  complaint ; 
Unless  he  feel  within 
Some  source  of  consolation  firom  above, 
Secret  refreshings,  that  repair  his  strength. 
And  fainting  spirits  uphold. 

mum. 


Thy  injuries  would  teach  patience  to  blaspheme, 
Yet  still  thou  art  a  dove. 

Beawmnte  DmthU  Marriagt, 

Patience !  preach  it  to  the  winds, 
To  roaring  seas,  or  raging  fires !  the  knaves 
That  teach  it,  laugh  at  you  when  yon  believe  'em. 

Otway*e  Orphan, 

O  ye  cold-hcarted,  frozen  fbrroalista ! 

On  such  a  theme,. 't is  impious  to  be  calm; 

Passion  is  reason,  transport  temper,  here. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 

E'en  the  best  must  own. 
Patience  and  resignation  are  the  pillars 
Of  human  peace  on  earth. 

young's  Night  Tkotigkti. 

But  patience  is  tlie  virtue  of  an  ass. 

That  trots  beneath  his  burden,  and  is  quiet 

Lansdoume's  Heroic  Love, 

Preach  pationce  to  the  sea,  when  jarring  winds 
llirow  up  her  swelling  billows  to  the  sky ! 
And  if  your  reasons  mitigate  her  fury, 
My  soul  will  be  as  calm. 

Smith's  Princess' of  Parma 

Ab  the  pent  water  of  a  mill-dam  lies 
Motionless,  yielding,  noiseless,  and  serene, 
Patience  waits  meekly  with  compossion'd  eyes ; 
Or,  like  the  speck-cloud,  which  alone  is  seen 
Silver'd  within  blue  space,  ling'ring  for  air 
On  which  to  sail  prophetic  voyages ; 
Or  as  the  fimntain  stone  that  doth  not  wear. 
But  suits  itself  to  pressure,  and  with  ease 
Diverts  the  dropping  crystal ;  or  the  wifb 
That  sits  beside  her  husband,  and  her  love 
Subliming  to  another  state  and  life, 
OflPring  liim  consolation  as  a  dove  — 
Her  sighs  and  tears,  her  heartache,  and  her  mind 
Devout,  untir'd,  calm,  precious,  and  resign'd. 

Anon, 

la  your  patience  ye  are  strong. 

Miss  Barrett 

He  is  a  coward  who  would  borrow 
A  charm  against  the  present  sorrow. 
From  the  vague  fViture's  promise  of  delight! 
As  life's  alarums  nearer  roll. 
The  ancestral  buckler  calls, 
Self-clanging  from  the  walls 
In  the  high  temple  of  the  soul ; 
Where  are  most  sorrows  there  the  poet's  sphere  w 
To  feed  the  soul  with  patience. 
To  heal  its  desolations, 
With  words  of  unshorn  truth,  with  love  that  never 
wearies.  James  R.  ZaudA 
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PATRIOTISM, 

This  was  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  all ; 

All  the  conspirators,  save  only  he. 

Did  that  thej  did  in  envy  of  g^reat  Ctesar ; 

He,  only,  in  a  general  honest  thooght, 

And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 

Shak$,  JuUu9  C«sar. 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcos  Cato^  ho ! 
A  fbe  to  tyrants,  and  my  coantfy*s  friend, 

Shak§,  Juliui  Cduar. 
Be  jnst,  and  fear  not: 
Let  all  the  ends  thoo  aim'st  at  be  thy  oomitry*s. 
Thy  God*s,  and  troth^s,  then  if  thoa  fidl'st,  O 

Cromwell ! 
Thon  ft]l*st  a  blessed  martyr. 

SkakB.  Henry  VIIL 

There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook*d 
The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Bome, 
As  easily  as  a  king. 

Shak$,  JuUuB  Ctnar. 

Judge  me  not  ungentle. 
Of  manners  rude,  and  insolent  of  speech, 
If^  when  the  public  safety  is  in  question. 
My  zeal  flows  warm  and  eager  from  my  tongue. 
Rcw^a  Jane  Shore, 

Greatly  unfortunate,  he  fights  the  cause 
Of  honour,  virtue,  liberty  and  Rome ; 
His  sword  ne*cr  fell  but  on  the  guilty  head : 
Oppreraion,  tyranny,  and  power  usurped. 
Draw  all  the  vengeance  of  his  arm  upon  them. 

AddimnC$  Cato, 

No  common  object  to  your  sight  displays. 
But  what  with  pleasure  heaven  itself  surveys, 
A  brave  man  struggling  in  the  storms  of  fiite» 
And  greatly  falling  with  a  falling  state. 
While  Gato  gives  his  little  senate  laws. 
What  bosom  beats  not  in  his  country's  cause  7 
Who  sees  bim  act,  but  envies  every  deed  7 
Who  hears  him  groan,  and  does  not  wish  to  bleed  7 

Po|ie. 
Statesman,  yet  friend  to  truth !  of  soul  sincere, 
In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ! 
Who  broke  no  promise,  servM  no  private  end. 
Who  gained  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend : 
Ennobled  by  himself^  by  all  approved, 
Praised,  wept,  and  honoured,  by  the  muse  ho  Iov*d. 

Pope, 
WliLe  m  the  radiant  firont,  superior  shines 
'iliat  first  paternal  virtue,  public  zeal ; 
Who  throws  o*er  all  an  equal  wide  survey, 
And,  ever  musing  on  the  common  weal, 
^iV}  labours  glorious  with  soise  great  d'vign. 

ThmnnK^  Ssosohs. 


A  people 
Who  cannot  find  in  their  0wn  proper  fereo 
Their  own  pratoction,  are  not  worth  saving. 

Thmnmm^9  Corielamu. 
Who,  firmly  good  in  a  corrupted  state. 
Against  the  rage  of  tyrants  singly  stood. 
Invincible. 

Thommnet  Smaam, 

In  public  lifb  severe. 
To  virtue  still  inexorably  firm ; 
But  when,  beneath  his  low  illustrious  rooC 
Sweet  peace  and  happy  wisdmn  smoothM  his  brow. 
Not  friendship  softer  Vms,  nor  love  more  kind. 

TAof?isoR*t  SeatotiM 

He  alone 
Remains  unshaken.    Rising  he  displays 
His  god-]ike  presence.    Dignity  and  grace 
Adorn  his  frame,  and  manly  beauty  join*d 
With  strength  Herculean.    On  his  aspect  shines 
Sublimcst  virtue,  and  desire  of  fame. 
Where  justice  gives  the  laurel ;  in  his  eye 
The  inextinguishable  spark,  which  fires 
The  sotil  of  patriots;  while  his  brow  supports 
Undaunted  valour,  and  contempt  of  death. 
Serene  he  rose,  and  thus  address'd  the  throng. 
Glooer*%  Leomdae 

To  fight. 
In  a  just  cause,  and  for  our  country's  gk>ry. 
Is  the  best  office  of  the  best  of  men ; 
And  to  decline  when  these  motives  urge. 
Is  infamy  beneath  a  coward's  baseness.  ^ 

Havard'9  Regului 

Our  country's  welfare  is  our  first  concern. 
And  who  promotes  that  beat,  best  proves  his  duly. 
Htttoar^g  Rtgdue. 

What  constitutes  a  state  7 
Not  high-rais'd  battlement  or  labour'd  mound, 

Tliick  wall  or  moated  gate ; 
Not  cities  proud  with  spires  and  turrets  crown'd; 

Not  bays  and  broad-arm'd  ports. 
Where,  laughing  at  the  storm,  rich  navies  ride; 

Not  starr'd  and  spangled  courts. 
Where  low-brow'd  baseness  waf^s  perfume  to  pride. 

No :  —  Men,  high-minded  Men, 
With  powers  as  far  above  dull  brutes  endued. 

In  forest,  brake,  or  den. 
As  beasts  excel  cold  rocks  and  brambles  rude: 

Men,  who  their  duties  know. 
But  know  their  rights,  and  knowing,  dare  maix^ 
tain, 

Prevent  the  long-aim'd  blow. 

And  crush  the  tyrant,  while  they  rend  the  chain  s— > 

These  constitute  a  state. 

Sir  WiUiamJmm 


PATRIOTISM. 


IVira  fimn  the  g^littering  bribe  iky  Bcornftil  eye, 
Nor  sell  lor  gold  wbat  gokl  could  never  buy ; 
Tlie  peaeefiil  slumber,  ■elf-approving  day, 
Uonillied  fiune,  and  ronacience  ever  gay. 

Vr,  Johnmm*9  LondctL 
How  sleep  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest, 
By  all  their  country's  veishes  blest ! 
When  spring,  vnth  dewy  fingers 'cold. 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallowed  noould, 
She  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod, 
rhan  fiuicy*s  feet  have  ever  trod. 
By  &iry  hands  their  knell  is  rung. 
By  forms  unseen  their  dirge  is  sung, 
Tliere  honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  grey. 
To  bless  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay. 
And  freedom  shall  awhile  repair, 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there. 

CoUim, 

Of  patriots  bursting  with  heroic  rage. 
Or  placemen,  all  tranquiUitj  and  smiles. 

Cowper's  Task, 

Bat  the  age  of  virtuous  politics  is  past. 
And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence. 
Patriots  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  be  sincere. 
And  we  too  wise  to  trust  them. 

CotDper'9  Teak. 

I  see  thee  weep,  and  thine  are  honest  tears, 
A  patriot's  for  his  country.    Thou  art  sad 
At  thought  of  her  forlorn  and  abject  state, 
fVom  which  no  power  of  thine  can  raise  her  up. 

Cotoper's  Tatifc. 
Through  private  pique  some  do  the  public  right. 
And  love  their  king  and  country  out  of  spite. 

Coi0per. 
Give  me  the  death  of  those 

Who  fbr  their  country  die; 
And  oh!  be  mine  like  their  repose, 

When  cold  and  low  they  lie 
Their  loveliest  mother  earth 

EInshrines  the  fallen  brave; 
In  her  sweet  lap  who  gave  them  birth. 

They  find  their  tranquil  grave. 

Montgomery's  Wanderer  €f  SwUxerlaniL 
In  that  dread  hour  my  country's  guard  I  stood. 
From  the  state's  vitals  tore  the  coiled  serpent, 
First  hung  with  writhing  up  to  public  scorn. 
Then  flung  him  fi>rth  to  rmn. 

ATdrftf rtn's  Bertram. 

O  heaven,  he  cried,  my  bleeding  country  save ! 
Is  there  no  hand  on  high  to  shield  the  brave  7 
Yet,  though  destruction  sweep  those  lovely  plains. 
Rise,  fellow-men !  our  country  yet  remains ! 
By  that  dread  name,  we  wave  the  sword  on  high. 
And  swear  fiur  her  to  live !  with  her  to  die ! 

CampbdTi  Plmmtres  of  Hope, 


Firm-paoed  and  slow,  a  horrid  front  they  fbnii| 
Still  as  the  breeze,  but  dreadful  as  the  storm ; 
I^w  murmuring  sounds  along  tlicir  banners  fly, 
Revenge  or  death  —  the  watchword  and  reply; 
Then  pealed  the  notes,  omnipotent  to  charm. 
And  the  loud  tocsin  toll'd  their  last  alarm ! 

CampbdL^e  FUaeurto  of  Hope, 

Hope  Ibr  a  season  bade  the  world  farewell, 
And  freedom  shriek'd,  as  Kosciusko  fell ! 

'    CamplfeWe  PUaewrea  of  Hope, 

He  who  maintains  his  country's  laws 
Alone  is  great ;  or  he  who  dies  in  the  good  cause 

Sir  A,  Hunt 

Far  he  fled  —  indignant  fled. 
The  pageant  of  his  country's  shame ; 
While  every  tear  her  children  shed 
FcH  on  his  soul,  like  drops  of  flame ; 
And  as  a  lover  hails  the  dawn 
Of  a  first  smile,  so  welcom'd  he 
The  Sparkle  of  the  first  sword  drawn 
For  vengeance  and  for  liberty ! 

Moore's  LaOa  Rookk 

'Tis  come,  —  his  hour  of  martyrdom 
In  freedom's  sacred  cause  is  come ; 
And,  though  his  life  hath  pass'd  away 
Like  lightning  on  a  stormy  day. 
Yet  shall  his  death-hour  leave  a  track 
Of  glory,  permanent  and  bright, 
To  which  the  brave  of  afler-times. 
The  suffering  brave,  shall  long  look  back 
With  prftud  regret, — and  by  its  light 
Watch  through  the  hours  of  slavery's  night. 
For  vengeance  on  the  oppressor's  crimes. 

ilfoore's  LaJia  RoM. 

The  sword  may  pierce  the  bearer. 

Stone  walls  in  time  may  sever : 

'TIS  heart  alone. 

Worth  steel  and  stone. 

That  keeps  men  free  for  ever ! 


Moon, 


O  for  the  swords  of  former  time, 
O  fbr  the  men  who  bore  them, 
When  arm'd  for  right,  they  stood  subUme, 
And  tyrants  crouch'd  before  them! 

«*  Land  of  song  !**  said  the  warrior  bard, 
*•  Though  all  the  world  betray  thee; 
One  sword  at  least  thy  rights  shall  guard. 
One  faithful  harp  shall  praise  thee !" 


Juoon- 


Momo 


This  love  of  thin«. 
For  an  ungrateful  and  tynmiic  soil,  \ 

Is  passion,  and  not  patriotaam.  ' 

Byron's  Two  Ft 
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Calendaro.    But  if  we  fiiil  — 

BertuccUk    They  never  fail  who  die 

In  a  great  cause :  the  block  may  aoak  their  gate : 

Their  heads  may  sodden  in  the  sun ;  their  limbs 

Be  strung  to  city  gates  and  castle  walls — 

But  still  their  spirit  walks  abroad.    Tho*  yean 

Elapse,  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom, 

Tlicy  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping  thoughts 

Which  overpower  all  others,  and  conduct 

Tlie  world  at  last  to  ffeedom. 

Byron^s  Doge  of  Vemee. 

Snatch  from  the  aphcs  of  your  sires 
The  embers  of  their  former  fires. 
And  he  who  in  the  strife  expires 
Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  fear, 
That  tyranny  shall  quake  to  hear. 

Bymri't  Giaour, 

And  here  and  there  some  stem,  high  patriot  stood, 
Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

Bynm. 
There  was  something 
In  my  native  air  that  buoyM  my  spirits  up. 
Like  a  ship  on  the  ocean  tossM  by  storms, 
But  proudly  still  bestriding  the  high  waves, 
And  holding  on  her  course. 

I  will  teach  thine  infant  tongue 
To  call  upon  those  heroes  old 
In  their  own  language,  and  will  mould 
Thy  growing  spirit  in  the  flame 
Of  Grecian  lore ;  that  by  each  name      , 
A  patriot^s  birth-right  thou  may*st  claim. 

SheUey, 
Then  none  was  for  a  party; 

Then  all  were  for  the  state ; 
Then  the  great  man  help'd  the  poor, 

And  the  poor  man  lov*d  the  great ; 
Then  lands  were  fairly  portionM ; 

Then  spoils  were  fairly  sold; 
rhe  Komans  were  like  brothers 

In  the  brave  days  of  old. 

MaeaideifB  HonOiui. 

"  Qui  pice  7"  these  is  the  sentry's  cry,  — 

ITie  sleepless  soldier's  hand, — 
Are  these,  —  the  painted  folds  thus  fly 
And  lifl  their  emblems,  printed  high 
On  morning  mist  and  sunset  sky,  — 

The  guardians  of  a  land  ? 
No !  if  the  patriot's  pulses  sleep ; 
How  vain  the  watoh  that  hirelings  keep;—* 

Hie  idle  flag  that  waves. 
When  Conquest,  with  his  iron  heel, 
'J>eads  down,  the  standards  and  the  eteel 

Thu  belt  the  soil  of  fllAVoe. 

O.  W.  Hdmm. 


*T  is  home-felt  jdeasure  prompts  the  patriot*!  ogh, 
This  makes  him  wish  to  live,  and  dare  to  die. 


Land  of  the  West— -  beaeath  the  leaves 
There 's  not  a  fairer,  lovelier  clime ; 
Nor  one  to  which  was  ever  givea 
A  destiny  more  high,  suhlime. 

W.  D,  GaSagher. 

Our  country !  —  H  is  a  glorious  land  I 

With  broad  arms  stretch'd  from  shore  to  shorey 
The  proud  Pacific  chafes  her  strand. 

She  hears  the  dark  Atlantic  roar ; 
And  nurtured  on  her  ample  breast. 

How  many  a  goodly  prospect  lies 
In  Nature's  wild<«t  grandeur  drest, 

Enamell'd  with  the  loveliest  dyes. 

WWiam  JeweU  PtAodk. 
Great  God !  we  thank  thee  for  this  home— 

This  bounteous  birthland  of  the  firee ; 
Where  wanderers  from  afar  may  come, 

And  breathe  the  air  of  liberty !  — 
Still  may  her  flowers  uhtramiM  spiring. 

Her  harvests  wave,  her  citiee  rise ; 
And  yet,  till  Time  shaU  fbld  his  wing. 

Remain  Earth's  k>veliest  Paradise ! 

WilHam  Jewett  Pabo^ 
Pride  in  the  gift  of  country  and  of  name 

Speaks  in  the  eye  and  step  — 

He  treads  his  native  Land ! 

jaaOeePf  Pssiml 

Land  where  he  leam'd  to  lisp  a  mother's  name, 
The  first  bebv'd  m  life,  the  hist  forgot, 

Idtnd  of  his  frolic  jooth. 

Land  of  his  bridal  eve. 
Land  of  his  children—vain  jwa  oofaimn'e  atrength, 
Invaders !  vain  your  battles'  steel  and  fire ! 

Choose  ye  the  morrow's  doom— 

A  prison  or  a  grave! 

HaUeek'a  Poemi, 

The  patriot !  go,  to  Fame's  proud  mount  repair. 
The  tardy  pile,  slow  rising  there. 
With  tongueless  eloquence  shall  tell 
Of  them  who  fer  their  country  fell. 

Spragu^B  Poem. 

AU  are  not  bom  the  glory  of  their  race. 
But  all  may  shun  the  pathway  to  disgrace ; 
In  humblest  vales  the  patriot  heart  may  glow; 
T%at  nurtures  men — they  give  the  inspiring  blow ! 

Jame$  T,  Fiddi. 
Our  Country  first,  their  glory  and  their  pride, 
Land  of  their  hopes,  land  where  their  fathers 

died. 
When  in  the  right,  they  '11  keep  thy  honour  bright. 
When  in  the  wrong,  they  '11  die  to  set  it  right 

Jawtet  T.FiddM 
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In  pnee  there  *8  nothiiigr  go  becomes  a  man 
As  modeft  stillness  and  hvmility. 

Shakg.  Henry  F. 

A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  oonqtiest ; 
For  then  both  paities  nobly  are  subdued. 
And  neither  party  loser. 

ahaJu.  Hmry  JV,    Part  IL 

In  her  days,  every  man  shall  eat  in  safety, 
Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants ;  and  sin^ 
"Hie  merry  song  of  peace  to  all  his  neighboors. 

ShaU.  Henry  VIII. 
Ay:  but  give  me  worship  and  quietness, 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 

Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  victoriouB  wreaths ; 
Our  bruised  arms  hung  up  &x  monuments; 
Oar  Btem  alarams  changed  to  merry  meeting, 
Oor  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  measures. 
Grim-visagVl  war  has  smoothed  his  wrinkled  front ; 
And  now^— -instead  of  mounting  barbed  steeds. 
To  fright  the  souk  of  feaiiul  adTersaries^^ 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady*s  chamber. 
To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute. 

Shake,  Richard  IIL 
Now  is  the  winter  of  our  disoontsnt 
Made  glorious  summw  by  this  sun  of  York ; 
And  all  the  doods,  that  low'rd  upon  oor  hodse, 
In  the  deep  bosom  of  tho  ocean  buried. 

Shake.  Richard  IIL 
If  I  unwittingly,  or  in  my  rage. 
Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  in  this  presence,  I  desire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace : 
Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity; 
I  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men^s  love. 

Shake.  Richard  III. 

Peace,  greatness  best  becomes.    Calm  pow'r  doth 

guide 
With  a  &r  more  imperious  stateliness, 
Than  all  the  swords  of  violence  can  do : 
And  easier  gains  those  ends  she  tends  unto. 

Vanid. 
In  this  plenty. 
And  fat  of  peace,  your  young  men  ne*er  were 

trained 
In  martial  discipline ;  and  your  ships,  unriggM, 
Rot  in  the  harbor ;  nor  defence  prepared, 
Bat  thought  unuseful ;  as  if  that  the  gods. 
Indulgent  to  your  sloth,  had  granted  you 
A  perpetuity  of  pride  and  pleasure ; 
Nor  change  &arM,  or  expected. 

Maeeinger*e  BmndnuMi 
2A 


States  that  never  knew     I 

A  change  but  in  their  grtMh,  which  a  loDg  poac« 

Hath  brought  unto  perfection,  are  like  steel. 

Which,  being  neglected,  will  consume  itself 

With  its  own  rust:  so  doth  security 

Eat  through  the  hearts  of  states,  while  they  *re 

sleeping 
And  loU'd  in  her  false  quiet 

NaWe  Hannibal  and  Scijne, 

Men  are  unhappy  when  they  know  not  how 
To  value  peace,  without  its  loss ; 
And  from  the  want  learn  how  to  use 
What  they  could  so  ill  manage  when  enjoy*d. 

Sir  R,  Howard'e  BHnd  Lady. 

The  trenchant  blade,  Toledo  trusty. 
For  want  of  fighting,  was  grown  rusty. 
And  ate  into  itself  for  lack 
Of  somebody  to  hew  and  hack, 

Butler'e  Hudibrae 
O  beauteous  peace ! 
Sweet  union  of  a  state !  what  else  but  thou 
Gives  safety,  strength,  and  glory  to  a  people  ? 

Thotneon. 
Oh,  peace !  thou  source  and  soul  of  social  life : 
Beneath  whose  calm  ins]Mring  influence, 
Science  his  views  enlarges,  art  refines, 
And  swelling  commerce  opens  all  her  ports ; 
Blest  be  the  man  divine,  who  gives  us  thee  I 

ThomeoeCe  Britannia, 

Oh  first  of  human  blessings !  and  supreme ! 
Fair  peace !  how  lovely,  how  delightful  thou ! 
By  whose  wide  tie,  the  kindred  sons  of  men 
Live  brothers  like,  in  amity  combined. 
And  unsuspicious  faith ;  while  honest  toil 
Gives  every  joy,  and  to  those  joys  a  right. 
Which  idle,  barbarous  rapine  but  usurps. 

Thomeon^e  Britameuu 

Sweet  peace,  who  long  hath  shunn*d  my  plaintive 

lay, 
Consents,  at  length,  to  bring  me  short  delight 

ColUna. 
Now  no  more  the  drum 
Provokes  to  arms,  or  trumpet's  clangour  shrill 
Affirights  the  wives,  or  chills  the  virgin's  blood ; 
But  joy  and  pleasure  open  to  the  view 
Unintennpted!  pj^j^,,  cidm. 

Hie  goodness  of  the  heart  is  shown  in  deeds 
Of  peacefldness  and  kindness.  Hand  and  heart 
Are  one  thing  with  the  good,  as  thou  should'st  be. 
Do  my  words  trouble  thee  ?  then  treasure  them , 
Pain  ofurgot  gives  peace,  as  death  doth  Heaven  • 
All  things  that  speak  of  Heavofi  speak  of  peaoe, 

BaUey'e  Feetut. 
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Lon;  peace,  I  find. 
Bat  mines  dang;erooe  humoun  op  to  ttrei^;tfa, 
LiceoM  and  wanton  lage,  which  war,  alone, 
Can  purg^e  away. 

JfUlK'«  Mmti^ka. 

O,  these  were  houre  when  thrilling  joy  repaid 
A  long,  long  course  of  darkness,  douhts,  and  fears ! 
The  hcart-sick  faintness  of  the  hope  dctayM, 
The  waste,  the  woe,  the  bloodshed,  and  the  tears, 
lliat  trackM  with  terror  twenty  roUusg  years. 
All  was  fiirgot  in  that  blithe  Jabilee ; 
Her  downcast  eye  even  pale  aflliction  rearsb 
To  sigh  a  thaaUol  pimyer  amid  the  glee 
That  hail*d  the  despot's  fiill,  and  peace  and  liberty  I 
8eoU'$  Lord  of  the  JbUb, 

What  is  peace  ?—> when  pain  is  over 

And  lore  ceases  to  rebel, 
Let  the  last  fkint  sigh  discover 

Hiat  precedes  the  passing  knelL 


Peace,  thy  olive  wand  extend. 
And  bid  wild  war  his  ravage  end, 
Man  with  brother  man  to  meet. 
And  as  a  brother  kindly  greet 


iTsrasieonii. 
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O  then  that  wisdom  may  we  know, 
Which  yields  a  life  of  peace  below ! 

CharUa  Sprague, 
God  of  Peace !  — whose  Spirit  fills 
All  the  echoes  of  oar  bills, 
All  the  marmors  of  oar  rills. 

Now  the  storm  is  o*er  \^^ 
O,  let  fVeemen  be  oar  sons ; 
And  let  fhture  Washhiqtoni 
Rise  to  lead  their  valiant  ones, 

Till  there  *s  war  no  more. 

JiAn  Piarpont 

O !  never  yet  did  peace  her  chaplet  twine 
To  lay  upon  base  mammon's  sordid  shrine, 
Where  earth's  most  prccioos  things  are  bought 

and  sold  ; 
Tlirown  on  that  pile,  the  pearl  of  price  woold  be 
Oeitpis'd,  because  unfit  for  merchantry. 

Mr9,Embwry. 

Peace,  sweet  peace  is  ever  found 
In  her  eternal  kome  on  koty  ground. 

MTO,  Etnottty, 

Were  half  tne  power  that  filb  the  world  with 
terror, 
Were  half  the  wealth  bealowM  on  camps  and 
ooorts, 
Ofven  to  redeem  the  homan  muid  firom  error. 
There  were  w*  need  of  ananalp  and  forts  I 

LmgfiUmo't  Poma. 


Peace  seem'd  to  reiga  iqna  earth,  and  the  restless 

heart  of  the  ocean 
Was  for  a  moment  oonsol'd.    All  soonds  wen  m 

harmony  Uended. 
Voices  of  children  at  play,  the  crowing  of  eoeke 

in  the  farak-yard. 
Whirr  of  wings  in  the  drowsy  air,  and  the  cooing 

of  pigeons. 
An  were  subdued  and  low  as  the  murmurs  of  love, 

and  the  great  sun 
Look*d  with  eye  of  peace  through  the  golden  va- 
pours around  him. 

Lomgfdloti^a  Evaagdme, 
Down  the  dark  fiiture,  through  long  generations. 
The  echomg  sounds  grow  fointer  and  then  cease ; 
And  like  a  bell,  with  solemn,  sweet  vibrations, 
I  hear  once   more  the  voice  of  CSuist  say-— 

•«  Peace!"  LongfeUno'B  Poemo. 

Look  at  him 
Who  reads  aright  the  image  on  his  soul. 
And  gives  it  nurture  like  a  child  of  light 
His  lifo  is  calm  and  blessed,  for  his  peace. 
Like  a  rich  pearl  beyond  the  diver's  ken. 
Lies  deep  in  his  own  bosom.    His  is  pore, 
For  the  soul's  errands  are  not  done  irith  mea; 
His  senses  are  subdued  and  serve  the  sooL 

WtOis's  PesMS. 

Speak  gently !    He  who  gave  his  life 

To  bend  man's  stubborn  will. 
When  elements  were  fierce  with  stiift. 

Said  to  them,  •'Peace,  be  still !" 

DeaidBoim 
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His  bed  of  wool  yields  safe  and  quiet  sleeps. 
While  by  his  side  his  foithfhl  spouse  hath  place ; 
His  little  son  into  his  bosom  creeps, 
The  lively  picture  of  his  fiither's  face : 
Never  his  humble  house  nor  state  torment  him ; 
Less  he  oonld  like,  if  less  his  God  had  sent  lum ! 
And  when  he  dies,  green  turfs,  with  grassy  tomb, 
content  him.  PAmsss  FUteker 

He  trudg'd  along,  unknowing  what  he  eoo^ht, 
And  whistled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thoogfht 

Dryden^e  Cymon  and  Ipkigemm 
His  corn  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
And  his  supreme  delight,  a  country  fair. 

Dryden^e  Cymon  and  Jpkigtm^ 

Cheerfol,  athiom,  he  wakes  fixNn  short  repose. 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes. 

GiAdmnUkU  lYavetter. 
At  night  retoming,  ev'ry  labour  sped. 
He  sits  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  shod. 

GoUemiik^9  tVwMSSsr 


vm. 


m  fkrea  the  had,  to  hast^ain;  ilk  m  pray. 
Where  wealth  aecamulates,  and  men  decay ; 
Princes  and  lorda  may  flonriah,  or  may  &de ; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made : 
Bnt  a  bdd  peasantry,  their  coaatry's  pride. 
When  once  destroyed,  can  never  be  snppl'.ed. 

GUdmiih't  DegerUd  ViUage. 

Yetij  let  tlie  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain. 
These  simple  blessings  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  its  play. 
The  soul  adopts,  and  owns  their  first-born  sway ; 
Lightly  they  frolic  o*er  the  vacant  mind, 
Uncnvied,  unmolested,  unconfincd. 
But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  masquerade, 
With  aU  the  fi-caks  of  wanton  wealth  array'd. 
In  these,  ere  triflers  half  their  wish  obtain. 
The  toiling  pleasure  sickens  into  pain ; 
And,  e*cn  while  passion^s  brightest  arts  decoy, 
The  heart,  distrusting,  asks  if  this  be  joy  ? 

GoLdmnWCB  Deserted  ViUage. 

UnkDown  to  them,  when  sensual  pleasnres  cloy, 
To  fiU  the  languid  pause  with  finer  joy ; 
Unknown  those  pow'rs  that  raise  the  soul  to  flame^ 
Catch  ev*ry  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame. 
Their  level  life  is  but  a  mouldering  fire, 
Unquench'd  by  want,  unfannM  by  strong  desire ; 
Unfit  fiir  raptures,  or,  if  raptures  cheer. 
On  some  high  festival  of  once  a  year. 
In  wild  excess  the  vulgar  breast  takes  fire, 
Till,  buried  in  debanch,  the  bliss  expire. 

QditmUh^t  TrawOer, 

Far  from  the  maddening  crowd's  ignoble  stri&, 
Their  sober  wishes  never  leamM  to  stray ; 
Along  the  cool  sequesterM  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noiseless  tenour  of  their  way. 

Oray*9  Churchyard, 
November  chill  blows  loud  wi*  angry  sugh ; 
The  shortening  winter-day  draws  near  a  close ; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  fi«e  the  pleugh ; 
The  black'ning  trains  o*  craws  to  their  repose  x 
The  toil-wom  cotter  frae  his  labour  goes. 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end, 
Cdlects  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes. 
Hoping  the  mom  at  ease  and  rest  to  spend. 
And  weary,  o*er  the  moor,  his  course  does  home- 
ward  bend. 

JBums'  €cUir*$  SBtitrday  Nig^ 

Right  <^  voice  in  framing  laws. 
Right  of  peers  to  try  each  cause ; 
Peasant  homestead,  mean  and  small« 
Sacred  as  the  monarch's  hall* 

Wbittm'9  PmmB, 


From  labour  healtfay  from  health  eontentmont 

•prine*; 
Cootentni«it  apcM  the  source  of  every  joy. 
He  envied  not,  he  never  thought  of  kings ; 
Nor  firom  those  appetites  sustain*d  annoy. 
That  chance  may  firustrate,  or  indulgence  cloy ; 
Nor  fate  his  calm  and  humble  hope  beguilM; 
He  mourn*d  no  recreant  friend,  nor  mistress  coy  I 
For  on  his  vows  the  blameless  Phoebe  smiPd, 
And  her  akme  he  lov'd,  and  lov*d  her  (ram  a  child* 
BtaUie'9  MinslreL 

Let  luxury,  sickening  in  proflision's  chair. 
Unwisely  pamper  his  unworthy  heir ; 
And  while  he  ^ds  him,  blush  and  tremble  too, 
But,  Love  and  Labour,  blush  not,  fear  not  you. 
Your  children,  (splinters  from  the  moimtain's  side,) 
With  rugged  hands,  shall  for  themselves  provide 
Parent  of  valour,  cast  away  thy  fear ; 
Mother  of  men,  be  proud  without  a  tear ! 
While  round  your  hearth  the  woe-nurs'd  virtues 

move. 
All,  all  that  manliness  can  ask  of  love ; 
Remember  Hogarth,  and  abjure  despair, 
Remember  Arkwright,  and  the  peasant  Clare. 

Ebenezer  Elliott, 


PEN. 


Oh !  nature's  noblest  gift— my  grey  geese  quill  i 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  will, 
Tom  fhim  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen, 
Tliat  mighty  instrument  of  little  men  I 

Byrtm*9  Engliah  Bmrds  m»d  SctUh  RnUmert, 

Ye  safe  and  formal  men. 
Who  write  the  deeds,  and  with  unfeverish  hand 
Weigh  in  nice  scales  the  motives  of  the  great. 
Ye  cannot  know  what  ye  have  never  tried. 

Buboer'i  RiektUeu, 

Beneath  the  rule  of  men  entirely  great. 
The  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword.    Behold 
The  arch  enchanter's  wand !  itself  a  nothing ! 
But  taking  sorcery  from  the  master  hand, 
To  paralyze  the  Oesars,  and  to  strike 
The  loud  earth  breathless  I 

Bultoet^M  RiekdUm 

Jn  days  of  yore,  the  poet's  pen 

From  wing  of  bird  was  plundcr'd. 
Perhaps  of  goose,  but  now  and  then. 

From  Jove's  own  eagle  sunder'd. 
But  now,  metallio  pens  disclose 

Alone  the  poet's  numbers; 
In  iron  inqiiration  gbws, 

Or  with  the  poet  ahimben. 
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The  poet*0  pen  is  the  tnie  divining  rod 
Which  trembles  towards  the  inner  liiantB  of  fteling ; 
Bringing  to  light  and  use,  sJse  Jiid  firora  aU, 
Tlie  many  sweet  clear  sources  which  we  hsjro 
Of  good  and  beauty  in  our  own  deep  bosoms ; 
And  marks  the  Tariatians  of  all  mind 
As  does  the  needle. 

Baiieif'B  Futu§. 

I  would  not  have  mypen  pursue 

The  "^  beaten  track*' ^  a  slave  fiir  ever ; 
No!  roam  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do 

In  author  4and,  by  rock  and  river. 
Be  like  the  sunbeam's  burning  wing. 

Be  like  the  wand  in  Cinderella, 
And  if  you  touch  a  common  thing, 

Ah  I  change  to  gold  the  pumpkin  yellow ! 
May  grace  come  fluttering  roimd  your  steps. 

Whene'er,  my  bird,  you  light  on  paper, 
And  music  murmur  at  your  lips. 

And  truth  restrain  each  truant  caper. 

Jtfrs.  OBgood's  Poemi. 

Be  tun'd  to  tenderest  music  when 

Of  sin  and  shame  thou'rt  sadly  singing; 
But  diamond  be  thy  point,  mj  pen. 
When  folly's  bells  are  round  thee  ringing ! 

Mrs.  O$good'$  PoemM, 
—  Forc'd  to  drudge  far  the  dregs  of  men. 
And  scrawl  strange  words  with  the  barbarous  pen, 
And  mingle  among  the  jostling  crowd. 
Where  the  sons  of  strife  are  bu^  and  kmd. 

BryatU'B  Pi 


PERFECTION. 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 

To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet. 

To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 

Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper  light 

To  seek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  garnish, 

Is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  excess. 

Shak»»  Kimg  Jalm, 

Nature,  in  her  productions,  slow,  aspires 
^  By  just  degrees  to  reach  perfection's  height 

SomenUU^B  Chau, 

So  slow 
llie  growth  of  what  is  excellent,  so  hard 
•J '  attain  perfection  in  this  nether  world. 

Cowper'8  Ta9lc, 
f  ct  other  bards  of  angels  sing, 
Bright  suns  without  a  spot; 
Out  thou  art  no  such  perfect  thing : 
Rejoice  that  thou  art  not! 

Wordiworth, 


PERSEVERANCaS. 

Perseverance,  dear  my  lord, 
Keeps  honour  bright'    To  have  none,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  fkshion,  like  a  rusty  Ibul 
In  monumental  mookery. 

Revolt  is  recreant,  when  pursuit  is  brave ; 
Never  to  faint,  doth  purchase  what  we  crave. 

MaeJun'B  Dumb  KmghL 

Attempt  the  end,  and  never  stand  to  doubt ; 
Nothing 's  so  hard,  but  search  will  find  it  out 

Herrid. 

He  who  files, 
In  war  or  peace,  who  his  great  purpose  yieldi^ 
He  is  the  only  villain  of  this  world : 
But  be  who  labours  firm  and  gains  his  point, 
Be  what  it  will,  which  crowns  him  with  success, 
He  is  the  sop  of  fortune  and  of  fame ; 
By  those  admir'd,  those  specious  villains  most, 
lliat  else  had  beUow'd  out  reproach  against  him. 
ThomaoiC$  Agamemnon, 

Perseverance  is  a  Roman  virtue, 
That  wins  each  god-like  act,  and  plucks  success 
E'en  from  the  spear-proof  crest  of  rugged  danger. 
HavarePa  Regulu$» 

Tlie 'proudest  motto  for  the  young ! 

Write  it  in  lines  of  gold 
Upon  thy  he^rt,  and  in  thy  mind 

The  stirring  words  enfold ; 
And  in  misfintuae's  dreary  houTt 

Or  fiurtane's  prosperous  gale, 
'Twill  have  a  holy,  cheering  power — 

**  There 's  no  such  word  as  fail  ."* 

Mrt.NeaL 

Press  on !  for  it  is  godlike  to  unloose 
The  spirit,  and  fi>rget  yourself  in  thought ; 
Bending  a  pinion  for  tiie  deeper  sky, 
And,  in  the  very  fetters  of  your  flesh. 
Mating  with  the  pure  essences  of  heaven ! 
Press  on !  **  for  in  the  grave  there  is  no  work, 
And  no  device.** — ^Press  on !  while  yet  you  may ! 

WiUU's  Pom$, 

Stick  to  your    aim;   the    mongrel's  hold  will 

slip. 
But  <mly  crow4iars  loose  the  bulldog's  Up; 
Small  as  he  looks,  the  jaw  that  never  yields 
Drags  down  the  bellowing  monarch  of  the  fields. 

O.  W.  ilebws. 
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in  grive  thee  armoar  to  keep  off  that  word, 

Adrenity'B  tweet  nUk,  phOeeophy, 

To  oom&rt  tbe%  ^j^  j^^^^  ^^  ^^^ 

Hung  Qp  philoaopby ! 
Dnlefls  philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet* 
Displant  a  town,  reTerso  a  prince's  doom ; 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not;  talk  no  more. 

ShaJu,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

I  pray  Aee,  peace;  I  will  be  flesh  and  blood; 
For  fliere  was  never  yet  philosopher 
Hiat  eonld  endme  the  toothache  patiently; 
However  they  have  writ  tiie  style  of  gods, 
And  made  a  pish  at  chance  and  sofiferance. 

Shako,  Mveh  Ado. 
Thereibre,  brave  oonqnerors— for  so  yon  are, 
Tbat  war  against  yoor  own  affections. 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  vrorld's  desbes. 

Shako,  Looe'o  Labour  Loot. 

Blest  are  those 
Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  commingled. 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger. 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please :  give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  passion^s  slave,  and  I  wiU  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  m  my  heart  of  hearts. 
As  I  do  thee.    Something  too  much  of  this.  ' 

Shako.  Hamkt, 
There  ave  mote  things  in  heaven  and  earlli, 

Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  phUesdphy. 

Shako,  HamUL 
A  man,  whose  Mood 
b  very  snow  brodi ;  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  stings  and  motions  of  the  sense : 
But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
With  profits  of  the  mind,  study  and  fast. 

Shako,  Mea.  for  Mea, 
How  charming  is  divine  philosophy ! 
Not  harsh  and  crabbed,  as  dull  fbda  suppose,  ^ 
Bat  musical  as  is  Apollo's  lute. 
And  a  perpetual  &ast  of  nectar'd  sweets, 
Where  no  crude  surfeit  reigns. 

Miiion'o  Comao, 

Others  apart  sat  on  a  hill  retired. 
In  thoughts  more  elevate,  and  reasooM  high 
Of  profideace,  foreknowledge,  will,  and  ikte, 
Fix'd  fhte,  free  wiH,  ibrd^nowledge  abeolala, 
And  ibond  no  end,  in  wand'ring  males  lost 

MUton'o  Paradioo  Loot 

Besides,  he  was  a  shrewd  philosopher, 
And  had  read  every  text  and  gloss  over. 

BuOer'o  HudShrao, 


But  Hndibr&s,  t^o  seam  d  to  stoop 
To  fortune,  or  be  said  to  droop. 
Cheered  tip  himself  with  ends  of  verse, 
And  sayings  of  pfaflosophers. 

BaOti^o  ihtdXbrao. 
A  deep  occult  phileeopber. 
As  leam'd  as  the  wild  Irish  ana. 

BnOei^o  Hudihrao.       1 
Whatever  skeptic  eevfld  fai^re  fbr. 
For  cv*ry  why  he  had  *  wherefore. 

BaUoiro  MTodwrao* 
His  notions  fitted  things  so  well. 
That  whioh  was  wMcfa  he  could  not  Idl ; 
But  ofbntimee  mistook  the  one 
For  th'  other,  as  great  clerks  have  done. 
He  could  reduce  all  things  to  acts. 
And  knew  their  natures  by  abstractsj 
Where  entity  and  quiddity, 
The  ghosts  and  defunct  bodies  fly ; 
Where  truth  in  person  does  appear. 
Like  words  congealM  in  northern  air. 

Butlor'o  HudShrao 


Go,  wiser  thou!  and  in  thy  scale  of  sense, 
Weigh  thy  opinion  agamst  Providence ; 
Call  imperfection  what  thou  fiinciest  such ; 
Say,  here  he  gives  too  little,  there  too  much : 
Destroy  all  creatures  for  thy  sport  or  gust, 
Yet  say,  if  man's  unhappy,  Grod*s  unjust 

Fope^o  Eooay  on  Man 
In  lazy  apathy  let  Stoics  boast 
Their  viitoe  fiz*d;  'tis  fiz*d  as  in  a  fVost; 
Contracted  all,  returning  to  the  breast; 
But  strength  of  mind  is  exercise,  not  rest : 
The  rifling  tempest  pats  in  act  the  soul ; 
Parts  it  may  ravage,  but  preserves  the  whole. 

Pope's  £sffay  on  JIfaii 
Philosophy  consists  not 
In  airy  schemes,  or  idle  speculations : 
The  rule  and  conduct  of  aU  social  life 
Is  her  great  province.    Not  in  lonely  cells 
Obscure  she  lurks,  but  holds  her  heavenly  light 
To  senates  and  to  kings,  to  guide  their  councils, 
And  teach  them  teretirm  and  Uess  mankind. 

TAoBWOfi'f  CorioUnmo 
ISerene  phikisophy, 
Efiusive  sonroe  of  evidence  and  truth ! 
Without  thee  what  were  unenlighten'd  man ! 
A  savage  roaring  through  the  woods  and  wikki 
Rough  clad,  devoid  of  Ufery  finer  art 
And  elegance  of  life. 

Alas !  had  reason  ever  yet  the  power 

To  talk  down  grie^  or  bid  the  tortnrM  wretch 

Not  feel  his  anguiah  7  H  is  impossible ! 

WhUehoa^o  Roman  FaUm. 


PfflLOBQPHT. 


Deluded  man !  friio,  fondly  ptond  i>f  reason, 
Hiink'st  that  thy  craxy  natiin's  priTilege, 
Which  is  thy  great  tornentor !  eenseleae  ibola, 
In  Btnpid  dulneM  bleee^d^  are  only  happy ; 
They  feel  no  threatening  ctUb  at  a  dietanoe : 
Never  reflect  on  their  past  miaertes : 
Tlieir  solid  comfort  is  their  want  of  sense. 
But  reason  b  the  tyrant  of  the  mind ; 
Awakes  our  thonghtB  to  all  our  cares  and  grieft; 
Distracts  oar  hopes,  and  in  a  thoosand  shapes 
Presents  our  lears  to  multiply  cor  woes. 

Smiih'a  PtinemM  tf  Parma, 

Season !  the  hoary  dotard*s  dull  directress, 
Tliat  loses  all  because  she  hazards  nothing : 
Season !  timorous  pilot,  that,  to  shun 
The  rocks  of  liie,  lor  erer  flies  the  port 

Z>r.  Jtkn»on^9  Irene, 

Much  learned  dust 
Involves  the  combatants,  each  claiming  truth, 
And  truth  disclaiming  both.    And  thus  they  spend 
The  little  wick  of  life's  poor  shallow  lamp, 
In  playing  tricks  with  nature,  giving  laws 
To  distant  worlds,  and  trifling  in  their  own. 

Cott;psr*f  Taek, 

Such  was  the  rigid  Zeno*s  plan 

To  form  his  philosophic  man ; 

Such  were  the  modes  he  taught  mankind 

To  weed  the  garden  of  the  mind : 

Thej  tore  away  some  weeds,  t  is  true, 

But  all  the  flow*rs  were  ravishM  too. 


Jfcwfs. 


Then  flu*  be  all  the  wisdom  hence. 
And  an  the  lore,  whose  tame  control 
Would  wither  joy  with  chill  delays  I 
Alas !  the  fertile  fount  of  sense, 
At  which  the  young,  the  panting  soul 
Drinks  life  and  love,  too  soon  decays  t 


Jlfeorc 


O,  then,  if  earth's  united  power 
Can  never  chain  one  feathery  hour ; 
If  every  print  we  leave  to-day. 
To-morrow's  wave  shall  steal  away ; 
Who  pauses,  to  inquire  of  Heaven 
Why  were  the  fleeting  treasures  given, 
7*he  sunny  days,  the  shady  nights. 
And  all  their  brief  but  dear  delights, 
Which  Heaven  has  made  for  man  to  use. 
And  man  should  think  it  guilt  to  lose  7 
Who,  that  has  coll'd  a  weeping  rose. 
Will  ask  it  why  it  breathes  and  glows, 
Unmindfid  of  the  blushing  ray, 
Ifi  which  it  shines  its  soul  away ; 
Vnmindful  of  the  scented  sigh. 
On  which  it  dies  and  loves  to  die  i 


Meere. 


The  plain  good  man,  whose  aotioos  teach 
More  virtue  than  a  sect  ean  preaeh, 
Pursues  his  osnrse,  unsagely  blasti 
His  tutw  whisp'ring  in  his  breast: 
Nor  could  he  act  a  purer  part,    ^ 
Though  he  had  Tully  all  by  heart; 
And  when  he  drops  the  tear  on  woe. 
He  little  knows,  or  cares  to  know, 
That  Epictetus  blam'd  that  tear. 
By  Heav'n  approv'd,  to  virtue  dear. 

Moon, 

Oh  I  who  that  has  ever  had  rapture  complete, 
Would  ask  how  we  feel  it,  or  why  it  is  swcel; 
How  rays  are  oonflis'd,  or  how  particles  fly 
Hiroagh  the  medium  refin'd  oi  a  glanoe  or  a  tigli! 
Is  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not  rather  have 

known  it, 
Than  written,  with  Harvey,  whole  volumes  apom  it  7 

Moon. 

Hiere  is  a  calm  upon  me  — 
Inexplicable  stillness !  which  till  now 
Did  not  belong  to  what  I  know  of  life. 
If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  vanities  the  motliest, 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fool'd  the  ear 
From  out  the  schoolman's  jargon,  I  Bhould  deem 
The  golden  secret,  the  sought  **  Kalon"  feond, 
And  seated  in  my  souL 

Byrm's  Menfnd. 

He  saw  wifli  his  own  eyes  the  moon  was  round, 
Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square, 
Because  he  had  journey'd  fifly  miles,  and  Ibimd 
No  sign  that  it  was  circular  any  where. 

Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  some  passion, 
Some  to  men's  feelings,  others  to  their  reason; 
The  last  of  these  was  never  much  the  fashion, 

For  reason  thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season. 

Byros. 

Ah,  yes.  Philosopher,  thy  creed  is  true ! 
•T is  our  own  eyes  that  give  the  rainbow's  hoe; 
What  we  call  mattes  in  this  outer  earth, 
Takes  from  our  senses,  those  warm  dupes,  its  birtk 
How  feir,  to  sinless  Adam,  Eden  smil'd ! 
But  sin  brought  tears,  and  Eden  was  a  wild! 
Man's  soul  is  as  an  everlasting  dream. 
Glassing  life's  fictions  on  a  phantom  stream : 
Toi^ay,  in  glory  all  the  world  is  dad — 
Wherefore,  O  Man  ?— because  thy  heart  is  glad! 
To-morrow,  and  the  self-same  scene  survey— 
Tkeeame!  (Mi!  no— the  pomp  hath  pass'd  away! 
Wherefore  the  change  t    WUkm,  go  ask  replf— 
Tliy  heart  hath  given  its  winter  to  the  sky ! 
Vainly  the  world  revolves  upon  its  pole^- 
Lightr— Darkness-Masons    these  are  in  the  soull 
Bulwer'e  Poaet. 


PHRENOLOGY-PHYSIC. 


Yes,  vain  pAiiloaopby,  thine  hear  is  come ! 
Tkj  ]ip9  w&te  hn*d  with  the  immorUl  lie. 
And  dyed  with  all  the  look  of  truth.    Men  eaw, 
BelieT*d,  erobrac'd,  detested,  cant  thee  off. 
Those  lights,  tke  morn  of  Truth's  immortal  day, 
As  thou  didst  wisely  swear  them,  have  they  not 
VanishM,  the  mere  auroras  of  the  mind  7 
And  thou  didst  tow  to  gather  clear  again 
The  fallen  waters  of  humanity ; 
To  smooth  the  flaw  firom  out  the  eye,  to  piece 
A  pounded  pearl    Thank  God !  I  am  a  man ; 
Nc«  a  philosopher  I  Bailey' a  Festus. 

If  thi&  fiimiliar  spirit  that  communes 
With  yours  this  hour — that  has  the  power  to 

search 
An  things —  but  its  own  compass -^  is  a  spark 
Struck  firom  the  burning  essence  of  its  God  ^ 
1£,  when  these  weary  organs  drop  away, 
We  shall  finrget  their  uses,  and  commune 
With  angels  and  each  other,  as  the  stars 
Mingle  their  light  in  silence  and  in  love — 
What  is  this  fleshy  fetter  of  a  day, 
That  we  should  crown  it  with  immortal  flowers  ? 

Willis's  Poems, 

Phil<Mophy  and  Reason !  Oh,  how  vain 
Their  lessons  to  the  feelings  I    They  but  teach 
To  hide  them  deeper,  and  to  show  a  calm 
Unruffled  surface  to  the  idle  gaze. 

Iftss  EHizdbeih  Bogurt. 


In  vain  we  fbndly  striye  to  trace 

The  soul's  reflection  in  the  &ce ; 

In  Tain  we  dwell  on  lines  and  crosses, 

Crooked  mouth,  or  short  proboscis; 

Boobies  have  look'd  as  wise  and  bright 

As  Plato,  or  the  Slagyrite : 

And  many  a  sage  and  learned  skull 

Has  peep'd  through  windows  dark  and  duiL 

Mosrs 

We  may  know  by  the  head  on  Cupid's  seal. 
What  impression  the  heart  will  take; 

If  sha]k>w  the  head,  oh!  how  soon  we  feel 
What  a  poor  impression  't  will  make. 

Jtfbors. 


PHRENOLOGY. 

For  of  the  soul  the  body  form  doth  take ; 
For  sool  is  form,  and  doth  the  body  make. 

Spenser. 

Aynj  with  all  doubt  and  misgiving ; 

Now  lovers  must  woo  by  the  book — 
There 's  an  end  to  all  trick  and  deceiving. 

No  men  con  be  caught  by  a  look. 
Bright  eyes  or  a  love-breeding  dimple 

No  longer  their  witchery  fling; 
That  lover  indeed  must  be  simple 

Who  yields  to  so  silly  a  thing. 

LUerary  Ckszette, 

No  more  need  we  fly  the  bright  glances 

Whence  Cupid  shot  arrows  of  yore ; 
To  skulls  let  us  limit  our  fancies. 

And  love  by  the  bumps  we  explore ! 
Oh,  now  we  can  tell  in  a  minute 

What  fate  will  be  ours  when  we  wed ; 
The  heart  has  no  passion  within  it 

That  is  not  engraved  on  the  head. 

LUerary  OazstU, 


PHYSIC. 

Throw  physic  to  the  dogs,  I  'II  none  of  it 

Shake,  Macbelk. 

If  thou  could'st,  doctor,  cast 
Hie  water  of  my  land,  find  her  disease. 
And  purge  it  to  a  sound  and  pristine  health, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo, 
That  should  applaud  again. 

Shahs,  Macbeth, 

What  rhubarb,  senna,  or  what  purgative  drug 
Would  scour  these  English  hence  7   Hearest  thou 
of  them  7  Shaka,  Maebetk 

I  do  remember  an  apothecary, — 
And  hereabouts  he  dwells, — ^whom  late  I  noted 
In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows, 
Culling  of  simples ;  meagre  were  his  looks. 
Sharp  misery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  Jidiei 

About  his  shelves 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes 
Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  musty  seeds. 
Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  roses 
Were  thinly  scattered  to  make  up  a  show. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Wounds  by  wider  wounds  are  heaVd, 
And  poisons  by  themselves  expell'd. 

Butler's  Hudibras. 

Knew  many  an  amulet  and  charm, 
Tliat  would  do  neither  good  nor  harm. 

BulkT's  Haadnw, 

For  men  are  brought  to  worse  distresses 
By  taking  physic  than  diseases ; 
And  therefore  commonly  recover. 
As  soon  as  doctors  give  them  over. 

BuUeriana, 

So,  when  small  humr>urB  gather  to  a  gout. 
The  doctor  fiinciea  he  has  driv'n  them  out. 

Pope's  Essay  on  Mam, 


JtJ» 


PITY. 


When  natnre  cannot  work  th*  effect  of  art  is  void. 
For  physic  can  but  mend  our  crazy  state. 
Patch  an  old  boildmg,  not  a  new  aeate. 

Drfdeu^s  Palaman  and  Ardie, 

You  tell  yoor  doctor  that  yon  're  ill : 
And  what  doee  he  bat  write  a  bill  ? 
Of  which  yon  need  but  read  one  letter : 
The  worse  the  serawl,  tiie  doee  the  better. 
For  if  yon  knew  but  what  you  take, 
*niough  yon  recover,  he  must  break. 

Pfwr's  Ahna. 

The  first  physicians  by  debauch  were  made ; 
Kzcess  began,  and  sloth  sustams  the  tiade. 
By  chase  our  kmg-livM  fathers  eamM  their  food; 
Toil  strung  the  nerves,  and  purified  the  blood ; 
But  we  their  sons,  a  pamper'd  race  of  men. 
Are  dwindled  down  to  threescore  years  and  ten. 
Better  to  hunt  in  fields  fi>r  health  unbought. 
Than  fee  the  doctor  fiv  a  nauseous  draught 
The  wise  for  cure  on  exercise  depend : 
God  never  made  his  work  for  man  to  mend. 

DrydeiL 

Physicians  mend  or  end  us, 
Sccundem  artem  :^but  although  we  sneer 
In  health  —  when  sick,  we  call  them  to  attend  us. 
Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer. 

^yroR. 

We  own  that  numbers  join  with  care  and  skill, 
A  temperate  judgment,  a  devoted  will; 
Men  who  suppress  their  feelings,  but  who  feel 
The  painful  symptoms  they  delight  to  heal : 
Patient  in  all  their  trials,  they  sustain. 
The  starts  of  passion,  the  reproach  of  pain : 
With  hearts  affected,  but  with  looks  serene. 
Intent  they  wait  through  all  the  solemn  scene. 
Glad  if  a  hope  should  rise  from  naturals  strife. 
To  aid  their  skill  and  save  the  lingering  life ; 
But  this  must  virtoe^s  generous  effort  be. 
And  spring  fiom  nobler  motives  than  a  fee : 
To  the  physicians  of  the  soul,  and  these, 
Tom  the  distress'd  for  safety  and  for  Peace. 

CrM^9  BormtgK 

PITT. 

Naught  is  tiiere  under  Heaven's  wide  hoUowness 
Tliat  moves  more  dear  compassion  of  the  mind 
Than  beauty  brought  t*  unworthy  wretchedness 
llirough  envy's  snares,  or  fortune's  freaks  unkind : 
1,  whether  lately  through  her  brightness  blind, 
Or  through  allegiance  and  vast  fealty. 
Which  I  do  owe  unto  all  womankind, 
Keel  my  heart  perc'd  with  so  great  agony, 
Woen  such  I  see,  that  all  for  pity  I  could  die. 

Spemtr, 


hon'd 


And  pity,  lik«  a  aow-bon  babe, 
Striding  the  blast,  or  beave«'« 
Upon  the  sightless  couriers  of  the  air. 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  vmj  eye. 
That  tears  shaJl  drown  the  wind. 

81mk9.MaMh. 

If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  days; 

If  ever  been  where  belb  have  knoll'd  to  church ; 

If  ever  sat  at  any  good  man's  feast; 

If  ever  from  your  eyelids  wip'd  a  tear. 

And  know  what  'tis  to  pity  and  be  pitied; 

Let  gentleness  my  strong  enforeenent  be. 

Shak9,A9youWuiL 
And,  if  thou  teUest  the  heavy  story  right, 
Upon  my  soul  the  hearers  will  shed  tears ; 
Yea,  even  my  foes  will  shed  fast  fidling  tears. 
And  say —  Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed ! 

8hak9,  ffeitry  VL    Pari  III, 
How  sometimes  natnre  will  betray  its  fbUy, 
Its  tenderness ;  and  make  itself  a  pastime 
To  harder  bosoms. 

ShakM.  WUOa's  Tsk 

Villain,  thou  know'st  no  law  of  God  or  man : 
No  beast  so  fierce,  but  knows  some  touch  of  pity. 
Shaks,  Richard  JII 
But  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  sin  will  pluck  on  sin, 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. 

Shaks,  Richard  III, 
Take  heed  of  pity,  pity  was  the  cause 
Of  my  confusion,  pity  hath  undone 
Thousands  of  gentle  natures  in  our  sex; 
For  pity  is  sworn  servant  onto  love. 
And  this  be  sure,  wherever  it  begin 
To  make  the  way,  it  lets  the  master  in. 

Danu^9  Arcadia, 
If  he  die  innocent,  thrice  happy  soul ; 
If  guilty — ^weep  that  man  should  so  transgress : 
Nature  of  reason  thus  much  doth  importune, 
Man  should  partake  in  grief  with  man's  misfortime. 
Lewia  Machen^s  Dttmb  KmghL 
A  crown  of  pine  upon  his  head  he  wore ; 
And  thus  began  her  pity  to  imi^ore. 

DrydaiCtOwd. 
Nature  has  east  me  in  so  sofl  a  mould. 
That  but  to  hear  a  story  feign'd  for  pleasure. 
Of  some  sad  lover's  death,  moistens  my  eyes, 
And  robs  me  of  my  manhood. 

DrydioCBAUfarUau 

There  must  be  some  pn^rtion  still  to  pity. 
Between  ourselves,  and  what  we  moan :  'tis  hard 
For  men  to  be  angfat  sensible,  how  molw 
Press  flies  to  death. 

JnH  Fountain'$  Rewank  tf  Vvtia, 


PLAYBK8-.PIBASnR£. 


I  pity  him,  Iwt  mart  not  due  to  libaw  it: 
It  mUi  l»  Mn»  mei&*B  miMiy  not  to  kiMw  tt. 

RSektriBrmhe, 

A  oomixion  pity  does  not  love  express ; 
Pity  is  love  when  grown  into  excen. 

Sir  R.  Howard's  VesUd  Virgin. 

Her  Tsrj  judges  wrong  their  hands  fbr  pity; 
llieir  old  hearto  melted  in  them  as  she  spoke, 
And  tsars  ran  down  npon  their  silver  beards. 

Raw^a  Lady  Jane  Orey, 

Those  moving  tears  will  quite  dissolve  my  frame : 
Ihey  melt  that  soul  which  threats  could  never 
shake. 

Higgon^9  Generous  Con^uerw. 

Tb»  brave  are  ever  tender, 
And  feel  the  miseries  of  sufibring  virtue. 

.Mariyn*9  Ttmdnn, 

I  find  a  pity  hangs  npon  his  breasts, 

Like  gentle  dew,  that  ooob  all  cruel  passions. 

Howard's  Dukt  ofLerma, 

The  generous  heart 
Sboold  soom  a  pleasure  which  gives  othen  pain. 
7%mn»on*s  Sopkomoba. 

A  generous  warmth  opens  the  hero's  soul. 
And  soft  compassion  flows  where  courage  dwells. 
C.  John$on*$  Medea, 

Why  dingest  thou  to  my  raiment  7 

Tby  grasp  of  grief  is  stronger  on  my  hearts 

For  sterner  oft  our  words  than  feelings  are. 

Maturiti'e  Bertram. 

Vm  truly  brave  are  soft  of  heart  and  eyes, 
And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  da 

Byron*9  Doge  of  Venice. 

Pity !  is  it  pity  to  recall  to  feeling 

The  wretch  too  happy  to  escape  to  death 

By  the  compassionate  trance,  poor  nature's  last 

Resource  against  the  tyranny  of  pain  7 

ByrofCe  Two  Foecari. 

Net  always  is  the  heart  unwise, 

Nor  pity  idly  bom, 
If  even  a  passing  stranger  sighs 

For  those  who  do  not  mourn. 

WordeworiL 

Pity  thee!    So  I  do! 
I  pity  the  dumb  victim  at  the  altar -~ 
Bat  does  the  rob'd  priest  for  his  pty  falter  7 

WiOieU  Poeme. 

Oh,biot]wriiM&(  fold  to  thj  heart  thy  ^rotilor; 
Where  pUy  dwells,  the  peace  of  God  is  there. 

WUttter's  Poems. 


PLATERS. 

Is  it  not  monstrous  that  this  player  here, 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion. 
Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit. 
That,  from  her  working,  all  his  visage  warm'd:. 
Tears  in  bis  eyes,  distraction  in  his  aspect, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  fimctaon.s«iluig 
\^th  fonns  to  his  eonceit?  and  all  for  nothing  f 
For  Hecuba  7 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 
That  he  should  weep  for  her  7  and  all  for  nothing  T 

Shake.  HawiH 
Players 
Were  never  more  uncertain  in  their  lives ; 
TTiey  know  not  when  to  play,  where  to  play,  nor 
What  to  play ;  not  when  to  play,  for  fearful  fools » 
Where  to  play,  for  puritan  fools ;  nor  what 
To  play,  for  critical  fools. 

MiddUtoh's  Mad  World  my  Maeten 
They  abuse  our  scene. 
And  say  we  five  by  vice ;  indeed  't  is  true  ; 
As  the  physicians  by  diseases  do. 
Only  to  cure  them :  they  do  live,  we  nee. 
Like  cooks  by  pampering  prodigality  $ 
Which  are  our  fond  accusers.    Otk  the  stage. 
We  set  an  usurer  to  tell  his  age ; 
How  ugly  kwks  his  soul :  a  prodigal 
Is  taiight  by  us  how  for  from  liberal 
His  folly  bears  him.    Boldly  I  dare  say, 
There  has  boon  more  by  us  in  some  one  play 
Laugh'd  into  wit,  and  virtue,  than  hath  been 
By  twenty  tedious  lectures  drawn  from  sin. 
And  foppish  humours :  hence  the  cause  doth  risa. 
Men  are  not  won  by  th'  ears,  so  weU  as  eyes. 

Bandolpk'e  Muee^e  Looking  GUui* 


PLEASURE. 

His  sporta  were  foir,  his  joyance  innocent. 
Sweet  without  sour,  and  honey  without  gall ; 
And  he  himself  seem'd  made  for  merriment. 
Merrily  masking  both  in  bower  and  halL         ^ 

Speneer'a  AgbropUL 
Pleasure  Is  like  a  building,  the  more  high. 
The  narrower  it  grows;  cedars  die 
Soonest  at  the  top. 

Shake,  and  Rowtet^e  Birth  ofMerUiL 

Why,  an  delighto  are  vain ;  but  that  most  vain. 
Which,  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain. 
Shake.  Lxmee  Lahonr  Lm 
Where  is  his  son. 
The  nimble-fooled,  madcap  prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  comrades,  that  dofiPd  the  world  aside. 

And  bid  it  pass. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Pmrt  I 
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PIAASURE. 


To  businefls  that  we  love,  we  rise  betime« 
And  go  to  it  with  delight. 

Shaks,  Antony  and  Cteopaira. 

Pleasare  never  comes  sincere  to  man : 
But  lent  hj  heaven  upon  hard  usury. 

DrydetCB  (EdipuB, 

Flea^ttref,  or  wrong  or  right!/  understood. 
Our  greatest  evil,  or  our  greatest  good. 

Popt^s  EsMoy  on  Men, 

For  foreign  glory,  foreign  joy,  tliey  roam ; 
No  thought  of  peace  or  happiness  at  home. 
But  wisdom's  triumph  is  well  tim*d  retreat. 
Am  hard  a  science  to  the  fair  as  great ! 
Beauties,  like  tyrants,  old  and  friendless  grown. 
Yet  hate  repose,  and  dread  to  be  alone ; 
Worn  out  in  public,  weary  ev'ry  eye, 
Nor  leave  one  sigh  behmd  them  when  they  die. 

Pope. 

O  the  dark  days  of  vanity !  while  here, 
How  tasteless !  and  how  terrible,  when  gone ! 
Gone  I  they  ne'er  go ;  when  past  they  haunt  us 

stiU; 
The  spirit  walks  of  every  day  deceas'd 
And  smiles.an  angel,  or  a  fury  frowns. 

Young's  Night  Thoughto. 

A  ohangre  of  evils  is  thy  good  supreme ; 
Nor,  but  io^jnotion,  canst  thou  find  thy  rest 
Man's  greatest  strength  is  shown  in  standing  still : 
The  first  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  health, 
Is  rest  of  heart  and  pleasure  felt  at  home. 

Young'. 
Pleasures  are  few,  and  Ibwor  we  enjoy ; 
Pleasure,  like  quicksilver,  is  bright  and  coy; 
We  strive  to  grasp  it  with  our  utmost  skill. 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  glitters  still 
If  seiz'd  at  last,  compute  your  mighty  gains ; 
What  is  it,  but  rank  poison  in  your  veins  7  ' 

Young. 

Haw  happy  alt  thou  man,  when  thou  'rt  no  more 
Hiyself !  when  all  the  pangs  that  grind  thy  soul. 
In  rapture,  and  sweet  oblivion  lost. 
Yield  a  short  interval,  and  ease  from  pain. 

Som€rviUe*$  Chaoe. 
Pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread. 
You  seize  the  flower,  its  bloom  is  shed ; 
Or  like  the  snow-falls  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white  —  then  melts  for  ever ; 
Or  like  the  borealis  race, 
'Jliat  flits  ere  you  can  point  their  place ; 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form 
SSwaotthing  amid  the  storm-— 
Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide. 


Whom  call  we  gay  7  that  honour  has  been  1qii| 
The  boast  <^  mere  pretenders  to  the  name 
The  innocent  are  gay -» the  lark  is  gay 
That  dries  his  feathers  saturate  with  dew 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 
Of  day-spring  overshoot  his  humble  nest 

Cotpper'i  Tatk 

Methinks  I've  cast  full  twenty  years  aside. 
And  am  again  a  boy.    Every  breath 
Of  air  that  trembles  threnigh  the  window  besn 
Unusual  odour. 

Piwtor't  IfinnuUi 

What's  i' the  air  7  — 
Some  subtle  spirit  runs  thro*  aU  my  veins. 
Hope  seems  to  ride  this  morning  on  the  wind, 

And  joy  outshines  the  sun. 

Proctor's  Minndtk 

Pleasure 's  the  only  noble  end 
To  which  all  human  powers  should  tend ; 
And  virtue  gives  her  heav'nly  lore, 
But  to  make  pleasure  please  us  more ! 
Wisdom  and  she  are  both  design'd « 
To  make  the  senses  more  lefin'd. 
That  man  might  revel  free  from  cloying, 
Then  most  a  sage  when  most  enjoying ! 


Pleasure  I  thou  only  good  on  earth ! 
One  little  hour  resign'd  to  thee— 
O !  by  my  Lais'  lip,  't  is  worth 
The  sage's  immortality  I 

O  sages !  think  on  joy  like  tliis, 
And  where 's  your  boast  of  apathy  7 


Ntm 


Motn. 


Mm. 


Strike  up  the  dance,  the  cava  bowl  fill  high, 
Drain  every  drop !  — to-morrow  we  may  die. 

ByroH*9  /itaii 

Though  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  trea 

sure. 
There  is  no  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure. 

Byros 

Pleasure,  that  comes  unlook'd  for,  is  thrice  wel 

come; 
And  if  it  stur  the  heart,  if  au^fht  be  there 
That  may  hereafter  in  a  thoughtful  hour 
Wake  but  a  sigh,  't  is  treasur'd  up  among 
The  things  most  precious ;  and  the  day  it  came, 
Is  noted  as  a  white  day  in  our  lives. 

Rogert*9  Jtakf 

It  is  sad 
To  think  how  few  our  pleasures  really  are : 
And  fer  the  which  we  risk  eternal  good. 

BaUt^sFtttMS. 


Fossra. 


w 


POETS. 


Heaps  of  hag^  words  nphouded  hidoonslj, 
With  horrid  soond,  though  having  little  sense, 
Thcj  think  to  be  chief  praise  of  poetry, 
And  thereby  wanting  true  intelligenee, 
Have  marrVi  the  face  of  goodly  poesie, 
And  made  a  monster  of  their  fantasie. 

Spen§er^9  Tean  of  the  Jlfuses. 

Tbe&to  the  yolgar  sort  now  pipe  and  smg. 
And  make  them  merry  with  their  fooleries ; 
They  ebeerly  chant,  and  rhymes  at  random  fling. 
The  fruitftil  spawn  of  their  rank  fantasies : 
They  feed  the  ears  of  fools  with  flattexy, 
And  good  men  blame,  and  losels  magnify. 

Spenaer'9  Tean  of  the  Mtue». 

How  shall  my  debts  be  paid  7  or  can  my  scores 
Be  dearM  with  verses  to  my  creditors  7 
Hexameter 's  no  sterling ;  and  I  fear 
What  the  brain  coins  goes  scarce  fi>r  current  there. 
Can  metre  cancel  bonds  7  is  there  a  time 
Ever  to  hope  to  wipe  out  chalk  with  rhyme  7 
Or  if  I  now  were  harrying  to  a  jail, 
Are  the  nine  muses  held  sufficient  bait  7 
Would  they  to  any  composition  come. 
If  we  should  mortgage  oxjx  Elysium, 
Tempe,  Parnassus,  and  the  golden  streams 
Of  Tagus  and  Factolus,  those  rich  droanu 
Of  active  fiuicy7 

Randdfk, 

A  poet 's  then  exact  in  every  part 
That  is  bom  one  by  nature,  nurst  by  art : 
Whose  happy  mixture  both  of  skill  and  fate, 
Makes  the  most  sudden  thought  elaborate : 
Whose  easy  strains  a  flowing  sense  does  fit; 
UnlbrcM  expressions,  and  unravish'd  wit : 
Words  fillM  with  equal  subject,  such  as  brings. 
To  chosen  language,  high  and  chosen  things. 
Harsh  reason  clear  as  day,  as  smooth  as  sleep, 
Caide  here  like  rivers,  even  still  though  deep: 
iNsoords  grow  music;  grief  itself  delight; 
Horror,  when  he  describes,  leaves  off*  t*  affiight. 
Sullen  philosophy  does  learn  to  go 
In  lightest  dressings,  and  becomes  them  toa 

Dr.LlueOm. 

A  poem*s  life  and  death  depcndeth  still 
Not  on  the  poet*s  wits,  but  reader^s  will. 

Alexander  Bnme, 
With  equal  eagerness  contend 
Some  to  cry  down,  and  others  to  commend ; 
So  easy  His  to  judge,  so  hard  to  do; 
There 's  so  much  firailty,  yet  such  prying  too; 
That  who  their  poetry  to  riew  expose. 
Must  be  preparM  to  be  abus'd  in  prose. 

A,  Brome  and  R,  BrosM 


The  poeC^  eye,  in  a  flue  ftmof  faffing. 

Doth  glance  firom  heaven  to  eartii,  from  earth  to 

heaven; 
And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet*s  pen  ' 

Turns  them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation  and  a  name. 

Shake,  Mtdmanmer  Nighte  Dream, 

I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  —  mew. 
Than  one  of  these  same  metre-ballad-roongers : 
I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  canstick  tum*d, 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  an  axle-tree ; 
And  that  would  set  my  teetli  nothing  on  edge. 
Nothing  so  much  as  mincing  poetry.  < 

Shake,  Henry  IV,    Part  L 

Worthiest  poets 
Shun  common  and  plebeian  forms  of  speech, 
Eveiy  illiberal  and  affected  phrase. 
To  clothe  their  matter ;  and  together  tie 
Matter  and  form  with  art  and  decency. 

Chapman, 

Poets  may  boast,  as  safely  vain. 
Their  works  shall  with  the  ^rld  remain ; 
Both  bound  together  live  or  die. 
The  verses  and  the  prophecy. 

WaUer  on  EngUeh  Veree, 

Poets  that  lasting  mafUe  seek. 
Must  carve  in  Latin  or  in  Greek : 
We  write  in  sand,  our  language  grows, 
And  like  the  tide^  our  work  o*eiflows. 

WaUer  on  JBngUA  Veree, 

The  poets  may  of  inspiration  boast. 
Their  rage,  ill  governed,  in  the  douds  is  lost, 
He  that  proportioned  wonders  oan  disclose, 
At  once  his  ikney  and  his  judgment  shows ; 
Chaste  moral  writing  we  may  learn  from  hence, 
Neglect  of  which  no  wit  can  recompense. 
The  fountain  which  f>om  Helicon  proceeds. 
That  sacred  stream  should  never  water  weeds, 
Nor  make  the  cup  of  thorns  and  thistles  grow, 
Which  envy  or  perverted  nature  sow. 

WdUr. 

I  thence 
Invoke  thy  aid  to  my  advenfrous  song, 
That  with  no  middle  flight  intends  to  soar 
Above  th*  Aonian  mount,  while  it  pursues 
Tilings  unattempted  yet  in  prose  or  rhyme. 

MiUon'e  Paradiet  Lett 

But  those  that  write  in  rhyme,  still  make 
The  one  verse  fbr  the  other's  sake ; 
For,  one  for  sense,  and  one  ftr  rhyioe, 
I  think 's  sofficisnt  at  one  time. 


poerc. 


BMide  all^fli  lie  nn«d  hk 

In  qnalitf  «f  poetaster; 

And  riijmet  appropriate  ooold  make 

To  eT*r7  month  In  tfa*  tlmaiiao; 

What  terms  begin  and  end  ooaM  tell, 

t¥ith  their  retams  in  doggereL 

It  is  not  poetry  tiiat  makes  men  poor ; 
For  few  do  write,  that  were  not  so  befere ; 
And  those  that  have  writ  best,  had  they  been  rich, 
Had  ne*er  been  seized,  with  a  poetic  itch ; 
Had  Iov*d  their  ease  too  well  to  take  the  pains 
To  midergo  that  drudgery  of  brains ; 
But  being  fi)r  all  other  trades  mifit, 
.Only  t*  SToid  being  idle,  set  up  wit 

BuOa't  HuMn§, 
Rhyme  the  rudder  is  of  verses. 
With  which,  like  ships  they  steer  their  courses. 

BuOer't  Hu£bra», 

Of  those  lew  foob,  who  with  ill  stars  are  camt, 
Sure  scribbling  fools,  callM  poets,  ftre  the  worst : 
For  they  *re  a  set  of  fools  which  fortune  makes, 
And  after  she  has  made  them  fools,  forsakes. 

^  Congnoe, 

Tliree  poets,  in  three  distant  ages  born, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn. 
The  first  in  majesty  of  thought  surpassed. 
The  next  in  g^raeefufaiess ;  in  botii  the  last 
Tne  foree  of  nature  -oouM  no  rarther  go  y 
To  make.«  third,  she  joui*d  the  former  twob 

DrydeH  en  JKIZtox. 
Base  rirab,  who  true  wit  and  merit  hate, 
Caballing  still  afainst  it  with  the  great, 
Malieiously  aspire  to  gain  renown. 
By  standing  up  aod-polli^g  «the»  down. 

Then  riatng  witii  AuMra^s  light, 

The  muse-  invoked,  sit  flown  to  writei 

Blot  out,  eoirect,  iasei^  refinot 

Bnlaige,  dimiBish^  iateiliBft; 

Be  mindfiil  when  impenlaan  fiuls, 

To  scratch  your  hesd^  and  bite  your  <nai]s. 

JSie^  OR  Peefry. 
A  derk  foredoom'd  his  father's  soul  to  cross, 
Who  pens  a  stanza,  when  he  should  engross. 

Pepe'9  BpitiUloDr.  ArhahtuL 

"High  in  Druiy  Lone, 
LuIlM  by  soil  zephyrs  through  tiie  broken  pane, 
'{thymes  ere  he  wakes,  and  prints  before  term  ends, 
Ublig*d  br  hunger  and  request  of  friends. 

Pope's  EfittU  «0  Dr.  Athdhm. 
Mst  writes  to  make  his  bsmnness  appear, 
And  strain  fitxsi  haf  d«boimd  hmina,  eight  linet  a 
|Mr.         P<pe*s  EjMU  ta  Dr.  AHmikmti. 


And  he  wfaoee  fbBtian.*s  so  mbluiiely  bad. 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  prose  run  mad. 

Pepf^f  l^pMs  «s  IV.  JfMbot 

That  flattery  ev*n  to  kings,  he  held  a  shame. 
And  thought  a  lie  in  verse  or  prose  the  same. 

Pope'9  EpidU  to  Dr.  Arhuihngt. 

Fir*d  that  the  house  lejeeted  him,  •^fiilwdi!  IH 

pnntit, 
And  shame  the  foob.**  ^ 

Pop^oEpuUoioDr.Mmamt*, 

Why  did  I  write  7  what  sin  to  me  unknown 
Dipp*d  me  in  ink,  my  parente'  or  my  own  7 
As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  foot  to  &me, 
I  lispM  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came. 

Pope*$  EpuOe  to  Dr.  AshuOmel. 

Commas  and  pdnte  they  set  exactly  right, 
And  'twere  a  sin  to  rob  them  of  their  mite. 

Pope. 

Who  shames  a  scribbler  7  break  ona  cobweb 

through. 
He  spins  the  slight  self-pleasing  thread  anew: 
Destroy  his  fib,  or  sophblzy,  in  vain. 
The  creature  *s  at  his  dirty  work  again, 
ThronM  on  the  centre  of  his  thin  designs, 
Proud  of  a  vast  extent  of  flimsy  lines  I 

Pi^a 

Sages  and  chiefo  long  since  had  birth. 
Ere  CoBsar  was,  or  Newton  nam'd ; 
These  rais'd  new  empues  o^er  the  eaith,<^ 
And  those,  new  heav'ns  and  systems  framM: 
Vabi  was  the  chiefi*,  the  sages'  pride! 
They  had  no  poet,  and  they  died. 
In  vain  they  schem'd,  in  vain  they  bledl 
They  had  no  poet,  and  are  dead. 

Paps. 

Where'er  you  find  ''the  cooling  weel«m  hreen," 
In  the  next  line,  it  <*  ifi^ispers  through  the  trees :" 
If  crystal  streams  ^  with  pleasingmurminm  ereep," 
The  reader'sthreaten'd  (not  in  vain)  with  ••sieepi*' 

Popt. 

Ev'n  copious  Dryden  wanted,  or  forgot, 
Tlie  last  and  greatest  art,  the  art  to  blot 

Fife. 
Now  times  are  chang'd,  and  one  poetic  itdi 
Has  seiz'd  the  court  and  city,  poor  and  rich : 
Sons,  sires,  and  grandsires,  all  will  wear  the  bays, 
Our  wives  read  Milton,  and  our  daughters  plajs; 
To  theatres  and  to  rehearsals  throng. 
And  all  our  grace  at  taUe  is  a  song, 

Ptpe. 

But  fin  their  purse,  our  poet's  work  is  done, 
Alike  to  them,  by  pathos,  or  by  pun. 

Pif, 


peev& 


4»< 


Cant  be  the  Yene»  bow  «eU  MaW  it  BaWf 

Thai  tends  to  niftke  <ae  worthy  man  mj  ibo, 

Give  virtoo  MSBndal*  innoeeiioe  a  fear. 

Or  from  the  soft^j'd  virgin  steal  a  tear ! 

But  he  who  hurts  a  harmless  neighbour's  peace, 

Insults  iall*n  worth,  or  beauty  in  distress, 

Who  loTes  a  lie,  lame  slander  helps  about, 

Who  writes  a  lihel,  or  who  copieaout ; 

That  fop  whose  pride  afieots  a  patron's  name, 

Yet  absent  wounds  an  author's  haneit  lame ; 

Who  can  your  merit  selfishly  approve, 

And  show  the  sense  of  it,  without  the  love ; 

Who  has  the  vanity  to  call  you  friend. 

Yet  wants  the  honour,  injur'd,  to  defend* 

Who  tells  whatever  you  think,  whate'er  you  say, 

And  if  he  lie  not,  must  at  least  betray ; 

Who  to  the  dean  and  silver  bell  can  swear. 

And  sees  at  canons  what  was  never  there; 

V\lio  reads,  but  with  a  lust  to  misapply, 

Makes  satire  a  lampoon,  and  fiction  lie ; 

A  lash  like  mine  no  honest  man  shall  dread. 

But  an  such  babbling  blockheads  in  his  stead. 

Pope. 
With  pert  fiat  eyes  she  window'd  weU  its  head ; 
A  brain  all  feathers,  and  a  heart  all  lead : 
And  empty  words  she  gave,  and  sounding  strain. 
Bat  senseless,  lifeless  idol !  void  and  vain ! 
Never  was  dash'd  out,  at  one  lucky  hit, 
A  fool,  so  just  a  copy  of  a  wit 

Pcpe. 

Some  beanfies  yet  no  precq>ts  can  declare ; 
For  there 's  a  happiness  as  well  as  care  s 
Mosic  resembles  poetry ;  in  each 
Are  nameless  graces  which  no  methods  teach, 
And  whitih  a  master  Jiand  alone  can  reach. 

Pipe. 

Ail  other  trades  demand,  verse-makers  beg ; 
A  dedication  is  a  wooden  leg. 

Each  change  of  many-oolour'd  life  he  drew, 
Bzhaostod  wortds,  and  then  imagin'd  new  t 
Eastenoe  saw  him  spurn  her  bounded  reign, 
And  panting  time  toil'd  afW  him  in  vain. 

Dr.  Joknmm, 
Smit  with  the  love  of  honour  —  or  of  pence  ^- 
O'errun  with  wit,  and  destitute  of  sense^ 
Should  any  novice  in  the  rhyming  trade 
With  lawless  pen  the  realms  of  verse  invade. 
Forth  from  the  court  where  sceptred  sages  sit, 
Abos'd  with  praise,  and  flatter'd  into  wit. 
Where  in  lethargic  majesty  tliey  reign. 
And  what  they  win  by  dulness  still  maintain, 
legions  of  factious  authors  throng  at  once. 
Fool  beckons  fool,  and  dunce  awakens  dunce. 

Chmem, 


What  if  a  matt  dalaght  to  pass  his  tiias 
In  spinning  reason  into  hanalsas  riiyme^ 
Or  sometimes  boldly  veotore  to  the  play  7  — • 
Say,  where 's  the  crime— ^eat  man  of  prudence^ 

«y; 

No  two  on  earth  in  aU  things  can  agr^e. 
All  have  some  darling  irregularity : 
Women  and  men,  as  well  as  girls  and  boys. 
In  gewgaws  take  delight,  and  sigh  &r  toys. 
Your  sceptres,  and  your  crowns,  and  such-liks 

things. 
Are  but  a  better  kind  of  toys  lor  kings. 
In  things  indiff 'rent,  reason  bids  us  choose. 
Whether  the  whim 's  a  monkey  or  a  muse. 

Churchia 
And  thou,  sweet  poetry,  thou  loveliest  maid, 
Still  first  to  fiy  where  sensual  joys  invade  I 
Unfit,  in  these  degen'rate  times  of  shame. 
To  cateh  the  heart,  or  strike  £<xr  honest  fame. 
Dear  charming  nymph,  neglected  and  decay'd. 
My  shame  in  crowds,  my  soiitaiy  pride ; 
Thou  source  of  all  my  bliss,  and  all  my  woe, 
That  fimnd'st  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep'st  me  so 
Thou  guide,  by  wliich  the  nobler  arte  excel. 
Thou  nurse  of  every  virtue,  fait  thee  well ! 

Gdd$mUh's  J>e9irUd  Ft%t 
But  seldom  (as  if  ftarfhl  of  expense) 
Vouchsafts  to  man  a  post's  just  pretence  — • 
Fervency,  Ireedom,  flueney  of  thought, 
Harmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sob^; 
Fancy,  that,  from  the  bow  that  spans  the  sky, 
firings  colours,  dipp'd  in  heaven,  that  never  die  * 
A  soul  exalted  above  earth,  a  mind 
Skfll'd  in  tho  chavaetsrs  that  form  mankindi 

Cmfpt0 
The  just  is  dearly  to  be  seen. 
Not  in  the  words^  but  in  the  gap  between  t 
Manner  is  all  in  all,  whatever  is  writ. 
The.  substitute  fiir  genia%  sense  snd  wit. 

Coioper 

To  charm  the  languid  hours  of  sditadi^ 
He  oft  invites  her  to  the  muss's  lore,. 
For  none  have  vainly  e'er  the  mive  pursued. 
And  those  whom  she  delights,  regret  no  more 
The  social,  joyous  hours,  while  wrapt  they  soai 
To  worlds  unknown,  and  live  in  fimcy's  dream ; 
O  muse  divine!  thee  only  I  implore. 
Shed  on  my  soul  thy  sweet  inspiring  beams. 
And  pleasure's  gayest  scene  insipid  folly  seems  i 
Mrs.  TSghe*$  PayeU 
A  great  deal,  my  dear  liege,  depends 
On  having  clever  bards  for  friends ' 
What  had  Achilles  been  without  his  Homer 
A  tailor,  woollen-draper,  or  a  comber  7 

JJr.  WdcoPt  PdUr  P<«to- 
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The  man  who  printeth  hit  poetic  fits, 
Into  the  public's  mouth  his  head  commits. 

Dr.  Wotei>e$  Peier  Pindar. 
'Tls  very  dan|r*rou0  to  attack  a  poet — 
Also  ridicuIouB  —  the  end  would  show  it 

Dr.  WolcoCu  Ptier  Pindar. 

Oh!  woman's  heart  was  made 
For  minstrel  hands  alon^; 
By  other  fingers  play'd, 
It  yields  not  half  the  tone. 

Moort, 
No !  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade, 
rheir  bajrs  are  sere,  their  former  laurels  fade. 
Let  such  forego  the  poct*s  sacred  name. 
Who  rack  their  brains  fi>r  lucre,  not  for  fiime. 
Bynm*$  Engli$h  Bard*  and  Scotch  Reviewert. 

I  *ve  half  a  mind  to  tumble  down  to  prose, 
But  Terse  is  more  in  fiishion  —  so  hero  goes. 

Byron, 
And  though  these  lines  should  only  line  portman- 
teaus, 
Trade  will  be  all  the  better  for  these  cantos. 

BynuL 
DoomM  to  that  sorest  task  of  man  alive. 
To  make  three  guineas  do  the  work  of  five. 

Burm. 

Ifis  countrymen  came  ten  thousand  strong. 

To  weep  o'er  his  narrow  bed. 
And  tears  thoy  gave  to  that  child  of  song, 

Who  had  sued  to  them  for  bread. 

Allan  Cunmngham. 
A  dramless  renown 
Of  light  is  Poesy :    T  is  the  supreme  of  power : 
The  might  half  slumbering  on  its  own  right  ann ! 

JiAnKeaU. 
Tbe  fame  of  thoee  purs  bards  whose  &ces  li^ 

Like  glorious  cloads  in  summer's  calmest  eren, 

Fringinff  the  western  sky  of  darkening  hesfen, 
And  sprinkled  o'er  with  hues  of  rainbow  dye» 
Awakes  no  Toice  of  thunder,  which  may  vie 

With  mighty  chiefs'  renown ;— from  ages  gone. 

In  low,  undying  strain,  it  lengthens  on. 
Earth's  greenest  solitudes  with  joy  to  fill,— 
Felt  breathing  in  the  silence  of  the  sky. 
Or  trembling  in  the  gush  of  new-born  rill. 

Or  whispering  o'er  the  lake's  undimpled  breast ; 
Fet  bkMt  to  live  when  trumpet-notes  are  stall, 
To  wake  a  pulse  of  earth-boni  ecstasy 

In  the  deep  bosom  of  eternal  rest. 

Thomao  Noon  Talfourd. 
Pnet!  esteem  thy  noble  part, 

Still  listen,  sUll  record, 
HAcrcd  hi<itorian  of  the  heart, 

And  moral  nature's  lord. 

Richard  M.  MUnea. 


It  is  a  fearfbl  stake  the  poet  easts, 
When  he  comes  fbrth  from  his  sweet  solitude 
Of  hopes,  and  songs,  and  visionary  things, 
To  ask  the  iron  verdict  of  the  world. 

SRm  Laiiion, 
Trace  the  young  poet's  fate : 
Fresh  from  his  solitude,  the  child  of  dreams, 
His  heart  upon  his  lips  he  seeks  the  world, 
To  find  him  fame  and  fortune,  as  if  life 
Were  like  a  fairy  tale.    His  song  has  led 
The  way  before  him ;  flatteries  fill  his  ear, 
His  presence  courted,  and  his  words  are  caught; 
And  he  seems  happy  in  so  many  frienda 
What  marvel  if  he  somewhat  overrate 
His  talents  and  his  state  7    These  seenes  soon 

change. 
The  vain,  who  sought  to  mix  their  name  with  hb ; 
The  curious,  who  but  live  for  some  new  sight; 
The  idle  ^-  all  these  have  been  gratified, 
And  now  neglect  stings  even  more  than  scorn. 

MitiLudm 
Oh,  never  had  the  poet's  lute  a  hope, 
An  aim  so  glorious  as  it  now  may  have, 
In  this  our  social  state,  where  petty  cares 
And  mercenary  interests  only  look 
Upon  the  present's  litUeness,  and  shrink 
From  the  bold  future,  and  the  stately  past 
'T  is  the  poet's  gift 

To  melt  these  frozen  waters. 

Miu  Land^ 

1  see  poets  darting  in  splendour. 
Bright  birds  from  the  tropic  of  mind. 

Why  mock  at  each  self^eem'd  immortal  7 
To-day  he  is  lord  of  his  kind. 

Mit$  Jemburii 

Sit  still  upon  your  thrones, 

O  ye  poetic  ones ! 
And  i^  sooth,  the  world  decry  you. 
Let  it  pass,  unchallong'd  by  you ! 

Ye  to  yourselves  suffice, 

Without  its  flatteries, 
Self-contcntedly  approve  you 
Unto  Him  who  sits  above  you ! 

MiuBmA 

O  brave  poets,  keep  back  nothing ; 

Nor  mix  falsehood  with  the  whole ! 
Look  up  Godward !  speak  the  truth  in 

Worthy  song  fh»n  earnest  soul  I 

Hold  in  high  poetic  duty, 

Truest  TruUi  the  fiiirest  Beauty ! 

jtfttfBsrrdf. 

The  bard  must  have  a  kind,  courageous  heart, 
And  natural  chivalry  to  aid  the  weak. 
He  must  believe  the  best  of  every  thing; 
Love  all  below,  and  worship  all  above. 

BaH^oFtttu, 
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Poeli  tra  all  who  lofe— who  feel  great  tnxtht— 
And  ten  them. 

BaUey'M  Futu$. 

He  knew  himself  a  bard  ordained. 
More  than  iiwpirM  of  God,  inspirited :— > 
Making  himself^  like  an  electric  rod, 
A  hire  for  lightning  feelings ;  and  his  words 
Fell  like  the  thmgs  that  ftJl  in  thunder,  which 
The  mindf  when  in  a  dark,  but  cloudfiil  state. 
Doth  make  metallic,  meteoric,  ball-like. 
He  spake  to  spirits  with  a  wizard  tongue, 
Who  came  compell*d  by  wizard  power  of  truth. 
And  'rayM  them  round  him  from  the  ends  of 

Heaven.  Bailey^s  FtahM. 

Poetry  is  itself  a  thmg  of  God ; 
He  made  his  prophets  poets,  and  the  more 
We  feel  of  poesie  do  we  becomie 
Like  God  in  Ioyc  and  power— -under-makers. 

God  wills,  man  hopes :  in  common  seuls 

Hope  is  but  vague  and  undefin'd. 
Till  from  the  poet*s  tongue  the  message  rolls, 

A  blessing  to  his  kind. 

Jamm  Rii9$eU  LowiM, 

Never  did  poesy  appear 

So  full  of  heaven  to  me,  as  when 
I  saw  how  it  would  pierce  through  pride  and  fear 

To  the  lives  of  coarsest  men ! 
I  thought,  these  men  will  carry  hence 

Promptings  their  former  life  above. 
And  something  of  a  finer  reverence 

For  beauty,  troth,  and  love. 

Jame9  Eu$$dl  LeweB, 

The  world  b  full  of  poetry  —  the  air 
Is  living  with  its  spirit ;  and  the  waves 
Dance  to  the  music  of  its  melodies, 
And  sparkle  in  its  brightness.    Elarth  is  veiPd 
And  mantled  with  its  beauty ;  and  the  walls. 
That  close  the  universe  with  crystal  in. 
Are  eloquent  with  voices,  that  proclaim 
Hie  unseen  glories  of  immensity. 
In  harmonies  too  perfect  and  too  high 
For  aught  but  beings  of  celestial  mould. 
And  speak  to  man  in  one  eternal  hymn. 
Unfading  beauty,  and  unyielding  power. 

Pereimir$  Peom. 

Praise  to  the  bard !— his  words  are  driven. 
Like  flower-sceds  by  the  far  winds  sown. 

Wherever,  beneath  the  sky  of  heaven. 
The  birds  of  fktne  have  flown. 

HalUeV$  Poem$, 

fie,  whooe  thoughts  differing,  not  in  shape,  bat 

dress. 
What  others  feel,  mnrc  fitly  can  express. 

O.  W.  Hsbnct. 


There  breathes  no  being  but  hnm  some  pretenc« 
To  that  fine  instinct  called  poetic  sense. 

O.  W.  HabiuM. 

This  be  the  poefs  praise, 
That  he  hath  eter  been  of  Liberty 
The  steadfast  friend ;  of  Justice  and  of  Ttuth 
Firmest  supporters ;  of  high  thoughts. 
And  all  true  beauty  of  the  inner  world. 
Creator. 

American  Pro9peetu9  -^  1763 

On  a  blue  summer  night, 
When  the  stars  were  asleep^ 
Like  gems  of  the  deep, 
In  their  own  drowsy  light ; 
While  the  new-mown  hay 
On  the  grecfi  earth  lay. 
And  all  that  came  near  it  went  scented  away» 
From  a  lonp  woody  place 
There  look'd  out  a  face 
With  large  blue  eyes. 
Like  the  warm,  wet  skies, 
Brimfull  of  water  and  light ; 
A  profusion  of  hair 
Flashing  out  on  the  air. 
And  a  forehead  alarmingly  bright : 
*T  was  the  head  of  a  poet    He  grew 
As  the  sweet  strange  flowers  of  the  wilderness 
grow. 
In  the  droppings  of  natural  dew.. 
Unheeded — alone  — 
Tin  his  heart  had  blown — 
As  the  sweet  strange  flowers  of  the  wildemew 
blow — 
Till  every  thought  wore  a  changeable  strain. 
Like  flower-leaves  wet  with  the  sunset  rain. 
A  proud  and  passionate  boy  was  he. 
Like  all  the  children  of  poesy. 
With  a  haughty  look,  and  a  haughty  tread. 
And  something  awful  about  his  head ; 
With  wondcrfU  eyes, 
Full  of  woe  and  surprise — 
Like  the  eyes  of  them  that  can  see  the  deac 

Looking  about. 
For  a  moment  or  two  he  stood 
On  the  shore  of  a  mighty  wood ; 

Then  venturM  out 
With  a  bounding  step  and  a  joyful  shon^ 
The  blue  sky  bending  o*er  him, 
The  broad  soa  all  before  him ! 

JJm  iVco* 

Love  well 
The  poet  who  may  sow  your  grave  with  flowersi 
The  traveller  to  he  far  land  of  the  Fast 
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Tbe  poor  man,  fix>m  hia  door, 
Look'd  forth  with  cheerful  face,  and  as  his  ^ye, 
The  Boft  eye  of  the  poet,  tum'd  to  his, 
A  whisper  &om  the  tree  said,  "  This  is  he, 
Who  knows  thy  heart  is  human  as  his  own, 
Who,  with  inspired  numbers,  tells  the  world 
That  love  dwells  with  the  lowly.     He  has  made 
The  humble  roof  a  burtlien  in  sweet  song  — 
Interpreted  thy  heart  to  happier  men ! 
Love  him !  oh !  love  him,  therefore ! 

WUUb'b  Poem. 
Oh,  many  a  sad  and  weary  heart 
That  treads  a  noiseless  way  apart, 

Has  bless'd  the  humble  poefs  name, 
For  feUowship  reiinM  and  free, 
In  meek  wild-flowers  of  poesy 

That  ask*d  no  higher  iame ! 

Jlfrt.  EUzaheih  C,  Kinney, 
For  this  present,  hard 
Is  the  fortune  of  the  bard 

Bom  out  of  time ; 
All  his  accomplishment 
From  nature's  utmost  treasure  spent, 

Booteth  not  him. 

Raljpik  Woldo  Bmenon, 
l^he  land  of  song  within  thee  lies, 
Water'd  by  living  springs; 
The  lids  of  Fancy's  sleepless  eyes 
Are  gates  unto  tliat  Paradise, 
Holy  thoughts,  like  stars  arise, 
Its  clouds  aro  angels'  wings. 
Look,  then,  into  thy  heart  and  write ! 
Yes,  into  Life's  deep  stream  ! 
An  forms  of  sorrow  and  delight. 
All  solemn  Voices  of  the  Night, 
ThaM  c«n  sootfw  tbee^  or  affright^  —« 
Be  these  henoeiftrth  thy  theme. 

Lmgfdbufe  Vaeee  if  ike  Night. 
Leave  me  not  yet !  Leave  me  not  ocddand  lonely, 

ThoQ  dear  ideal  of  my  pining  heart! 
Thou  art  the  fiiend— the  beaotiful—tiie  only, 

Whom  I  would  keep  if  all  the  wwld  depart, 
Thou,  that  dosliroi]  Cfao  frailest  A>wer  with  gbry. 

Spirit  of  light,  and  lovrtiness,  and  trtiA ! 
Thou  that  didst  tell  me  a  sweet,  fairy  story. 

Of  the  dim  future,  in  my  wistfhl  youth ; 
lliou,  who  canst  weave  a  halo  round  the  spirit, 

Through  which  naught  mean  or  evil  dare  in- 
trude. 
Resume  not  yet  tne  gift  which  I  inherit 

From  Heaven  and  thee,  that  dearest,hohe8t  good ! 
licave  me  not  now !  Leave  me  not  odd  and  lonely, 

Thou  stany  prophet  of  my  pining  heart ! 
TImm  art  the  friend — the  tenderest — the  only. 

With  whom,  of  aQ,  't  would  be  despair  to  part 
Jlfrt.  Oegood't  Poem». 


Among  the  toiliWom  poor  my  soul  is  seeknif 

For  one  to  bring  the  Maker's  name  4o  lights 
To  be  the  voice  of  that  Almigfhty  speaking 

Which  every  age  demands  to  do  it  z^ht 
Proprieties  our  silken  bacds  environ ; 

He  who  would  be  the  tongue  of  this  wide  land, 
Must  string  his  harp  with  chords  of  sturdy  iron, 

And  strike  it  with  a  toil-embrowned  hand. 
Who  to  the  right  can  feel  himself  the  truer 

For  being  greatly  patient  with  the  wrong; 
Who  sees  a  brother  in  tiie  evil-doer. 

And  finds  in  Love  the  heart's-blood  of  his  soog. 
Jamet  Rusadl  LwDtU. 

With  no  fond,  sickly  thirst  for  fame  I  kned, 

0  goddess  of  tiie  high-born  art,  to  thee ; 
Not  unto  tliee  with  semblanoe  of  a  seal 

1  come,  O  pure  and  HeaveD-ey*d  Poesy  1 
Thou  art  to  me  a  spirit  and  a  love. 

Felt  ever  from  the  time  when  first  the  earth, 
In  its  green  beauty,  and  the  sky  above 

Infbrm'd  my  soul  with  joy  too  deep  for  miztb. 
I  was  a  child  of  thine  before  my  tongue 

Could  lisp  its  infant  utterance  unto  thee, 
And  now,  albeit,  firom  my  harp  are  flung 

Discordant  numbers,  and  the  sang  may  be 
That  which  I  would  not,  yet  I  know  that  thou 
The  ofiering  will  not  spurn,  while  unto  thee  I  bow. 
Jlfrt.  E.  Oake$  Smith. 

Awake  in  me  a  truer  lifol 

A  soul  to  labour  and  aspire ; 
Touch  thou  my  mortal  lips,  O  God, 

With  thine  own  truth's  immortal  fire ! 
Give  strength  onto  my  spirit's  vdng. 

Give  light  unto  my  spirit's  eye. 
And  let  the  sunshine  of  thy  smile 

Upon  my  upward  pathway  lie ! 
Thufl^  whan  my  soul  in  thy  pure  frith 

Hath  grown  serene,  and  free,  and  strong, 
Thy  greatness  may  exalt  my  thought. 

Thy  love  make  beautiful  my  song. 

Mi$$  Sara  J.  Clarh, 


POLITENESS.— (See  Etiqubtte). 


POLITICS. 

So  politidans  thrive* 
That  with  their  crabbed  frees,  and  sly  tricksy  j 

Legerdemain,  ducks,  cringes,  formal  beards,  | 

Crisp'd  hairs,  and  punctual  cheats,  do  wriggle  in 
Their  heads  first,  like  a  fox,  to  rooms  of  stats. 
Then  the  whde  body  fbQows. 

John  Ford'e  Looer't  MdamMf^ 
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A  poElieiai*  PtotevJike,  imift  alter 
His  ftee,  and  habit;  and,  like  water,  Beem 
Of  the  mne  oobur  that  the  veescl  m 
Hiat  doth  contain  it ;  varjing  his  form 
Wiii  the  chameleon  at  each  objcct*8  change. 

MamnCu  MvUa$9t», 

With  passionate  oaths  and  protestations, 

With  sighs,  smooth  glances,  and  oflScious  terms. 

Spread  artificial  mists  before  the  eyes 

Of  credMoos  simplicity :  he  that  will  be  high. 

Most  be  a  parasite,  to  fawn  and  lie. 

MaM(nC$  JtffJeofses. 

Policy  wills  some  seeming  cause  be  had. 

To  make  that  good,  whioh  Joatice  knows  for  bad. 

Jonei't  Airatfa. 

These  great  statesmen. 

When  time  has  made  bold  with  the  king  and  sub. 

ject, 
Throwing  down  all  fence  that  stood  Hwixt  their 

pow'r 
And  others'  right,  are,  on  a  change. 
Like  wanton  salmons  coming  in  with  floods, 
Ihat  leap  o*er  wires  and  nets,  and  make  their  way 
To  be,  at  their  return,  to  ev'ry  one  a  prey. 

8uekUng'$  AgJaura, 
Your  politicians 
Have  evermore  a  taint  of  vanity ; 
As  hasty  still  to  show,  and  boast  a  plot, 
As  they  are  greedy  to  contrive  it 

Sir  W»  DavenanfM  Fair  FawuriU, 

Doll  rogues  afiect  the  politician's  part. 
And  leaai  to  nod  and  smile,  and  shrug  with  art; 
Who  nothing  has  to  lose,  the  war  bewails ; 
And  he  who  nothing  pays,  at  taxes  rails. 

CoRgreos. 
Avoid  the  politic,  the  factious  fool, 
The  busy,  buzzing,  talking,  hardenM  knave : 
The  quaint  smooth  rogue,  that  sins  *gainst  his 

reason. 
Calls  saucy  loud  sedition  public  zeal. 
And  mutiny  the  dictates  of  his  spirit 

Otway, 

All  would  be  deem*d,  e*en  firom  the  cradle,  fit 
To  rule  in  politics  as  well  as  wit 
The  grave,  the  gay,  the  fbpling  and  the  dunce. 
Start  up  (God  bless  us)  statesmen  all  at  onco. 

Churdtia. 

Who's  in  or  out,  who  moves  the  grand  machine, 
Nor  slin  my  curiosity,  or  spleen ; 
Secrets  of  state  no  more  I  wish  to  know 
Than  secret  movements  of  a  puppet-show ; 
Let  but  the  puppets  move,  I  *ve  my  desire, 
Vnseen  the  hand  which  guides  the  master  wire* 

Ckurtkia. 
9R 


— ^What  are  your  politics  7  —  I  have  none, 
I  have  my  thoughts.    I  am  no  party  man, 
I  care  for  measures  more  than  men,  but  think 
Some  little  may  depend  upon  the  men ; 
Something  in  fires  depends  upon  the  grate. 

Bttiley*$  Feeiui, 

You  can't  pay  rents  and  retail  politics. 

James  T.  Fidd§ 


POPULARITY. 

O,  he  sits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts : 
And  that  which  would  appear  ofibnce  in  as, 
His  ooimtenanoe,  like  richest  alchemy. 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthiness;  » 

Shgk9.  MHmB  C^tar. 

AH  tongues  speak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  sights 
Are  spectacled  to  see  him :  your  prattling  nurso 
Lato  a  rapture  lets  her  baby  cry, 
While  she  chats  him :  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 
Her  richest  lockram  'bout  her  reechy  neck. 
Clambering  the  walls  to  eye  him :  stalls,  bulks, 

windows. 
Are  smother'd  up,  leads  fill'd,  and  ridges  hors'd 
With  variable  compkrions ;  all  agreeing 
In  earnestness  to  see  him. 

Shah.  Cariolamu 

I  have  seen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  see  him,  andt  the  blind 
To  hear  him  speak :  the  matrons  flung  their  gloves, 
Ladies  and  maids  their  scaHb  and  handkerchiefi. 
Upon  him  as  he  pasa'd :  the  nobles  bended. 
As  to  Jove's  statue ;  and  the  commons  made 
A  shower  and  thunder,  with  their  caps  and  shoots: 
I  never  saw  the  like. 

ShaJcB,  CaridanuM, 

They  more  or  less  came  in  with  cap  and  knee, 
Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages ; 
Attended  him  on  bridges,  stood  on  lanes. 
Laid  gifb  before  him,  profTer'd  him  their  oath», 
Gave  him  their  heirs :  as  pages  fbllow'd  him, 
£>ren  at  his  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 

Skalf.  Henry  IV.    Part  1 

Tlien,  as  I  said,  the  duke,  great  Bolingbroke, 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  steed. 
Which  his  aspiring  rider  seem'd  to  know. 
With  slow  but  stately  pace  kept  on  his  course ; 
While  all  tongues  cry'd,  God  save  thee,  Bolmx 

broke. 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  spa&e 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  casements  darted  their  desiring  eyes 

Upon  his  visage. 

Shah.  Richard  ll 
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popularity: 


And  than  I  «tol«  all  ooartMjr  (rma  ha&Tea, 
And  di«M*d  jaywe\£  in  aock  homility, 
That  I  did  plock  allegiance  from  men's  heaiti, 
fjoud  sbouts  and  salutatkne  from  their  menthi, 
Even  in  the  prcience  of  the  crowned  kmg, 

ShakB.  Henry  IV.    PaH  L 

And  noWf  fbnooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  edicts,  and  more  strait  decrees, 
That  He  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealth : 
Cries  out  upon  abuses,  seems  to  weep 
Over  his  country's  wrongs ;  and,  by  his  iace, 
This  seeming  brow  of  jostico  did  he  win 
The  hearts  of  aB  he  did  angle  far, 

Shak9,  Henry  IV.    Pari  L 

Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyster-wench ; 

A  brace  of  draymen  bid — God  speed  him  weD, 

And  had  the  tribute  of  his  supple  knee. 

With  thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving  friends ; 

As  were  our  England  in  reversion  his, 

And  he  our  subjects'  next  degree  in  hope. 

Shak9.  Richard  II. 

Ev'ry  wretch  pining  and  pale  before. 
Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks ; 
A  largess  universal,  like  the  smi, 
His  lib'ral  eye  doth  give  to  every  one, 
Thiwiug  odd  fear. 

Shak$.  Henry  V. 

To  be  a  crouching,  crawling,  fitwning  cur. 
To  lick  the  lazy  hands  of  pratin|f  priests. 
With  protestations  of  integrity 
Devoted  wholly  to  them; 
With  true  oomponction  of  mfoigned  grie^ 
Submissively  to  crave  their  gracious  pardon: 
To  paw  the  ragged  multitiide  with  prakie 
Of  their  ingenious  care  and  fervent  kve 
For  preservation  of  the  eommonvrealth ; 
To  promise  fidr  rewards  to  froward  ibols ; 
Perhaps  with  dirty  feet  to  mire  with  fawnings, 
And  then  be  beaten  with  the  shamefbl  staff 
Of  fiial  reproach:  — 
To  do  oil  this,  were  to  be  bom  a  fool ; 
To  live  a  slave  and  die  a  coward. 
Death  1  I  will  stand  between  the  counter  bluffs 
Of  these  devouring  stormn  in  spite  of  hell; 
Nor  priest  nor  peasant  shall  enforce  me  stoop 
Ai.  inch  to  either :  As  I  have  liv'd,  I  *11  fall ; 
Or  freed  from  both,  or  rent  up  root  and  all. 

Hemmtng^B  Jno'e  Tragedy. 
Towards  him  they  bend 
With  awful  reverence  prone ,  and  as  a  god 
Kxtol  him  e(|dal  to  the  High'st  in  Heaven. 

MUUm^e  Paradise  Lest. 
Ihre-hc  dded  popularity  low  he  bow'd, 
t\p.\  paid  the  salutations  of  the  crowd* 

Dryden^s  Palamm  and  AreUs, 


I  have  BO  taale 
Of  popular  applause :  The  ncMsy  praiM 
Of  giddy  crowds  as  changeable  as  winds; 
Still  vehement,  and  still  witliont  a  canse : 
Servanta  to  chance,  and  blowing  in  the  tide 
Of  swoln  success ;  but  veering  with  the  ebb| 
It  leaves  the  channel  dry. 

Dryden'sSpamifkFnm 

Yet  of  manners  mild. 
And  winning  every  heart,  he  knew  to  please. 
Nobly  to  please ;  while  equally  he  scoro'd 
Or  adulation  to  receive,  or  give. 


He  who  can  listen  pleas'd  to  such  applause, 
Buys  at  a  dearer  rate  than  I  daro  purchase. 
And  pays  for  idle  air  with  sense  and  virtue. 

MeOette  Ma^t^ia. 

O  breath  of  public  praise, 
Short-liv'd  and  vain !  ofl  gain'd  without  desert, 
As  often  lost,  unmerited :  composed 
But  of  extremes :  Thou  first  beginn*st  with  love 
Enthusiastic,  madness  of  affection ;  then 
(Bounding  o'er  moderation  and  o'er  reason) 
Thou  tum'st  to  hate,  as  causeless  and  as  fierce, 
Havarfs  Regmbu. 

Oh,  popular  applause,  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweet  seducing  charms  ? 
The  wisest  and  the  best  feel  urgent  need 
Of  all  their  caution  in  thy  gentlest  gales ; 
But  swell'd  into  a  dost  —  who  then,  alas ! 
With  all  his  canvas  set,  and  inexpert. 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  withstand  thy  power  T 

Cewper's  TeA. 

Some  shout  him,  and  some  hang  npon  hia  car 
To  gaze  in  *s  eyes  and  Uess  him.    Bftaideiw  wave 
Their  'kerchiefs,  and  dd  women  weep  for  Joy. 
While  others,  not  so  satisfied,  unhorse 
The  gilded  equipage,  and,  turning  loose 
His  steeds,  usurp  a  place  they  well  deserve. 

Cdtcper't  Tesk. 
Their'a  was  the  glee  of  martial  breasi, 
And  laughter  their's  at  little  jest ; 
And  oft  lord  Marmion  deign'd  to  aid. 
And  mingle  in  the  mirth  they  made : 
For  though  with  men  of  high  degree. 
The  proudest  of  the  proud  was  he. 
Yet  train'd  in  camps,  he  knew  the  art 
To  win  the  sddier's  hardy  heart 

ScdCs  Marmka. 

Track  not  the  steps  of  such  as  hdd  you  cfae^— 
Too  mean  to  prize,  though  good  enough  to  keep; 
Your  **  real,  genuine,  no-mistake  Tom  Thumbs" 
Are  little  people  fed  on  great  men's  i 
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Cune  an  hii  Tirtaei !  they  've  undone  his  cmmtrjTi 
Such  popakr  humanity  ia  treaflon. 

Ad£$me9  Cata, 

Coarteoos  and  oantiocn,  thercfive,  in  his  eonntry, 
He  was  all  Ihinga  to  all  men,  and  dispensed 
To  some  eirility  to  others  bonnfy, 
And  promises  to  all — which  last  commenced 
To  ^ther  to  a  somewhat  large  amomit,  he 
Not  calculating  how  much  they  condensed ; 
But  what  with  keeping  some,  and  breaking  others, 
His  word  had  the  same  value  as  another's. 

Byntn, 


PORTRAIT. 

What  find  I  here  7 
Fair  Poctia's  counterfeit  7  what  demy.god 
Hath  come  so  near  creation. 

Shaks.  Merekant  of  Vemee. 
But  her  eyes — 
How  eould  he  see  to  do  them  7  having  made  one, 
Methinka  it  should  have  power  to  steal  both  his, 
And  leave  itself  unfumish'd. 

Shales,  Merchant  tf  VeMce, 
'Twas  prct^,  though  a  plague 
To  see  him  every  hour :  to  sit  and  draw 
His  arched  brow,  his  hawking  eye,  his  curls, 
In  our  heart's  table ;  h'bart  too  capable 
Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  sweet  fkvour : 
But  DOW  he  *s  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 
Most  sanctify  his  relics. 

ShaU. 

Good  heaven !  that  sots  and  knaves  should  be  so 

vain. 
To  wish  their  vile  remembrance  may  remain ! 
And  stand  recorded  at  their  own  request, 
To  fUtm«  days  a  libel  or  a  jest. 

Z>rydefi. 

Her  eyes,  her  hpe,  her  cheeks,  her  shape,  her 

Ibatares, 
Seem  to  be  drawn  by  love's  own  hands,  by  love 
Himself  in  love. 

Is  she  not  more  than  painting  can  express. 
Or  yoQthful  poets  fancy  when  they  love  7 

iSoiee. 

There  were  the  painted  forms  ofi  other  times, 
Twas  all  they  left  of  virtues  or  of  crimes. 
Save  vague  tradition ;  and  the  gloomy  vaults 
That  hid  their  dust,  their  foibles,  and  their  faults; 
And  half  the  column  of  the  pompous  page. 
That  speeds  the  specious  tale  from  age  to  age ; 
Where  history's  pen  its  praise  or  blame  supplies. 
And  lies  Hke  tnith,  and  stiU  most  truly  fies. 

£yron*f  ham.  j 


Here  &bled  ohieft,  in  darker  ages  bon. 
Or  worthies  old,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn. 
Who  oHies  raisM,  or  tam*d  a  monstrous  race, 
The  waUs  in  venerable  order  grace : 
Heroes  in  animated  marUe  frovm. 
And  legislators  seem  to  think  in  stone. 

P<ye'f  TempUtifFi 


Blest  be  the  art  that  con  immortalize. 
The  art  that  baffles  Time's  fyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it. 

Cmwper, 

Love  on  his  lips  and  hatred  in  his  heart, 
His  motto -^contteney;  his  creed— to  jnif; 
Words  that  like  honey  feeble  files  enthral 
To  hide  a  soul  of  black  envenom'd  galL 
Rash,  cruel,  wavering,  subtle,  insincere. 
The  wind^of  heaven  not  so  widely  veer; 
Strong  in  his  words  but  in  his  actions  weak. 
His  greatest  taksnt  not  to  do  —  but  speak. 
Language  that  bums  th'  unwary  to  entice, 
A  head  all^rf ,  and  a  heart  all  ice : 
So  does  the  mountain's  summit  fiercely  glow. 
While  deep  beneath  still  lies  the  frozen  snow. 

ByrmCe  Lan 

Thy  beauty,  not  a  &u]t  is  there ; 

No  queen  of  Grecian  line 
E*er  braided  more  luxuriant  hair 

O'er  forehead  more  divine  ^-^ 
The  light  of  midnigl^t's  starry  heaven 

Is  in  those  radiant  eyes ; 
Hie  rose's  crimson  life  has  given 

Hiat  cheek  its  glowing  dyes ; — 
And  yet  I  love  thee  not:— 'thy  brow 

Is  but  the  sculptor's  mould : 
It  wants  a  shade— > it  wants  a  glow— • 

It  is  less  fair  than  odd. 

Mi99  Ltmdom'e  Poetkal  Pmtrmm. 

Waking,  I  must  dream  no  more, 
mght  has  lovelier  dreams  in  store. 
Picture  dear,  fiuewell  to  thee. 
Be  thine  image  left  with  me ! 

irts«  Unim, 

I  've  gazed  on  many  a  brighter  fkce. 

But  ne'er  on  one  for  years. 
Where  beauty  loft  so  soft  a  traee 

As  it  had  left  on  hers ; 
But  who  can  paint  the  speU  that  wove 

A  brightness  nrand  the  whole ! 
'T  would  take  an  angel  from  the  bUm 

To  paint  the  immortal  soul — 
To  traee  the  light,  the  inborn  gtaoe, 
The  spirit  sparkling  o'er  her  face* 


POVERTY. 


O  BerioDfl  eyes !  how  is  it  that  the  Kght, 

The  hvamng  rays  that  mine  poor  into  ye, 
Btin  find  ye  odd,  and  dead,  and  dark  as  night — 

0  lifeless  eyes !  can  yet  not  answer  me  7 
O  lips !  whereon  my  own  so  oft  hath  dwelt, 
Hath  love*8  warm,  ftarfoi  thrilling  tooefa  no  spell 
To  waken  sense  in  ye? — O  misery!—- 

0  breathless  lips !  ean  ye  not  speak  to  me  7 
Thoa  soulless  mimicry  of  lift ;  my  tears 

Fall  scalding  orer  thee ;  in  vain,  in  vain ; 

1  press  thee  to  my  heart,  whose  hopes  and  ftara 
Are  all  thine  own ;  thou  dost  not  feel  the  strain, 

0  thoa  dnU  image !  wik  thou  not  reply 
To  my  load  prayers  and  wild  idoktry  7 

Franeet  KenMt  Bmder, 

1  ne*er  have  look'd  upon  thy  form  of  fiiee, 
Albeit  they  tell  me  thou  art  passing  fair ; 

1  know  but  of  the  Intellectual  ther% 

And  shape  fiom  thence  all  loveliness  and  grace. 
Jtfrt.  Eligabeth  J,  BamH. 
Clear  on  the  expansion  of  that  snow-white  forehead 

SitB  intellectual  beauty  meekly  throoM ; 
Yet  oh,  the  expression  tells  that  thou  hast  sorrowM, 

And  in  thy  yearning,  human  heart,  aton*d. 
For  thy  soul*B  lofty  gifts. 

Jtfrf .  Elixabeth  /.  Bamet, 

Thy  picture,  in  my  memory  now. 
Is  fair  as  mom,  and  fieah  as  May ! 

WtOif  *f  Peons. 

A  stil],  sweet,  placid,  moonlight  &oe. 

And  slightly  nonchalant. 
Which  seems  to  claim  a  middle  place 

Between  one's  love  and  aunt. 
Where  childhood's  star  has  left  a  ray 

In  woman's  sunniest  sky. 
As  morning  dew  and  blushing  day 

On  fruit  and  blossom  lie. 

O.  W.  Holmei. 

There  ever  is  a  form,  a  fiice 

Of  maiden  beanty  in  my  dreams, 
Speeding  before  me,  like  the  race 

To  ocean  of  the  momitain  strean^s — 
With  dancing  hair  and  laughing  eyes, 
That  seem  to  mock  me  as  it  flies. 

HaUeck. 
Oh,  it  is  life  I  departed  days 
Fling  back  their  brightness  while  I  gaxe ; 
'Tis  Emma's  self — this  brow  so  fair, 
TIalf.ciArtain'd  in  this  glossy  hair. 
These  eyes,  the  very  home  of  love. 
The  dark  twin  arches  traced  above. 
These  red-rip**  lips  that  almost  speak, 
Tlie  f&mter  blush  of  this  pure  cheek. 
The  rose  and  lily's  beauteous  strife— 
It  is  — oh  no*— 'tis  an  to  lifb! 

Sfragui^w  Pgemit, 
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His  raw-bon'd  checks,  through  penury  and  pine. 

Were  shrunk  into  his  Jaws,  as  he  did  never  dine. 

Spen$er'9  Fairy  Qneen 

O,  reason  not  the  need,  our  basest  beggars 
Are  in  the  poorest  thing  superfluous; 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beast's. 

Shaka,  Lear 

Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are. 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm ! 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads,  and  unfed  sides. 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggedness,  de&nd  yoa 
From  seasons  such  as  these? 

Shaka,  King  Lear» 
Through  tatter'd  clothes  small  vices  do  appear ; 
Robe%  and  fUrr'd  gowns  hide  alL 

Shaka.  King  Lear. 

Why  should  yon  want  7    Behold,  the  earth  hatk 

roots  7 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  an  hundred  springs: 
The  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briars  scarlet  hips ; 
The  bounteous  huswife,  nature,  on  each  bush 
Lays  her  full  mess  before  you.  Want !  why  want  ? 
Shaka,  Timan  rf  Athem. 

Art  thou  so  bare,  and  full  of  wretchedness. 
And  fear'st  to  die !  flunine  is  in  thy  cheeks. 
Need  and  oppression  stareth  in  thine  eyes. 
Upon  thy  back  hangs  ragged  misery. 
The  world  is  not  thy  firiend,  nor  the  vrorld's  law. 
Shaka,  Romao  and  JuliA 
The  rich 
Hove  wakeflil  nights,  whilst  the  poor  man's  turf 
Begets  a  peaceful  sleep;  in  which  they're  blest 
From  fiigid  fbars  all  day,  at  night  with  rest 

Oiffe'a  Cardeaa  Shepherdeai. 
To  men 
Press'd  by  their  wants,  all  change  is  ever  vrelcome. 
Ben  JonaonU  CaiilinL 

Want  is  a  bitter  and  a  hateful  good. 
Because  its  virtues  are  not  understood ; 
Yet  many  things,  impossible  to  though^ 
Have  been  by  need  to  full  perfection  brought 
Tlie  daring  of  the  soul  proceeds  from  thence. 
Sharpness  of  wit,  and  active  diligence ; 
Prudence  at  once,  and  ibrtitude  it  gives ; 
And,  if  in  patience  taken,  mends  our  lives. 

Dryden'a  Wife  if  BatK 
What  numbers  onee  in  fortune's  lap  high-fed, 
Scficit  the  cold  hand  of  charily  I 
To  shock  us  more,  solicit  it  in  vain! 

Yoang'a  Night  Thaagka. 
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What  wretob  art  thoa  7  whuM  miseiy  ud  baaeooM 
HanfB  on  my  door;  whM9  hateful  whine  of  woe 
Breaks  in  npon  my  ■oirofWB,  and  distracti 
M J  jarring  eenaea  with  thy  beggar*8  cry  7 

Row€'$  Jant  Sign, 
lliiiB  while  my  joyless  minntes  tedious  flow. 
With  looke  demm«,  and  silent  pace,  a  dun, 
HoniUe  menster !  hated  by  gods  and  men. 
To  my  aenal  citadel  ascends; 
With  vocal  heel,  thrice  thund'ring  at  my  gate^ 
With  hideous  accent  thrice  he  calls. 

PhiUpt'B  Splendid  SMBiag, 
Sore  pierc'd  by  wintry  winds. 
How  many  shrink  into  the  sordid  hat 
Of  cheerless  porerty. 

7%oiMeB*f  StamaB. 

0  grant  me,  heav'n,  a  middle  state* 
Neither  too  homUe  nor  too  great; 
More  than  enough  fi>r  natore's  ends, 
With  something  left  to  treat  my  firienda. 

MaUet 
O  blissful  poverty  I 
N&tore,  too  partial  to  thy  lot,  assigns 
Health,  freedom,  innooence,  and  downy  peace, 
Her  real  goods ;  and  only  mooks  the  great. 
With  empty  pageantries. 

Fentm^s  MmrianuM. 

Be  honest  poverty  thy  boasted  wealth ; 
So  shall  thy  friendships  be  sincere,  tho*  fiw, 
So  shall  thy  sleep  be  sound,  thy  waking  cheerftd. 
Hatard'B  Regubu, 

She,  wretched  matron,  fi>rc*d  in  age,  for  bread. 
To  strip  the  iKOok  with  mantling  cresses  spread, 
To  pick  her  wintry  &ggot  from  the  thorn. 
To  seek  her  nightly  shed,  and  weep  till  mom. 

GditmWiU  DtMtrUd  Wlage. 
Wliere  then,  ah !  where  shall  poverty  reside, 
To  *Bcapc  the  pressure  of  contiguous  pride  7 
If  to  some  common*s  fenceless  limits  stray*d, 
He  drives  his  flock  to  pick  the  scanty  blade. 
Those  fenceless  fields  the  bods  of  wealth  divide. 
And  e*en  the  bare-wom  common  is  deny*d« 

GaUmUh'M  Dueried  ViOagiL 
Sleep  seems  their  only  refuge.    For  alas  I 
Where  penury  is  fblt  the  thought  is  chained. 
And  sweet  ooUoqutal  pleasures  are  but  few. 

Cwofa**  Tatk. 

But  poverty,  with  most  who  whimper  forth 
Hieir  long  complaints,  is  selAinflicted  woe, 
Tb*  effect  of  laziness,  or  sottish  wastes 

Cotoper's  Tatik. 

The  frugal  hoosewife  trembles  when  she  lights 
Her  scanty  stock  of  bmshwood,  blazing  dear 
But  dying  soon,  hke  all  tecrestrial  jo^s. 

Ceto|Mr*s  Taaik^ 


Where  mice  with  music  ohsirm,  and  verm^  crawl. 
And  snails  with  silver  traces  deck  the  waU. 

Dr.  WoLcoCb  Peter  Pindar, 

And  mark  the  wretch,  whose  wanderings  never 

knew 
The  vrorld's  regard,  that  soothes,  Aoagh  half  nn. 

true; 
Whose  erring  heart  the  lash  of  sorrow  bore. 
But  feund  not  pity  when  it  err'd  no  more. 
Yon  friendless  man,  at  whose  dejected  eye 
Til'  nnfteling  proud  one  looks,  and  passes  by; 
Condemn'd  on  penwys  barren  path  to  loasn, 
Scom'd  by  the  vrarld,  and  left  withent  a  home, 

OmufbdPw  PiM$mr€$  tfHfip$. 

Ay !  idleness !  the  rich  folks  never  fail 
To  find  some  reason  why  the  poor  deserve 
Their  miseries. 

SmAty, 

Bums  o*er  the  plough  sung  sweet  his  wood-notee 

vnld; 
And  richest  Shak^are  was  a  poor  man*s  child. 
Ehenezer  EUiaiU 

Oh,  frithfbl  love  by  poverty  embrac*d ! 
Thy  heart  is  five  amid  a  wintry  waste ; 
Thy  joyt  are  roses  bom  on  Hecla*8  brow ; 
Thy  home  is  Ekien,  warm  amid  the  snow ; 
And  she,  thy  mate,  when  coldest  blows  the  storm, 
Clings  then  most  fondly  to  thy  guardian  form ; 
Even  as  thy  taper  gives  intensest  light. 
When  o*er  thy  bow*d  roof  darkest  falls  the  night. 

Ebenezer  EUiaU 
Few  save  the  poor  feel  for  the  poor ; 

The  rich  know  not  how  hard 
It  is  to  be  of  needful  rest 

And  needfiil  food  debarred : 
They  know  not  of  the  scanty  meal. 

With  small  pale  frees  roond ; 
No  fire  upon  the  cold  damp  hearth 

When  snow  is  en  the  greimd. 

KisfXtfrnbrn. 

I  said  to  Penury's  meagre  train. 

Come  on — your  threats  I  brave ; 
My  last  poor  life-drop  yon  may  drain. 

And  crush  me  to  the  grave ; 
Tet  still,  the  spirit  that  endures, 

Shall  mock  your  force  the  while. 
And  meet  each  cold,  cold  grasp  of  yours. 
With  bitter  smile. 

Mr9,StGddar0 

Speak  gentfy,  kindly,  to  the  poor; 

Let  no  harsh  term  be  heard ; 
Tliey  have  eowgh  they  must  endure, 

Without  an  unkind  word. 
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Have  pitf  tm  them,  ftr  fhelr  lift 

Is  fbll  of  grief' and  eare; 
Yoa  do  not  know  one  half  the  woee 

The  very  poor  most  hear ; 
Yon  do  not  lee  the  silent  tears 

By  many  a  mother  shed. 
As  childhood  olBbrs  up  the  pirayer  — 

**  GIto  us  our  daily  bread.** 

JIfrt.  Jan$  F.  Wortkhi^pm, 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit? 

Stout  musoles  and  a  sinewy  heart, 
A  hardy  ftame,  a  hardier  spirit; 

King  of  two  hands,  he  does  his  part 

In  eveiy  aseM  toil  and  art ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fte. 

Jenws  JR.  Lowdr9  Poem$. 
O,  poor  man's  son,  seom  not  thy  state ; 

There  is  worse  weariness  than  thine. 
In  merely  being  rich  and  great ; 

Toil  only  gives  the  sool  to  shine. 

And  makes  rest  fhigrant  and  benign; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 
Worth  being  poor  to  hold  in  ibe. 

James  R*  ImM9  Fems. 


PRAISE. 

Or  who  would  ever  care  to  do  brave  deed. 
Or  strive  in  virtue  others  to  esccel, 
If  none  shoold  yield  him  his  deserved  meed, 
Dvto  praise,  that  is  the  spur  of  doing  well  7 
For  if  good  were  not  praised  more  than  ill. 
None  would  dioooe  goodness  of  lus  own  fi-ee  win. 
SftMer'B  Tears  of  the  Muu», 
Praising  what  is  lost, 
Ifakes  the  remembrance  dear^ 

Shdk».  M'9  WdL 

Pray  now,  no  more ;  my  mother. 
Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood, 
When  she  does  praise  me,  grieves  me. 

iSkake,  Coriobntis. 

He  gave  yon  all  the  duties  of  a  man ; 
Trimm*d  up  your  praises  with  a  princely  tongue ; 
Spoke  your  deservings  like  a  chronicle ; 
Making  yon  ever  better  than  his  praise. 
By  still  dispraising  pndae,  valued  with  yoa 

Skaki.  Henry  JV.    Parti. 
Trown  us  with  praise,  and  make  us 
As  fkt  as  tame  things:  one  good  deed,  dying 

tongoeless, 
Manghters  a  thoosand,  vraiting  npon  that: 
•  vor  praises  are  our  wages. 

Shak$.  Wtnter't  TaU 


Do  not  smile  at  me,  that  I  boast  her  ol( 
For  thou  shalt  find  she  mSl  outstrip  all  praise, 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her.  i 

Skakt,  Temft^k     j 

That  praise  contents  mo  more  which  one  impam     ! 
Of  judgment  sound,  though  of  a  mean  degree, 
Than  praise  horn  princes,  void  of  prinoely  parti 
Who  have  more  wealth,  hot  not  move  wil  than  he 

Earl  ffStaUa^a  Crmt» 
And  what  is  most  commended  at  this  time, 
Suooeeding  ages  may  account  a  crime. 

Earl  €f  StaHitu?9  Danu 
Praise 
Is  the  reflectioa  doth  from  virtue  rise ; 
These  fair  encomiums  do  virtue  raise 
To  higher  acts :  to  praise  is  to  advise. 
TeDing  men  what  they  are,  we  let  them  see. 
And  represent  to  them  what  they  should  be. 

A2eyn*s  Pmetiert, 
Praise  is  but  virtue's  shadow;  who  courts  her, 
Doth  more  the  handmaid  than  the  dame  admire. 
Heaih'8  Clarasidla 
Commend  but  sparingly  whom  thou  dost  love; 
But  less  condemn  whom  thou  dost  not  approve; 
Hiy  fi-iend,  like  flattery,  too  much  praise. dotb 

wrong; 
And  too  sharp  censure  shows  an  evil  tongue. 

i!>eiiAaai. 
In  vain  would  art  presume  to  guide 
The  chariot-wheels  of  praise ; 
When  ikncy  driving  ranges  free. 
Fresh  flowers  selecting  like  the  bee. 
And  regularly  strays 

PhiUifi, 

Tlie  love  of  praise,  howe'er  conceal*d  by  art, 
Reigns,  more  or  less,  and  glows  in  ev'ry  heart: 
The  proud  to  gain  it  toils  on  toils  endure. 
The  modest  shun  it  but  to  make  it  sure. 

Youfig*$  Loot  of  Pamt, 
Of  praise  a  mere  glutton,  he  swallow*d  what  came, 
And  the  puff  of  a  dunce  he  mistook  it  for  fame ; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease, 
Who  pepperM  the  highest  was  surest  to  please. 
*    Goldsmtt&'f  JStfoUsiioa. 
My  soul, 
like  yours,  is  open  to  the  charms  of  praise : 
There  is  no  joy  beyond  it,  when  the  mind 
Of  him  who  hears  it  can  with  honest  pride 
Confess  it  just,  and  listen  to  its  music 

WbUehead'B  Roman  FaAtr 

I  will  not  sing  a  mortal's  praise. 
To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  lays. 
To  whom  my  powers  belong ! 

•Tismes  Moa^aaury* 
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ft  fweci— >till  emrj  awn  it,  wnd  the  Icmch 
Of  new-won  gold  etin  tqi  the  pobos  wdl  | 

WiOu's  Pom; 
Tbe  wwtMeBWieie  of  eommon  praise  — 

The  dry-rot  of  the  mind, 

By  wbteb  ili  temple  secretly 

DiAfteCieimderminM! 

Mtff  Land€n*9  Poems. 

Alas!  the  pnise  gifen  to  the  e«r 
N(v*er  was  nor  e'er  oan  be  sincere, 

And  does  hot  waste  the  mind 

On  which  it  pre^ :  — •  in  imin 
Would  they  in  whom  the  poison  lurks 

A  worthier  state  attain. 

Mim  LaudoiCg  Poemo, 


PRAYER. 

We,  ignorant  of  oursclTes, 
Beg  often  onr  own  harms,  whidi  the  wise  powers 
Deny  ns  ibr  oar  good ;  so  find  we  profit, 
Bj  kaing  of  oor  prayers. 

Skdkt,  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 

Wb<m  holy  and  dcTout  religious  men 

Are  at  their  beads,  *tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence, 

So  sweet  is  zealous  contemplation. 

Shako.  Richard  III. 
That  high  all-seer,  which  I  dallied  with. 
Hath  tnm'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head, 
And  given  in  earnest,  what  I  begg*d  in  jest 
Hios  doth  he  force  the  swords  of  wicked  men 
To  torn  their  own  points  on  their  masters*  bosoms. 

Shako.  Richard  III. 

If  yoQ  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime, 
UnreocmcilM  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace. 
Solicit  Ibr  it  straight 

Shako.  OfheOo. 

I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myself  to-night ; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  orisons 
To  move  the  heavens  to  smile  upon  my  state, 
Which,  well  thou  know'st,  is  cross  and  full  of  sm. 
Shako.  Romeo  and  Jviiiei. 

What  then?  what  rests? 
IVy  what  repentance  can :  what  can  it  not  7 
Tet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent? 
Oh  wretched  state !  oh  bosom,  black  as  death  f 
Oh  limed  aool,  that,  struggling  to  be  free. 
Art  more  engagM !  help,  angels !  make  assay! 
Bow,  stnbbom  knees !  and  heart,  with  strings  of 

steel. 
Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-bom  babe  \ 
An  may  be  well! 

Shako.  HandtL 


My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below ; 
Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go. 

Shako.  HamUf. 
Temporal  blessings  heaven  doth  often  share 
Unto  the  wicked,  at  the  good  man*s  prayer. 

QwtHoo. 
Man's  plea  to  man  is,  that  he  never  more 
Will  beg ;  and  that  he  never  begg'd  before : 
Man's  plea  to  God  is,  that  he  did  obtain 
A  former  suit,  and  therefore  sues  again. 
How  good  a  God  we  serve ;  that,  when  we  sue. 
Makes  his  old  gifts  th*  examples  of  his  new ! 

Qamrieo, 
They  forthwith  to  the  place 
Repairing  where  he  judg*d  them,  prostrate  foil 
Before  him  reverent,  and  both  eeafoss'd 
Humblf  their  foults,  and  pardon  begg'd  with  tears' 
Watering  the  ground,  and  with  their  sighs  the  air 
Frequenting,  sent  from  hearts  contrite,  in  sign 
Of  sorrow  unfoign'd,  and  humiliation  meek. 

MiUon'g  Paradioe  Loot 
If  by  prayer 
Incessant  I  could  hope  to  change  the  will 
Of  him  who  all  thinj^s  can,  I  would  not  cease 
To  wsory  him  with  my  assiduous  cries : 
But  pray'r  against  his  absolute  decree 
No  more  avails  than  breath  against  the  wind 
Blown  stifling  back  on  him  that  breathes  it  fort(i : 
Therefore  to  his  great  bidding  I  submit 

Jirt2£oR'«  ParadUo  Loot 
Sighs  now  breath*d 
Unutterable,  which  the  spirit  of  prayer 
Inspir'd  and  wing'd  for  heav'n  with  speedier  flight 
Than  loudest  oratory. 

MiitmCo  Paradioe  LooL 

God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require. 
And  better  things  than  those  which  we  desire : 
Some  pray  for  riclies;  riches  they  obtain; 
But  wateh'd  by  robbers,  for  their  wealth  are  slain ; 
Some  pray  fh>m  prison  to  be  freed,  and  come. 
When  guilty  of  their  vows,  to  foil  at  home ; 
Murder'd  by  those  they  trusted  with  their  lifo, 
A  favour'd  servant,  or  a  bosom  wifo. 
Such  dear-bought  blessings  happen  every  day. 
Because  we  know  not  for  what  things  to  pray. 

DrydeiCo  Palamon  and  AraU. 
His  pure  thoughts  were  borne 
Like  fiimes  of  sacred  incense  o'er  the  clouds, 
And  wafted  thence  on  angels'  wings,  thro'  ways 
Of  light  to  the  bright  source  of  alL 

Congrooe'o  Mourning  Bria^ 

The  fow  that  pray  at  all,  pray  oft  amiss, 

And  seeking  grace  t'  improve  the  priae  they  hola. 

Would  urfe  a  wiser  snit,  thaa  asking  nara* 

Cowpor''M  Took 
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Or  if  she  joins  tbe  servicef  't  is  to  speak ; 

Thro'  dreadful  silence  the  pent  heart  mi|^  bnak ; 

Untaught  to  bear  it,  women  talk  away 

To  <jod  himself  and  ibndlj  think  they  pray. 

Youi^'f  Lom  qf  Fam9, 
Tbey  had  no  stomach,  o*er  a  grace  to  nod, 
Nor  time  enough  to  ofier  thanks  to  God ; 
That  might  be  done,  they  wisely  knew, 
When  they  had  nothing  else  to  do. 

Dr,  WaleoCs  Ptttr  Pindar, 
A  good  man's  prayers 
Will  firom  the  deepest  dungeon  eUmb  to  heaven's 

height, 
And  bring  a  blessing  down. 

Joanma  BatOU^B  BAwtM. 
Fountain  of  mercy !  whose  pervading  eye 
Can  look  within  and  read  what  pasaes  tbefe, 
Accept  my  thoughts  Ibr  thadu ;  I  hate  no  words. 
My  soul,  o'erfraught  with  gratitude,  rejects 
The  aid  of  language— Lord !— behdd  my  heart 
Hannah  Man^B  Mme$, 
O  sad  estate 
Of  human  wretchedness !  so  weak  is  man. 
So  ignorant  and  blind,  that  did  not  Grod 
Sometimes  withhold  in  mercy  what  we  ask. 
We  should  be  ruin'd  at  our  own  request 

Hannah  More*$  JVotes. 
Hif  comrade  too  arose. 
And  with  the  outward  forms 
Of  righteousness  and  prayer  insulted  God. 

Sauthey, 
O  sweeter  than  the  marriage-foast 
'T  is  sweeter  fiir  for  me, 
To  walk  together  to  the  kirk. 
With  a  goodly  company!— 
To  walk  together  to  the  kirk. 
And  all  together  pray, 
While  each  to  his  great  Father  bends, 
Old  men,  and  babes,  and  loving  friends. 
And  youths  and  maidens  gay ! 

CoUHdgt^M  Aneimtt  Mariner. 
Ere  on  my  bed  my  limbs  I  lay, 
]t  hath  not  been  ray  use  to  pray. 
With  moving  lips  or  bended  knees ; 
But  silently,  by  slow  degrees, 
My  spirit  I  to  love  compose, 
in  humble  trust  my  eyelids  close, 

With  reverential  resignation. 
No  wish  ooiiosived,  no  thought  express'd 

Only  a  sense  of  supplication ; 
A  sense  o*er  all  my  soul  impress'd 
That  1  am  weak,  yet  not  onUest, 
Since  in  me,  round  ms,  everywhere 
Kismai  strength  and  wisdom  are. 

CtUridge'M  Pi 


O  Thou,  that  holdast  la  thy  ( 
Tbe  destinies  of  bmb  !  wIkws  eys  samjs 
Their  varioas  aoCioos !  Thou,  sriiose  temple  staniB 
Above  aU  temples !  Thou,  whom  all  men  pruse ! 
Of  good  the  author !  Thou,  vrfaose  wisdom  VMys 
The  universe !  all  bounteous  I  grant  to  me 
Tranquillity,  and  hoalth,  and  length  of  days; 
Good  will  towards  all,  and  xevaranoe  mito  Hiee; 
Allowance  for  man's  fiiilings,  and  of  my  ovm 
The  knowledge  and  the  povrerio  oonquer  all 
Those  evil  things  to  which  we  aro  too  prone  — 
Malice,  hate,  envy — all  that  ill  we  calL 
To  me  a  blameless  life.  Great  Spirit  grant 
Nor  burden'd  with  much  care,  nor  narrow'd  by 
much  want 


The  saints  will  aid,  if  men  vnll  caB, 
For  the  blue  sky  bends  over  alL 

CoUndg^9  Chriitttbd, 
Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play. 
While  the  red  light  fades  away ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye 
Ever  following  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eve 
Call'd  thy  harvest  work  to  leave ; 
Fray !  —  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be. 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee ! 

Traveller,  in  the  stranger*s  land. 
Far  from  thine  own  household  band ; 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  this  world  gone ; 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Sunshine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell ; 
Sailor  on  the  darkening  sea  — 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee ! 


Mr9. 


Warrior,  that  from  battle  won 
Breathless  art  at  set  of  sun; 
Woman,  o'er  the  bwly  slain 
Weeping  on  his  burial  plain ; 
Ye  that  triumph,  ye  that  sigh. 
Kindred  by  one  holy  tie, 
Hsuven*8  first  star  alike  ye  see  — 
lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee ! 

Mn. 
Night  is  the  time  to  pray : 

Our  Saviour  oft  withdnw 
To  desert  mountains  hi  away, 

So  will  his  followers  do; 
Steal  from  the  throng  to  haunts  uatrnd. 
And  commune  there  alone  with  God. 


Any  heart  tum'd  Godward,  foels  more  joy 
In  one  short  hour  of  prayer,  than  e'er  vras  raisM 
Bj  all  the  foasts  on  earth  since  their  foondaticm. 

BaUei/^9  Fettut. 
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How  fmnfy  traa,  how  daej^y  wui&» 

The  in^hrealh'd  appeal  may  be» 
Though  adflnliMi  wean  no  Arm, 

In  npraia'd  hand  or  bended  knee. 
Oud  spirit  filk  all  boandkee  space. 

No  limit  to  the  when  or  where ; 
And  litde  reeks  the  time  or  place 

That  leads  the  seal  to  praise  or  prayer, 

EUxa  Cook'9  Psmm. 

In  desert  wilds,  in  midnight  gloom ; 

In  grateibl  joy,  in  trying  pain ; 
In  laughing  youth,  or  nigh  the  tomb ; 

Oh !  when  is  prayer  miheard  or  vain  ? 

Eliza  Coot:*t  Poems, 

In  rererenee  will  we  speak  of  those  who  woo 
The  ear  divine  with  clear  and  ready  prayer ; 
And  while  their  voices  cleaTo  the  Sabbath  air. 

Enow  their  bright  thoughts  ue  winging  heayen- 
ward  too. 

Yet  many  a  one, — **  the  latchet  of  whose  shoe  ** 
These  might  not  loose  ^wUl  often  only  dare 
Lay  some  poor  words  between  him  and  despair— 

"  Father,  fiffgive !  we  know  not  what  we  do.** 

Bichard  Jf.  MUn€9. 

Thank  God  that  yet  I  live  I 
In  tender  mercy,  heeding  not  the  prayer 
I  boldly  nttcr'd  in  my  first  despair 

He  wonld  not  give 
llie  ponishment  an  erring  spirit  bravM ! 

Jlfrf .  JVm7. 

Night  eomes,  with  love  npon  the  breeze. 
And  the  calm  clock  strikes,  stilly,  **  ten  !'* 
I  start  to  hear  it  beat,  for  then 

I  know  that  thoa  art  on  thy  knees — 
And  at  that  hour,  where'er  thoa  be. 
Ascends  to  heaven  a  prayer  for  me ! 

WiaU's  Poms. 

O,  still  my  fervent  prayer  will  be, 

**  Heaven's  choicest  blessings  rest  on  thee.** 

MiasChuJd. 
0,  the  precioos  privilege 

To  the  picas  given, — 
Sending  by  the  dove  of  prayer 

Holy  words  to  heaven ! 
Arrows  from  the  bonung  san 

Cleave  the  qaivering  air,-^ 
8«nfter,  softUer*  sorer  od. 

Speeds  the  dove  of  prayer, 
Besiuig  ftem  the  parted  lipe 

Words  of  holy  love, 
Warm  as  from  the  heart  they  gosh'df 

To  the  throne  above! 


Even  as  a  ibantain,  whose  unsoDied  wave 

WeDs  in  the  pathless  valley,  flowing  o'er 
With  silent  waters,  kissing,  as  they  lave 

The  pebUes  with  bright  rippling,  and  the  shore 
Of  matted  grass  tnd  flowers, — so  softly  pour 

The  breathings  of  her  bosom,  when  she  prays 
Low  bow*d  before  her  Maker ;  then  no  more 

She  muses  on  the  grie^  of  former  days; 
Her  full  heart  melts,  and  flows  in  heaven'^  dis- 
solving  rays.  PercivaL 

There  are  God  and  peace  above  thee : 

Wilt  thou  languish  in  despair  ? 
Tread  thy  griefs  beneath  thy  feet. 

Scale  the  walls  of  heaven  with  prayer-^ 
'TIS  the  key  of  the  apostle, 

Tliat  opens  heaven  from  below; 
*T  is  the  ladder  of  the  patriarch. 

Whereon  angels  come  and  go ! 

Jfits  LynohU  Poema, 
When  the  evening  shadows  gather, 

Round  about  our  quiet  hearth, 
Comes  oar  eldest  bom  imto  us, 

Bending  humbly  to  the  earth ! 
And  with  hands  enclasped  tightly. 

And  with  meek  eyes  rais*d  above, 
This  the  prayer  he  oSen  nightly 

To  the  source  of  light  and  love : 
•*  Bless  my  parents.  Oh !  my  Father ! 

Bless  my  little  sister  dear ; 
While  I  gently  take  my  slumber. 

Be  thy  guardian  angels  near ! 
Should  no  morning's  dawn  e*er  greet  me, 

Beaming  brightly  from  the  skies, 
Thine  flie  eye  of  love  to  meet  me, 

In  the  paths  of  Paradise!*'      r^j^,^  Coe,  Jf. 

Our  little  babe !  oar  brightNeyed  one ! 

Our  youngest,  darling  joy, 
We  teach,  at  evening  hour,  to  kneel 

Beside  our  little  boy; 
And  though  she  cannot  lisp  a  word 

Nor  breathe  a  simple  prayer. 
We  know  her  Maker  blemeth  hex 

The  while  she  kneeleth  there. 

IK JcAorJ  Cos^  Jr 

PREFERMENT. 

When  knaves  come  to  preferment,  they  »e  »s 
Gallows  are  rais'd  in  the  low  countries,  one 
Upon  another's  shoulders. 

WstaM't  WUU  Dmm 

For  phices  in  the  court,  are  but  like  beds 
In  the  hospital ;  where  this  man's  head  Use 
At  that  man's  foot,  and  so  lower  and  ]owe% 
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PRESS.FRIBE. 


If  on  the  radden  he  begins  to  rite ; 

No  man  that  liree  can  eonnt  his  enemiea. 

MRddleion'B  Trick  to  Catch  the  Old  One, 

All  preferment 
Tliat  ipringfe  from  sin  and  lust  shoots  up  quickly ; 
As  gardener's  crops  do  in  the  rott'nest  grounds ; 
So  is  an  means  raisM  from  base  proetitutionf 
Even  tike  a  salad  growing  upon  a  donghilU 

Middleton^i  Women  hetoare  Women, 
He  who  cannot  merit 
Preferment  by  employments ;  let  him  bare 
His  throat  unto  the  Turkish  cruelty ; 
Or  die  or  tire  a  slave  without  redemption. 

John  Ford's  Ladtfe  Trial 
What  throngs  of  great  impediments  besiege 
The  virtuous  mind !  so  thick,  they  jostle 
One  another  as  they  come.    Hath  vice  a 
Charter  got,  that  none  must  rise,  bnt  such,  who 
Of  the  devil's  faction  are  7  the  way  to 
Honour  is  not  evermore  the  way  to 
Hell :  a  virtuous  man  may  climb.    Let  the 
Flatterer  sell  his  ties  elsewhere,  it  is 
XJntfarifly  merchandise  to  change  my  gold 
For  breath.        ^^  ^  Davefiante  Crud  Brother. 

PRESS. 

The  press  fW>m  her  fecundous  womb 
Brought  forth  the  arts  of  Greece  and  Rome : 
Her  ofispring,  skill'd  in  logic  war. 
Truth's  banner  wav'd  in  open  air : 
TTien  monster  superstition  fled. 
And  hid  in  shades  ite  Gorgon  head ; 
And  lawless  power  the  long-kept  field. 
By  reason  qneU'd,  was  forc'd  to  yield. 
This  nurse  of  arte,  and  freedom's  fence 
To  chain,  is  treason  against  sense ; 
And  liberty,  thy  thousand  tongues 
None  silence,  who  design  no  wrongs , 
For  those,  who  use  the  gag's  restraint, 
First  rob  before  they  stop  oomfdaint. 

Greene*o  SjpUen, 
But  mightiest  of  the  mighty  means, 
On  which  the  arm  of  progress  leans, 
Man's  noblest  mission  to  advance. 
His  woes  assuage,  his  weal  enhance. 
His  righte  enforce,  his  wrongs  redress, — 
MiomuGST  or  Mioirnr  is  the  pmbb. 


•  The  Press !"  aU  lands  shati  sing  ; 
71ie  press,  the  press  we  bring 

All  lands  to  bless . 
O  pallid  \^ant !  O  Labour  sterk ! 
Rehold,  we  br*ng  the  second  ark ! 

The  press !  the  press  I  the  press 


Dr»  Bomring. 


Tom  to  the  press-^  ite  teeming  vbeeta  nrfej. 
Big  with  the  wonders  of  ea«h  paseinif  day; 
Births,  deaths,  and  weddings,  fbrgorlea,  Ifavai,  aad 

wrecks. 
Harangues  and  haiLetorms,  brawls  and  broken 

necks. 
Where  half-fledg'd  bards,  on  feeble  piniaosi  seek 
An  immortetity  of  near  a  week ; 
Where  cmel  eidogisto  the  dead  restore. 
In  maadtin  praise  to  martyr  them  once  mere ; 
Where  ruffian  slanderers  wreak  their  coward  spite, 
And  need  no  venom'd  dagger  while  they  write; 
While  hard  to  tell,  so  coarse  a  daub  he  lays. 
Which  sullies  most — the  slander  or  the  praise^ 
Sprague*9  Cmrmiiy, 

There  are,  thank  Heaven, 
A  nobler  troop  to  whom  this  tmst  is  given ; 
WIkh  all  unbrib'd,  on  Freedom's  altar  stand. 
Faithful  and  firm,  bright  warders  of  the  land. 
By  them  stiti  tifls  the  press  ite  arm  abroad. 
To  guide  aU-curious  men  along  life's  road ; 
To  cheer  young  Genius,  Pity's  tear  to  start, 
In  Truth's  bold  cause  to  rouse  each  fearless  heart; 
O'er  male  and  female  quacks  to  shake  the  rod. 
And  scourge  the  nnsex'd  thing  that  scorns  her  God: 
To  hunt  corruption  from  his  secret  den. 
And  show  the  monster  up,  the  gaze  of  wondering 
men.  Sprague*g  CwrMty, 

PRIDE. 

Pride  hath  no  other  gloss 
To  show  iteelf;  but  pride ;  for  supple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees. 

Shake.  TroUue  and  Crmnia, 
Things  small  as  nothing  for  request's  sake  only. 
He  makes  importent :  possess'd  he  is  with  great- 
ness ; 
And  speaks  not  to  himself  but  with  a  pride, 
That  quarrels  at  first  breath. 

Shake.  TraOuM  and  Cromda, 

He  that  is  proud  eate  up  himselC    Pride  is 
His  own  glass,  his  own  trumpet,  his  own  chronicle ; 
And  whatever  praises  itself  but  in 
The  deed,  devours  the  deed  in  the  praise. 

Shake,  Treiiue  and  Creeeide, 

Why  who  cries  oat  on  pride. 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  partf  1 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  sea. 
Till  that  the  very  means  do  ebb. 

Shidt$,JUpmW»iL 

Ton  speak  o'  the  people. 
As  if  you  were  a  god  to  punish,  not 
A  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Shahfeart. 
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PROA 
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I  wiH  fi^Dm  henceibrtli  rather  be  mywlfl 
Mi^litj,  wad  to  be  ieitr'd,  than  my  eonditioii. 
Which  hath  been  amooth  as  co],  soft  as  young  doim, 
And  thereibre  lost  that  title  of  reapect, 
Wiiieh  the  proud  aoul  ne'er  peya,  but  to  the  prond. 
8hak$.  Henry  JV.    Pwt  I. 
I  am  too  high  bom  to  be  propertyM, 
To  be  a  secondary  at  control. 
Or  naeful  aerring^nian,  and  instmment, 
To  any  eovereign* 

Shak9.  King  John, 

How  blind  ie  pride !  what  eagles  are  we  still 
In  matters  that  belcnig  to  other  men. 
What  beetles  hi  our  own? 

Chapman^ 9  AU  Fmtl§. 
How  poor  a  thing  is  pride!  when  all,  as  slaves, 
Differ  bat  in  their  fetters,  not  their  grayes. 

DardePB  CM  War, 

Pride  by  presumption  bred,  when  at  a  height, 
Encount'ring  with  contempt,  both  march  in  ire ; 
And  *twixt  'em  bring  base  craelty  to  light ; 
The  loathsome  offspring  of  a  hated  sire. 

Earl  of  Sterline*B  Alexandrian  Tragedy, 

1 11  offer,  and  I  'U  suffer  no  abuse. 
Because  I  'm  proud ;  pride  is  of  mighty  use. 
The  affectation  of  a  pompous  name, 
Has  oft  set  wits  and  heroes  in  a  flame : 
Volumes,  and  buildings,  and  dominions  wide, 
Are  oft  the  noble  monuments  of  pride. 

Cnoton's  Caligula, 

Take  heed  of  pride,  and  curiously  consider. 

How  brittle  the  foundation  Is,  on  which 

Ton  labour  to  advance  it    Niobe, 

Proud  of  her  numerous  issue,  durst  contemn 

Latona's  doable  bnrthen ;  hot  what  ftllow'd  ? 

She  was  left  a  childless  mother,  and  moumM  to 

marble. 
The  beanty  yoa  o'erprize  so,  time  or  sidmess 
Can  change  to  loath'd  deformity ;  year  wealth 
The  prey  of  Aleves. 

£B[a99tng€r, 

**  Pride  was  not  made  for  men ;"  a  conscioas  sense 
Of  guilt,  and  folly,  and  their  consequence, 
Destroys  the  claim,  and  to  beholders  teDs, 
Here  nothing  but  the  shape  of  manhood  dwells. 

WaUer. 

Spite  of  an  the  fools  that  pride  has  made, 
"f  is  not  on  man  a  useless  burthen  laid ; 
Pride  has  ennobled  soma,  and  some  diagfaead ; 
It  hurts  not  in  itseli;  but  as  *t  is  phu»d ; 
When  right,  its  views  know  none  hot  virtne's 


When  wrong,  it  scarcely  looics  one  inch  around. 

StUHSmgiUtL 


Pride  (of  all  others  the  most  dangerous  fault; 
Proceeds  fhnn  want  of  sense,  or  want  of  thought. 
The  men  who  labour  and  digest  things  most. 
Will  be  much  apter  to  despond  than  boast ; 
For  if  your  author  be  profoundly  good, 
'T  will  cost  yoa  dear  before  he 's  understood. 

Roeemnmon 

In  pride,  in  reasoning  pride,  our  error  lies ; 
All  quit  their  sphere,  and  rush  into  the  skies. 
Pride  still  is  aiming  at  the  bless'd  abodes, 
Men  would  be  angels,  angels  would  be  gods. 
Asjnring  to  be  gods,  if  angels  fell. 
Aspiring  to  be  angels  men  rebel ; 
And  who  bnt  wishes  to  invert  the  laws 
Of  order,  sins  against  th'  Eternal  cause. 

Pope^9  Eetay  en  Man, 

Of  all  the  causes  wluch  conspire  to  blind 
Man's  erring  judgment,  and  misguide  the  mind, 
What  the  weak  head  with  strongest  bias  rules. 
Is  pride,  the  never-foiling  vice  of  fools. 

Pope's  E$$ay  on  CrUieiim* 
The  snarler  pride, 
Plac'd  by  a  mirror,  starts,  and  barks,  and  bites 
At  its  own  image. 

J^ey*»  Edwin, 

Yes — ^the  same  sin  that  overthrew  the  angels. 
And  of  aU  sins  most  easily  besets 
Mortals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature : 
The  vile  are  only  vain ;  the  great  are  proud. 

Byron's  Doge  (^  Venice, 
What  is  pride  7  a  whizzing  rocket 
That  would  emulate  a  star. 

Wordeworth 

The  fiend  that  man  harries 

Is  love  of  the  Best, 
Yawns  the  Pit  of  the  Dragon 

lit  by  rays  fiom  the  Blest; 
The  Lethe  of  Nature 

Cant  trance  him  again. 
Whose  soul  sees  the  Perfect 

Which  his  eyes  seek  in  vain. 
I^de  ruin'd  the  angels, 

Their  shame  them  restores. 

Ralph  WMo  Emor99%, 

She  has  all 

That  would  ensure  an  angel's  foil ; 
But  there 's  a  cod  collected  look. 
As  if  her  poises  beat  by  book,  — 
A  measured  tone,  a  cold  reply, 
A  management  of  voice  and  eye» 
A  calm,  possessed,  authentio  air, 
That  leaves  a  doabt  of  softness  there, 

Tan look  and  worship  as  I  maj. 

My  fovered  thoughts  wiH  pass  away. 

iVlHiS 


PRISON  -  PROmOALITY. 


Oh,  itii  hard  to  put  the  heut, 

Alone  and  desdate,  away, 
To  curl  the  lip  in  pride,  and  part 

With  the  kind  tbooghti  of  yeeteiday 
Tia  strange  Ihey  knew  net  that  the  chiU 

Of  their  own  looki  hath  made  me  eold» 
lliat  though  my  worda  fiJl  seldom,  still 

Their  own  praiid  bearing  hath  oontroU'd 

My  better  feelings. 

WmU's  Poma. 

Oh  I  ask  not  a  home  in  the  mansions  of  pride, 
Where  marble  shines  oat  in  the  pillars  and 
walls; 
Thongh  the  roof  be  of  gold  it  is  brilliantly  cold, 
And  joy  may  not  be  fbcmd  in  its  torchJighted 
halls.  Eliza  Cook's  Poenu. 


PRISON. 
A  prison  is  a  bonse  of  oare, 
A  place  where  none  can  thrive, 
A  toncfastone  true  to  try  a  friend, 
A  graye  for  one  alive; 
Sometimes  a  place  of  right. 
Sometimes  a  place  of  wrong, 
Sometiraes  a  place  of  rogues  and  thieves. 
And  honest  men  among. 

Jfissr^ieioii  OK  Bdmbmgh  TdbatA. 

A  prison !  heavens,  I  loath  the  hated  name, 
Famine^s  metropolis,  the  sink  of  shame, 
A  nauseous  sepulchre,  whose  craving  womb 
Hourly  inters  poor  mortals  in  its  tomb ; 
By  ev'ry  plague  and  ev'ry  Ul  possess'd, 
Ev*n  purgatory  itself  to  thee  *s  a  jest; 
Emblem  of  hell,  nmrsery  of  vice,    . 
Thou  crawling  university  of  lice : 
Where  wretches  numberless  to  ease  their  pune. 
With  smoke  and  ate  delude  tlieir  pensive  ohains. 
How  shall  I  thee  avoid  7  or  with  what  spell 
Dissolve  th'  enchantment  of  tiiy  magic  cefl  T 
Ev'n  Fox  himself  can't  boast  so  many  martyrs, 
As  yearly  fall  within  thy  wretohed  quarters. 
Money  I  Ve  none,  and  debts  I  cannot  pay. 
Unless  my  vermin  win  those  debts  defray. 
Kot  scolding  wife,  nor  inquisition's  worse ; 
Thou  'rt  ev'xy  mischief  crunm*d  into  one  curse. 

TWifmsn. 
How  like 
A  prison 's  to  a  grave !  when  dead,  we  are 
With  solemn  pomp  brought  thither ;  and  eur  heirs, 
Masking  their  joy  in  &Ise  dissembled  team, 
Weep  o'er  the  hearse :  but  earth  no  sooner  oovers 
The  earth  brought  thither,  but  they  turn  away 
With  inviraid  smiles, the  dead  no  more  lemember'dc 
ik}  enter'd  inlo  i^  prison. 

Maatingtfi  Maid  of  Honmr. 


Hero^l  the  plaM 

Which  men  (for  being  poor)  are  seat  to  tlufe  i 
Rude  remedy,  I  trow,  for  sore  diooaso. 
Within  these  waDs,  stifled  by  damp  and  i 
Does  hope's  iair  torch  expire ;  and  at  the  snnfl; 
Ere  yet 't  is  quite  extinct,  rude,  wild,  and  wayward 
The  desperate  reveries  of  wild  despair, 
Kindling  their  hell-bom  cressets,  like  to  deeds 
That  the  peer  captive  would  have  died  ere  practisedt 
Tin  bondage  sunk  his  soul  to  this  condition. 

ThtPrwnL 
A  prison  is  in  all  things  like  a  grave. 
Where  we  no  better  privileges  have 
Than  dead  men ;  nor  so  good.    The  soul  once  fled 
livea  freer  now,  than  when  she  was  dolst'red 
In  walls  of  flesh ;  and  though  she  organs  want 
To  act  her  swift  designs,  yet  all  will  giant 
Her  ikculties  more  clear,  now  separate. 
Than  if  the  same  conjunction,  which  of  late 
Did  marry  her  to  earth,  had  stood  in  fi>rce ; 
Incapable  of  death,  or  of  divorce ; 
But  an  imprison'd  mind,  though  living,  dies. 
And,  at  one  time,  feels  two  captivities : 
A  narrow  dungeon  which  her  body  h<Jds, 
But  narrower  body,  which  herself  enfelds. 

Dr.  King,  Biakop  CkiduoUr. 
They  say  this  is  the  dwelling  of  distress. 
The  very  mansion-house  of  misery ! 
To  me,  alas !  it  seems  but  just  the  same. 
With  that  more  spacious  jail — the  busy  world! 
Be2Icr's  Ii^ured  Jmucenee, 

They  enter'd — 'twas  a  prison  room 
Of  stem  serenity  and  gloom. 

Scaieo  Lady  of  Ae  LaU 
A  felon's  cell  — 

The  fittest  earthly  type  of  heU! 

Wdttm. 

And  feint  not,  heart  of  man!  though  y«an  wane 

slow! 
Theore  have  been  those  that  ftom  the  dewiest  eaves, 
And  cells  of  night  and  fastnesses  below 
The  stormy  dashing  of  the  ocean  waves, 
2>>wn,  ferther  down  than  gold  lies  bid,  have  nuis'd 
A  quenchless  hope,  and  watch'd  their  time  and 

burst 
On  tiie  bright  day,  like  wakeners  from  tbe  grave. 

Ifrt.  Hemans, 

PRODIGALITY. 
Teong  hriff^  left  in  this  town,  vriiere  sin's  aonuak. 
And  prodigals  gape  to  grow  fet  by  then» 
Are,  like  young  wh^is,  thrown  in  the  liims'  den. 
Who  play  mth  them  awhile,  at  length  devour 


WiUsMo  IGserieo  if  onforeod  Marriage. 


PRODIGIES. 


Tb  jfl  like  a  ftiver  thsl  dotb  tlwke  a  man 
Fran  itMaftb  to  waakaen,  I  oonioma  myielf : 
I  know  this  eompaaj,  their  costam  wild. 
Haled,  abhorr*d  of  good  men;  yet,  like  a  chiU, 
Bj  reaaoa's  rule  instracted  how  to  know 
Evil  firon  good,  I  to  the  woner  go. 

WUkim^a  Mtaeriet  of  enjoned  Montage, 

What  is  a  prodigal?  faith,  like  a  bnuh. 

That  wears  himself,  to  flourish  others*  clothes ; 

And  having  worn  his  heart  ey*n  to  the  stomp. 

He  *8  thrown  away  like  a  deformed  lump : 

O  such  am  I !  I  have  spent  all  the  wealth 

My  ancestarfl  did  purchase ;  made  others  brave 

In  shape  and  riches,  and  myself  a  knave : 

For  tho*  my  wealth  raised  some  to  paint  their  door, 

Tis  shut  against  me,  sapng,  I  am  poor. 

WiOtirui'B  Mi$erUa  if  enfnreed  Marriage, 

What  will  this  come  to  ?  he  commands  us  to 

Provide,  and  give  great  gifts,  and  all  out  of 

An  empty  coffer :  nor  will  he  know 

His  purse,  or  yield  me  this  — 

To  show  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is, 

Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wishes  good ; 

His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state, 

That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt ;  he  owes  for 

every  word. 
He  is  so  kind,  that  he  pays  interest  for  H : 
His  lands  put  to  their  books. 

Shak$,  Thum  of  Athens. 

That  which  made  him  gracious  in  your  eyes, 
'  And  gilded  over  his  imperfections, 
Is  wasted  and  consumed  ev*n  Uke  ice. 
Which  by  the  vehemence  of  heat  dissolves^ 
And  glides  to  many  rivers ;  so  his  wealth, 
Hiat  felt  a  prodigal  hand,  hot  in  expense. 
Melted  within  his  gripe,  and  from  his  coffers 
Kan  likio  a  violent  stream  to  other  men*s. 

CocifB  Green'B  Tu  qitoque. 

Liberality 
In  soma  circumstances  may  be  allowed ; 
As  when  it  has  no  end  but  honesty ; 
With  a  respect  of  person,  quantity. 
Quality,  time,  and  place :  but  this  proffase, 
Vain,  injudicious  spending  makes  him  idiot; 
And  yet  the  best  of  liberality 
Is  to  be  liberal  to  ourselves :  and  thus 
Tour  wisdom  is  most  liberal,  and  knows 
How  Ibnd  a  thing  it  is  for  discreet  men 
To  purchase  with  the  loss  of  their  estate 
The  name  of  one  poor  virtue,  liberality. 
And  that  too,  only  from  the  meolh  of  beggwal 
One  of  your  judgment  would  not,  I  am  sore, 
Buy  all  the  virtues  at  so  dear  a  rata 


PRODIGIES. 

At  my  nativity. 
The  fjrant  of  heaven  was  ftall  of  fiery  shapes. 
Of  burning  cressets :  and,  at  my  birth, 
The  frame  and  huge  foundation  of  the  eaith 
Shak'd  Uke  a  coward. 

Shah.  Hem^  IV,    Pan  1. 

The  night  has  been  unruly :  where  we  lay. 

Our  chimneys  were  blown  down :  and,  as  they  say. 

Lamenting  heard  i*  the  air ;  strange  screams  of 

death; 
And  prophesying  with  accents  terrible. 
Of  dire  combustion,  and  confused  events. 
New  hatched  to  the  woeful  time :  tlie  obscure  bird 
ClamoorM  the  live-long  night :  some  say  the  earth 
Was  feverous,  and  did  shake. 

8hdk».  Macbeth. 

When  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  no  men  say 
These  are  their  reaeona  —  they  are  natural ; 
Tor,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Shaks,  MachetK 

Can  such  things  be, 
And  overcome  us  like  a  summer's  cloud. 
Without  our  special  wonder  7 

Shake.  Macbeth 

The  spring,  the  summer. 
The  chilling  autumn,  angry  winter,  change 
Their  wonted  liveries,  and  the  *maz'd  world, 
By  their  increase,  now  knows  not  which  is  which. 

'    Shake.  Midsummer  NighCe  Dream, 

No  'scape  of  nature,  no  distemper'd  day. 
No  common  wind,  no  customed  event. 
But  they  will  pluck  away  its  natural  cause. 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  signs, 
Abortives,  presages,  and  tongues  of  heaven. 

Shaks.  King  Jskm. 

Leam'd  men  oil  greedily  pursue 

Things  that  arc  rather  wonderful  than  true. 

And,  in  their  nicest  speculations,  choose 

To  make  their  own  discoveries  strange  newu. 

And  nat'ral  hist'ry  rather  a  gazette 

Of  rareties  stupendous  and  fkr-fot ; 

Believe  no  truths  are  worthy  to  be  known 

That  are  not  strongly  vast  and  o?ergrown. 

And  strive  to  explicate  appearances, 

Not  as  they  're  probable,  but  as  they  please. 

In  vain  endeavour  nature  to  suborn. 

And,  for  their  pains,  are  justly  paid  with  soon 


i 


480 


PROMISES  ^  PROPOSAL. 


PROMISES. 

His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
But  his  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nothing. 

Shak9.  Henry  VIII 

Divinest  creature,  bright  Astrea's  daughter. 
How  shall  I  honour  thee  for  this  success ! 
Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis's  gardens, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fniitfiil  were  the  next 
Shaka.  Henry  ir.    Part  L 

He  lin'd  himself  with  hope, 
Eating  the  air  on  promise  of  supply, 
Flattering  himself  with  project  of  a  power 
Much  smaller  than  the  smallest  of  his  thoughts ; 
And  so  with  great  imagination, 
Propor  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death, 
And  winking  leaped  into  destruction. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    Part  11. 
Promise  me  fiiendship,  but  perform  none  t 
If  thou  wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plague  thee, 
For  thou  art  a  man !  If  thou  dost  perform, 
CSofi£mnd  thee,  for  thou  art  a  roan ! 

Shakt.  Thnon  ofAtUnt. 
I  see,  sir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers : 
Yon  taught  me  first  to  beg;  and  now,  methtnks. 
You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  should  bo  answer*d. 

Skaktpeare. 
Promising  is  the  very  air  of  the 
Time ;  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation. 
Perfiurmance  is  ever  tho  duller  for 
His  act;  and,  but  in  the  plainer  and  simpler 
Kind  of  people,  the  deed  is  quite  out  of 
Use.    To  promise  is  most  courtly  and  fashionable ; 
Performance  is  a  kind  of  will  or  testament. 
Which  argues  a  great  sickness  in  his  judgment 
That  makes  it 

Shahpeare. 

My  deeds,  and  speeches,  sir. 

Are  lines  drawn  from  one  centre ;  what  I  promise 

Todo,I*Udo. 

Daniete  Match  me  in  London. 

The  man  that  is  not  in  the  enemies*  pow*r, 
Nor  fettcrM  by  misfortune,  and  breaks  promises, 
Degrades  himself;  he  never  can  pretend 
To  bonoui  more. 

Sir  Robert  Stapleton*9  Slighted  Maid. 

Within  the  hearts  of  all  men  lie 

Those  promises  of  wider  bliss, 
Which  blossom  into  hopes  tliat  cannot  die. 

In  sunny  lioure  like  this. 

Jameo  R.  Lowdta  Poors. 

H  hen  wicked  men  make  promises  of  truth, 
*Ti«  weaaneas  tu  believe  'em. 

Havar^a  Semndn^, 


A  promise  may  be  broke; 
Nay,  slut  not  at  it —  T is  an  hourly  practice; 
The  trader  breaks  it,  3ret  is  counted  honest 
The  courtier  keeps  it  not— yet  keeps  his  lioooar ; 
Husband  and  wife  in  marriage  promise  moch. 
Yet  follow  separate  pleasure,  and  are— -virtuous. 
The  churchmen  promise  too,  but  wisely  they 
To  a  long  payment  stretch  the  crafty  bill. 
And  draw  upon  fiiturity. 

HavariTe  King  CharUi  I. 

They  promise  —  I  bow  and  am  thankful ; 
They  fiul  to  perfi>rm — I  ne'er  fi-et 

EUxa  Cook*9  Pot 


PROPOSAL. 

Wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  valne 
Than  stamps  in  gold  or  sums  in  sealed  bags ; 
And  't  is  the  very  riches  of  thyself 
That  now  I  aim  at 

.     Shako. 

1  know  not  why 

I  love  this  youth ;  and  I  have  heard  you  say 

Love's  reason's  without  reason. 

Shako. 

Full  many  a  lady 
I  have  eyM  with  best  regard ;  and  many  a  time 
The  harmony  of  their  tongues  hath  into  bondags 
Brought  my  too  diligent  ear :  for  several  virtues 
Have  I  lik'd  several  women ;  never  any 
With  so  full  soul,  but  some  defect  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  noblest  grace  she  own'd 
And  put  it  to  the  foil    But  you,  O  you. 
So  perfect,  and  so  peerless,  are  created 
Of  every  creature's  best 

Shako.  Temfett. 

Do  I  not  in  plainest  truth 
Tell  you —  I  do  not  nor  I  cannot  love  yon  f 

Shako. 

Hence,  then,  for  ever  from  my  Emma's  breast 
(That  heaven  of  softness,  and  that  seat  of  rest) 
Ye  doubts  and  fears,  and  all  that  know  to  move 
Tormenting  gricf^  and  all  that  trouble  love. 
Scattered  by  winds  recede,  and  wild  in  fiirests 
rove.  Prior. 

Hear,  solemn  Jove !  and,  conscious  Venus,  hear ! 
And  thou,  bright  maid,  believe  me  wliilst  I  swear; 
No  time,  no  change,  no  future  flame  sliall  more 
The  well-placed  basis  of  my  lasting  love. 

Pfilr 

Too  moch,  Alexis,  I  have  heard  -— 
But  you  shall  promise,  ne'er  again 
To  breathe  your  vows,  or  speak  your  pam 

Pmr. 
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Thii  hand,  I  oaimat  but  in  death  r«ai|pi! 

Drifden. 
Have  I  not  mana|red  mj  contrivance  well 
To  try  your  knw  and  make  you  doubt  of  mine  7 

JhydoL 

Tnke  my  esteem,  if  you  on  that  can  live. 
For  frankly,  ilr,  *  tie  all  I  have  to  give. 

DrydetL 
I  court  othen  in  vene,  but  love  thee  in  prose ! 
They  have  tny  whimsies,  but  thou  hast  my  heart 

Prior. 

Mutual  love  the  crown  of  all  our  bliss ! 

MUUm. 

Shall  I  go  on  7  —  Or  have  I  said  enough  7 

JHtftoTL 

It  is  not  virtue,  wisdom,  valour,  wit. 
Strength,  comeliness  of  shape,  or  amplest  merit, 
That  woman's  love  can  win ; 
But  what  it  is,  hard  is  to  say,  harder  to  hit 

MUton. 
The  very  thoughts  of  change  I  hate, 

As  much  as  of  despair ; 
Nor  ever  covet  to  be  great, 

Unless  it  be  for  her. 

Pamett. 

Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  soft, 
Each  other's  pillow  to  repose  divine. 

Young, 

AJas !  my  lord,  if  talking  would  prevail, 
I  oould  suggest  much  bdtter  arguments 
Than  those  regards  you  throw  away  on  me ; 
Your  valour,  honour,  wisdom,  prais'd  by  all : 
Bat  bid  physicians  talk  our  veins  to  temper, 
And  with  an  argument  new-^et  a  pulse ; 
Tlien  think,  my  lord,  of  reasoning  into  love. 

Young. 
*Tis  you,  akxie,  can  save,  or  give  my  doom. 

Ortd. 
On  you,  most  loved,  with  amdous  fear  I  wait. 
And  from  your  judgment  must  expect  my  fiite. 

Addioan. 

0 

As  letters  some  hand  has  invisibly  trac*d, 

When  hold  to  the  flame  will  steal  out  to  the 
sight. 
So,  many  a  feeling  that  long  seem'd  effac*d. 
The  warmth  of  a  meeting  like  this  brings  to 
light !  Jtfoore. 

Thinkest  thou 
That  I  oould  live,  and  let  thee  go^ 
Who  art  my  life  itself  7  — no  ~  no. 

Moort. 

Here  still  is  the  smile  that  no  cloud  ean  o'ereast, 

AmI  the  heart,  and  the  hand,  all  thy  own  to  the 

ImL  Mom 


*Ti8  not  in  fate  to  harm  me. 
While  &te  leaves  thy  love  to  me ; 

*Tis  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 
Unless  that  joy  be  shar'd  with  thee. 

Mooro» 

For  ever  thine,  whate'er  this  world  betide. 
In  youth,  in  age,  tliine  own,  for  ever  thine. 

A.  A.  Watto 

To  prevail  in  the  cause  that  is  dearer  than  life, 
Or,  crush'd  in  its  ruins,  to  die ! 

CampbcU 

Never  wedding,  ever  wooing. 
Still  a  love4om  heart  pursuing. 
Read  you  not  the  wrong  you  're  doing. 

In  my  cheek's  pale  hue  7 
All  my  life  with  sorrow  strewing. 

Wed,  or  cease  to  woa 

Campbed, 

Love  is  not  in  our  power. 
Nay,  what  seems  stranger,  is  not  in  our  choice : 
We  only  love  where  fate  ordains  we  should. 
And,  blindly  fond,  oil  slight  superior  merit 

Frowdo 

On  your  hand,  that  pure  altar,  I  vow. 
Though  I  've  look'd,  and  have  lik'd,  and  have  felt-  • 
That  I  never  have  lov'd  —  till  now. 

Jf.  O,  XrflOtli 

By  those  tresses  jwconfin'd, 
Woo'd  by  every  gentle  wind ; 
By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  soft  check's  blooming  tinge ; 
By  those  wild,  eyes,  like  the  roe. 
Ah !  hear  my  vow  before  I  go — 

My  dearest  life,  I  love  thee ! 
Can  I  cease  to  love  thee  7  —  no ! 
Zoe  mouo  §^o  agapo, 

Byrom 

Yet,  it  is  love— if  thoughts  of  tenderness, 
IVied  in  temptation,  strengthen'd  by  distress, 
Unmov'd  by  absence,  firm  in  every  clime. 
And  yet — oh !  more  than  all ! — untir'd  by  time. 

^yroii. 

She  listen'd  with  a  flitting  blush. 

With  downcast  eyes,  and  modest  grace, 

For  well  she  knew  I  oould  not  choose 
But  gaze  upon  her  fiioe. 

CcUridgt 

O  lady !  there  bo  many  things 

That  seem  right  fair  above ; 
But  sure  not  one  among  them  all 

Is  half  so  sweet  as  love ;  — 
Let  us  not  pay  our  vows  aUne« 
But  join  two  altars  into  one. 

O.  W:  Metal 


ntaapsKiry. 


I  said,  "  You  knoi^ — you  must  have  known  — 
I  long:  have  lov*d  —  lov'd  you  abno, 

But  cannot  I^now  how  dearly.*' 
I  told  her  if  my  hopes  were  crossed, 
My  every  aim  in  life  was  lost— :• 

Sho  knew  I  spoke  sincerely ! 
Sho  aiwwer'd  •*—  as  I  breathless  dwelt 
Upon  her  words,  and  would  have  knelt, 

*^  Nay,  move  not  thus  the  kast, 
You  have  —  you  lonjr  have  had"  —  »•  Say  on. 
Sweet  ffii! !  thy  heart  ?"  —  •*  Your  foot  upon 

The  flounce  of  my  iottiste." 

Hojlfttan'9  Poem. 

I  knelt, 
And  with  the  fervour  of  a  lip  unus'd 
To  the  cod  breath  of  reason,  told  my  love. 

WtUia's  Poems. 

Whither  my  heart  is  gone,  there  foUows  my  hand, 

and  not  elsewhere. 
For  where  the  heart  goes  before,  like  a  lamp,  and 

incomes  tlic  pathway, 
Many  toings  are  made  clear,  that  else  lie  hidden 

in  darkness. 

LoTtgfeUow'M  EvangeRne, 

**  Yes  r*  I  answer'd  you  last  night ; 

"  No !"  tliia  morning,  sir,  I  say ! 
Flowers  seen  by  candle-light. 

Will  not  look  tlie  same  by  daf. 

JTtM  BarreU*9  P0em». 

Look  how  the  bli  ^-ejed  violets 

Glance  love  to  one  another ! 

Their  little  leaver  are  whispering 

The  vows  they  may  not  smother. 
The  birds  are  pouring  passion  forth, 

In  eivery  blossoming  tree^^ 
If  flowers  and  birds  talk  love,  kdy. 
Why  not  we  7 

T.  Bvehanan  Read. 

And  nver  all  the  happy  earth. 

Love  floweth — like  a  river  — 
true  love  «fhose  glory  fills  the  sky 

For  ever  and  for  ever. 
The  pale  hearts  of  the  silver  stan^ 

Throb  too,  as  mine  to  thee     - 
Ail  things  delight  in  love,  kdy. 
Why  not  we  T 

7.  Buchanan  Read. 


PROSPERITY. 

Prosperity 's  the  very  bond  of  love, 

Wliose  fresn  comnlexion,  and  whose  heart  together, 

Aflliction  alter. 

/Shake.  Wmtet'e  Tale. 


Daily  and  hourly  proof 
Ten  us,  prosperity  is  at  highest  degree 
The  finuU  and  handle  •f  ealami^: 
Like  dust  befikre  a  whirlwind  those  men  fly 
That  prostrate  on  the  ground  of  fortone  lie; 
And  being  great,  like  trees  that  broadest  sprout. 
Their  own  top-heavy  state  grube  up  their  root 
ChapmarCe  First  Part  ef  ByroiCe  Conspinef, 

Prosperity  doth  bewitch  men,  seeming  clear ; 
But  seas  do  laugli,  shVyw  white,  when  rocks  are 
near.  Webster's  WhUe  Deal 

He  that  suffers 
Prosperity  to  swell  him  *bove  a  mean ; 
Like  those  impredsions  M  the  air,  that  rise 
From  dunghill  vapours,  scattered  by  the  wind. 
Leaves  nothing  but  an  empty  name  behind. 

Nabb*8  Hanmbtd  and  Scipie, 
Of  both  our  fortunes,  good  and  bad,  we  find 
Prosperity  more  searching  of  the  mind : 
Felicity  flies  o'er  the  wall  and  fence. 
While  misery  keeps  in  with  patience. 

Herrick, 
When*  fortune  raiseth  to  the  greatest  height, 
The  happy  man  should  most  suitress  bis  state ; 
Expecting  still  a  change  of  things  to  find. 
And  foaring,  when  the  gods  appear  too  kind. 

Sir  Robert  Howard. 

Prosperity  puts  out  mmumbered  thongfatsi, 
Of  import  high,  and  Kgfat  divine,  to  man. 

Ymeag. 
Whofoelsnoilk, 
Should,  therefore,  foar  tbem ;  and,  wiien  fortune 

smiles. 
Be  doubly  cautious,  lest  destrueClou  cone 
Remorseless  on  him,  and  he  foil  mipitied. 

SefhoOe^  PUhOeies. 

Thou  hast  been  nurs*d  in  wealth  and  luxury. 
Thy  every  wish  been  fother  to  a  deed ; 
Thou,  firom  o*erflowing  meana  hast  fteely  given 
That  which  it  cost  thee  nothing  to  impart 

Bekm's  Calmgnes. 
Prosperity,  alaa! 
Is  often  but  another  name  for  pride. 

Mf9t  S^fesBTueff. 
And  when  our  children  turn  tlie  page. 
To  ask  what  triumphs  mark'd  our  age  — 
What  we  achieved  to  challenge  praise. 
Through  the  long  line  of  foture  days  — 
This  let  them  read,  and  hence  instructian  draw: 
**Here  were  the  many  bless'd. 
Here  found  the  virtuee  rest, 
Faith  ttnk'd  with  Love,  and  liberty  with  Xaw. 
Sfrague'a  Cenimitdal  Ode. 


PBOVIDENCfi. 


433 


PROVIDENCE. 
And  it  there  care  in  heaven  ?  and  is  there  love 
In  heamnlj  apirifts  to  the  creaturea  base, 
lliat  may  oompaasion  of  their  evils  move  7 
There  is ;  else  much  more  wretolied  were  the  case 
Of  men  than  beasts.    But  O !  th*  exceeding  grace 
Of  highest  Qod  that  laves  his  creatures  so, 
And  all  his  works  with  mercy  doth  embrace. 
That  blessed  angels  he  sends  to  and  fro        ^ 
To  serve  to  wicked  man,  to  serve  his  wicked  foe ! 
How  oft  do  they  their  silver  bowers  leave 
To  come  to  succour  us  that  succour  want  7 
How  ofl  do  they  with  golden  pinions  cleave 
Tbe  flitting  skies,  like  flying  pursuivant, 
Against  finil  fiends  to  aid  us  militant  1 
Thej  for  us  fight,  they  watch  and  duly  ward, 
And  ibeir  bright  squadrons  round  about  us  plant ; 
And  an  fi>r  love,  and  nothing  for  reward : 
O  why  should  heavenly  God  *o  men  have  such  re. 
gard  I  Spetuer'i  Fairy  Quemu 

Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well ; 
When  oar  deep  plots  do  pall :  and  that  should  teach 

Here's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
Kough-hew  them  how  we  wUL        ^^^  ^^^ 

That  I  am  wretched, 
Makes  thee  the  happier  t^-Heavens  deal  so  still ! 
Let  the  snpeiflinas,  and  lost^reeted  man, 
That  dayM  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  see 
Because  he  doth  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly ; 
8o  distributioQ  should  undo  excess, 
A^cfteh  «u»  have  enough, 

Shak$,  Lear. 

ThoB  doth  th'.  aU-working  Proividence  retain 
And  keep  Sx  good  effects  the  seed  of  worth; 
Aad  0ojdotb  point  the  stops  of  time  thereby. 
In  periods  of  uncertain  certainty. 

DanieL 
O,  all-preparing  Providence  divine ! 

In  thy  large  book  what  secrets  are  enroll'd  ! 
What  sundry  helps  doth  thy  great  power  assign. 
To  prop  the  course  which  thou  intend'st  to  hold  7 
What  mortal  sense  is  able  to  define 
Thy  mysteries,  thy  counsels  manyfdd  7 
It  is  tlqr  wisdom  strangely  that  extends 
Obscure  proeeedings  to  apparent  ends. 

Drayton's  Boron's  Wart. 
Wisdom  and  virtue  be 
The  only  destinies  set  for  a  man  to  follow. 
The  heavenly  pow'rs  are  to  be  reverenc'd. 
Not  search'd  into ;  their  mercies  rather  be 
By  humble  prayers  to  be  sought,  than  their 
Hidden  councils  by  curiosity. 


Barwi*9Mbrmu 


2C 


Who  is  it,  that  wiU  doubt 
The  care  of  heaven ;  or  think  th'  immortal 
Pow'rs  are  slow,  'cause  they  take  the  privilege 
To  choose  their  own  time,  when  they  will  send 

their 
Blessings  down. 

Sir  W.  Davetumfa  Fair  Favourile. 
T  is  the  curse  of  mighty  minds  oppressed, 
To  think  what  their  state  i^  and  what  it  should 

be:  ^ 

Impatient  of  their  lot,  they  reason  fiercely, 
And  call  the  laws  of  Providence  unequal. 

Rcwe, 
The  ways  of  heaven  are  dark  and  intricate. 
Puzzled  in  mazes,  and  pcrplex'd  with  errors ; 
Our  understanding  traces  them  in  vain, 
Lost  and  bewilder'd  in  the  fhiitless  search ; 
Nor  sees  with  how  much  art  the  windings  run, 
Nor  where  the  regular  confusion  ends. 

Addi9on'9  Cato 
All  nature  is  but  art  unknown  to  thee ; 
All  chance  direction,  which  thou  canst  not  see ; 
AH  discord  harmony  not  miderstood ; 
All  partial  evil  universal  good : 
And  spite  of  pride,  in  erring  reason's  spite, 
One  truth  is  clear,  whatever  is,  is  right. 

Pope's  EsBay  on  Mafu 
This  is  thy  work.  Almighty  Providence ! 
Whose  power,  beyond  the  reach  of  human  thought. 
Revolves  the  orbs  of  empire ;  bids  them  sink 
Deep  in  the  dead'ning  night  of  thy  displeasure, 
Or  rise  majestic  o'er  a  wondering  world. 

Thomaon'a  Coriolamu. 

The  gods  take  pleasure  <^  when  haughty  mortals 
On  their  own  pride  erect  a  mighty  fabric. 
By  slightest  means,  to  lay  their  towering  schemes 
Low  in  the  dust,  and  teaeh  them  they  are  nothing. 
Thomson's  Cartelamis. 
Wondrous  chanoe ! 
Or  rather  wondrous  conduct  of  the  gods ! 
By  mortals,  from  their  bHndness,  chance  misnam'd. 
T&ofTison's  Afiimemnm. 
Thus  wisdom  speaks 
To  man ;  thus  calls  him  through  this  actual  form 
Of  nature,  though  religion's  fuller  noon, 
Through  life's  bewildering  mazes  to  observe 
A  Providence  in  all.  0#itou 

Go,  mark  the  matchless  working  of  the  power 
That  shuts  within  the  seed  the  future  flower : 
^ds  these  in  elegance  of  form  excel. 
In  colour  these,  and  those  delight  the  smell, 
Sends  nature  forth,  the  daughter  of  the  skiea, 
To  dance  on  earth,  and  charm  afl  human  eyea 

Cottffdf 
87 


4M 


PRUDENCE  -  PUNISH  MENT. 


One  part,  one  IltUe  part,  we  dimly  scan 
I'hroogh  the  dark  medium  of  fife*8    fcrering 

dream; 
Vet  dare  arrai^  the  whole  stupendoiui  plan. 
If  but  that  little  port  incon^ruoua  seem, 
Nor  is  that  part  perhaps  what  mortals  deem ; 
Oil  from  apparent  ill  our  blessings  rise. 
O  then  renounce  that  impious  self-esteem, 
That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies : 
For  thou  art  but  of  dust;  be  humble  and  be  wise. 
Bmtiu'9  Min$treL 
Yes,  thou  art  over  present,  Power  Supreme ! 
Not  circnfflscrib'd  hy  time,  nor  fat  to  space, 
ConfinM  to  altars,  nor  to  temples  bound. 
In  wealth,  in  want,  in  freedom,  or  in  chains. 
In  duni^eons,  or  on  thrones,  the  faithful  find  Thee ! 
Hannah  Morels  BeUhaxtar, 
Just  as  a  mother,  with  sweet  pious  face, 
Yearn*  towVds  her  children  from  her  seat. 
Gives  one  a  kiss,  another  an  embrace. 
Takes  this  upon  her  knee,  that  on  her  feet ; 
And  while  from  actions,  looks,  complaints,  pre- 

tenoes. 
She  learns  their  feelings  and  their  various  will. 
To  this  a  look,  to  that  a  word  dispenses, 
And  whether  stem  or  smiling,  k>ves  them  still : — 
So  Providence  for  us,  high,  infinite. 
Makes  our  necessities  its  watchful  task. 
Hearkens  to  all  our  prayers,  helps  all  our  wants . 
And  ev*n  if  it  denies  what  seems  our  right, 
Eiither  denies  because  'twould  have  us  ask. 
Or  seems  but  to  deny,  or  in  denying  grants. 

Awm, 

PRUDENCE. 
Rightly  to  be  great. 
Is  not  to  stir  without  great  argument ; 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw. 
When  honour's  at  the  stake. 

Shaktptme, 
She  *s  a^ajostic  ruler,  and  commands 
Even  with  terror  of  her  awful  brow. 
As  in  a  throng,  sedition  being  rais'd, 
Th^  ignoble  multitude  inflamed  with  madness, 
Firebrands  and  stones  fly;    fbry  shows   them 

weapons : 
TiU  spying  some  grave  roan,  honour'd  (or  wisdom 
They  straight  are  silent,  and  erect  their  ears ; 
lHhilst  he,  with  his  sage  counsel,  doth  assuage 
rhf^ir  mind's  disorder  and  appease  Uicir  rage : 
So  prudence,  when  rebellious  appetites 
Have  rais'd  temptations,  with  thoir  batteries 
Assaulting  reason,  then  doth  interpose, 
Jkml  keep  it  safe 

NMU  MieroemmMM, 


Prudence,  thou  virtue  of  the  mind,  by  whieh 
We  do  consult  of  all  that  *s  good  or  e?il. 
Conducting  to  felicity ;  direct 
My  thoughts  and  actions  by  the 
Teach  me  contempt  of  all  inferior  ^ 
Pride  in  a  marble  portal  giUed  o'er, 
Assyrian  carpets,  chairs  of  ivory, 
The  luxuries  of  a  stupendous  house, 
Garments  perfum'd,  gems  valued  not  fbroN, 
But  needless  ornament :  a  sumptuous  tible» 
And  all  the  baits  of  sense.    A  vulgar  eye 
Sees  not  the  dangers  which  beneath  tbem  lie. 

Look  forward  what's  to  come,  and  back  what 'i 

past; 
Thy  life  will  be  with  praise  and  prudence  gr&c'd, 
What  loos  or  gain  may  follow,  thou  may'ft  giiew; 
Thou  then  wilt  be  secure  of  the  success. 

DesAsm 

Prudenoe,  thou  vainly  in  our  youth  art  soo^ 
And  with  age  purchas'd,  art  too  deariy  bought: 
We  're  past  the  use  of  wit  for  which  we  toil: 
Late  fruit,  and  planted  in  too  cold  a  soiL 

Prudenoe  protects  and  guides  us;  wit  betrayi; 
A  splendid  source  of  ill  ten  thousand  ways; 
A  certain  snare  to  miseries  immense; 
A  gay  prerogative  from  oommoo  sense; 
Unless  strong  judgment  that  wild  thing  can  tao^ 
And  break  to  paths  of  virtue  and  of  fame. 

Consult  your  means,  avoid  the  tempter's  wiks, 
Shun  grinning  hosts  of  unreceipted  files, 
Let  Hcaven^y'd  pmdenee  battle  with  desin, 
And  win  the  victory,  though  it  be  tfaRWgh  fire. 

jMCST.J'WMi'PMW- 


PUNISHMENT. 

Tlie  Moor's  abus'd  by  some  most  villanous  knave, 
Some  base  notorious  knave,  some  scurvy  ibUow: 
O,  heaven,  that  such  companions  thon'dst  unftM; 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip, 
To  laeh  the  rascal  naked  through  the  world. 

Shakt.Oih^ 

A  whisp  of  straw  were  worth  a  thousand  cnmMi 
To  make  tliis  shameless  callct  know  horsell^ 

Shakt,  Hmry  VL    Pmt  /H 

All  h^ve  not  offended : 

For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square  to  take 

On  those  that  are,  revenge :  crimes,  like  to  la&di 

Aie  not  inhcritod, 

8Ut$.nmm 
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Where  dts  the  oSenoe, 
Let  the  fitoU'e  pimishment  be  derived  from  thonoe. 

MiddleUuL 
Nw  dHtom,  ner  examplQ,  nor  viet  nombere 
Of  radi  as  do  efiend,  make  leae  the  «ia; 
For  each  particular  crime  a  strict  acooant 
Will  be  exacted;  and  that  comfort,  which 
The  damn*d  pietend,  follows  in  misery. 
Takes  nothing  from  their  torments:  every  one 
Most  saJBTer  in  himself  the  measure  of 
His  wickedness. 

Matsinger't  Pieture, 

The  land  wants  such 
As  dare  with  rigour  execute  the  laws. 
Her  festcrM  members  must  bo  Ianc*d  and  tented : 
He 's  a  bad  surgeon  that  for  pity  spares 
The  part  corrupted  till  the  gangrene  spread. 
And  all  the  body  perish :  he  that 's  merciful 
Unto  Uie  bad,  is  cruel  to  the  good. 

RanddpiCt  Mvtet'  Loakmg.Glnu. 
The  kwB  are  sinfully  contriv'd.    Justice 
Should  weigh  the  present  crime,  not  future 
Inference  on  deeds ;  but  now  they  cheapen 
Blood;  HisspUt 
To  punish  the  example,  not  the  guilt 

Sir  W.  DavenanCi  Juat  Italian. 
Do  not,  if  one  but  lightly  thee  offiend, 
Tlie  pnnishment  beyond  the  crime  extend ; 
Or  ailcr  warning  the  offence  forget ; 
So  God  himself  our  failings  did  remit 

Orgula^  or  the  Faial  Error, 


PURITY. 

And  ateal  immortal  kSsses  from  her  lips ; 
Wbidi  efen  in  pure  and  restal  modesty, 
filill  llkaA  as  thinking  their  own  kisses  sin. 

Shako.  Romeo  and  JvHeL 

Who  has  a  breast  so  pure. 

But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 

Keep  lects,  and  law^ays,  and  in  session  sit 

With  meditations  lawful? 

Shako.  Oth^lo. 

fiwy  thing  about  her  resembles  the  puri^  of  her 

Law. 


ChiolabeL 


Her  fiioc,  O  call  it  pure,  not  pale ! 

CoUridgo. 

*Tis  said  the  lion  wiH  turn  and  flee 

From  a  maid  in  tlie  pride  of  her  purity; 

And  the  Power  on  high  that  can  shield  the  good 

Thus  from  the  tyrant  of  the  wood, 

Hath  extended  its  mercy  to  guard  me  well 

From  the  hands  of  the  leaguering  infideL 

Byron'oSiogoofCorML 


Around  her  shone 
The  light  of  lovo,  the  purity  of  grace. 
The  mind,  the  music  breathing  fi-om  her  lace; 
The  heart  whose  soilness  harmonized  tho  whole ; 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul ! 

Byron, 

Her  form  was  fresher  than  tho  morning  rose 
When  the  dew  wets  its  leaves ;  unstained  and  pore 
As  is  the  lily,  or  the  moontam  now. 

Thomoon^ 

Let  me  be  pure ! 
Oh !  I  wish  I  was  a  pure  ehild  again. 
When  life  was  calm  as  is  a  sister's  kiss. 

BaOey'o  Feottm» 

Spring  has  no  blossom  fairer  than  thy  form ; 

Winter  no  snow-wreath  purer  than  thy  mind; 
The  dew-drop  trembling  to  the  morning  beam 

Is  like  thy  smile,  pure,  transient,  heaYcn^rcfin*d. 
J#r«.  Lydia  Jano  Pieroon, 

A  lovelier  nymph  the  pendl  never  drew ; 
For  the  fond  graces  formed  her  easy  mien. 
And  heaven's  soft  azure  in  her  eye  was  seen. 

Uayloy 

Be  purity  of  lifo  the  test, — 

Leave  to  the  heart,  to  heaven,  the  rest 

iSprogirs's  Poemt^ 

Tis  not  the  fairest  form  tliat  holds 

The  mildest,  purest  soul  witlun ; 
'Tis  not  the  richest  plant  that  folds 

The  sweetest  breath  of  fragrance  in. 

Ri^  Dauoo 

Fair  girl !  by  whose  simplicity 

My  spirit  has  been  won 
From  the  stem  earthliness  of  lifb, 

As  shadows  flee  the  sun ; 
I  turn  again  to  think  of  thee, 

And  half  deplore  the  thought. 
That  for  one  instant,  o'or  my  soul, 

Forgetfolncss  hath  wrought ! 
I  turn  to  that  charmed  hour  of  hope, 

When  first  upon  my  view 
Came  the  pore  sunshine  of  thine  heart. 

Borne  from  thine  eyes  of  blue. 
*T  was  thy  high  purity  of  sool-— 

Thy  thoughUrcvealing  eye. 

That  placed  me  spcU-bemid  at  thy  ftet. 

Sweet  wanderer  from  the  sky. 

WiUioO.CknA 

Cast  nly  heaH*s  gold  into  the  flimace  flame. 
And  if  it  come  not  thence  refbied  and  pare, 
I  'U  be  a  bankrupt  to  thy  hope,  and  heaivn 
Shall  shut  its  gates  on  me. 


<ttlb 


QUACKS- HAG  JS. 


Patience  and  hope,  that  keep  the  mnA 

Unniffled  and  aecore, 
Though  floods  of  grief  heneath  it  roll, 
-    I  learn,  when  calm  and  pnre 
I  see  the  floating  water-lily 
Gleam  amid  shadows  dark  and  chilly. 

Thine  is  a  flice  to  look  upon  and  pray 
That  a  pore  spirit  keep  thee — I  would  meet 
^itfa  one  so  gentle  by  the  streams  away, 
LiTing  with  nature ;  keeping  thy  pure  feet 
For  the  unfingered  moss,  and  ibr  the  grass 
Which  leaneth  where  the  gentle  waters  pass. 
Tlie  autumn  leayes  should  sigh  thee  to  thy  sleep; 
And  the  capricious  April,  coming  on. 
Awake  thee  like  a  flower;  and  stars  shoold  keep 
A  vigil  o*er  thee  like  Endymlon ; 
And  thou  for  very  gentleness  shouldst  weep 
As  dews  of  the  night's  quietness  come  down. 

WUUt. 
She  had  grown. 
In  her  unstain'd  seclusion,  bright  and  pure 
As  a  first  opening  lilac,  wk&a  it  spreads 
Its  dear  leaves  to  the  sweetest  dawn  of  May. 

PercimL 
And  she  were  one  on  whom  to  fix  my  lieart, 
To  sit  beside  me  when  my  thoughts  are  sad, 
And,  by  her  tender  playfulness  impart 
Bome  of  her  pure  joy  to  me. 

PtrcioaL 
I  cannot  look  upon  a  star. 
Or  doud  that  seems  a  seFaph*s  oar, 
Of  any  form  of  purity  — 
Vnmingled  with  a  dream  of  thee. 

Park  Bff^mxn, 

Pure  and  undimmed,  thy  angel  smile 

Is  mirrored  on  my  dreams, 
like  evening's  sunset-girded  isle 

Upon  her  shadowed  streams ; 
And  o'er  my  tbonghts  thy  vision  floats. 
Like  melody  of  spring-bird  notes. 
When  the  blue  halcyon  gently  laves 
His  plumage  in  the  flashing  waves. 

Park  Benjawhu 
Sweet  beauty  sleeps  upon  thy  blow. 

And  floats  before  my  eyes : 
As  meek  and  pure  aa  doves  art  thou. 

Or  beings  of  the  skies, 

Rdbtri  Morrii. 


aUACKS. 

Out,  you  impostors, 
't4ua<ik.salving  cheating  mountebanks— your  skill 
Is  \z  make  sound  men  sick,  and  sick  men  MS. 

Ma$9inger  and  Dtckm'B  Vkgin  Martyr. 


They  are 
Made  an  of  terms  and  shreds ;  no  less  bdyen 
Of  great  men's  ftvonrs,  than  their  own  nis 

med'eiiMS, 
Which  they  will  otter  upon  meMtioas oaths: 
Selling'tikat  drag  Ibr  two  pence  ere  they  part, 
Which  they  have  valu'd  at  twelve  crOwns  before, 
^ofisea'f  r  ofpoiUi 

There  was  a  time  when  we  beheld  the  quack, 
On  public  stage,  the  licens'd  trade  attack; 
He  made  his  laboor'd  speech  with  poor  parade, 
And  then  a  laughing  zany  lent  him  aid. 

CraM^Bmu^ 

But  now  our  quacks  are  gamesters,  and  they 

play 
With  craft  and  skill  to  ruin  and  betray; 
With  monstrous  promise  they  delude  the  miDd, 
And  thrive  on  all  that  tortures  human-kind. 

CrMet  Bmugk 

Void  of  all  honcar,  avaricious,  rash, 
The  daring  tribe  compound  their  boasted  trash- 
Tincture  or  syrup,  lotion,  drop  or  pill : 
All  tempt  the  sick  to  trust  the  lying  bill; 
There  are  among  them  those  who  cannot  read, 
And  yet  they'll  buy  a  patent  and  succeed; 
Will  dare  to  promise  dying  suflbrers  aid, 
For  who,  when  dead,  can  threaten  or  upbraid  7 
With  cruel  avarice  still  they  recommend 
More  draughts,  more    syrups  to  the  joomey'i 

end. 
•«  I  feel  it  not  ;"—'•  Then  take  it  every  boor ;" 
*«It  makes  me  worse  ;"—*•  Why  then  itsboffBiti 


'•I  fear  to  die;" — *^ Lret  not  your  spirits  ainkr- 

««You're   always  safe,  while  you  beliere  aad 

drink!" 

CrabU't  Bonmgk, 

From  powerful  causes  spring  the  empiric*!  gains, 
Man's  love  of  life,  his  weakness,  and  his  paias  i 
These  ficst  induDC  him  the  vile  trash  to  tiy, 
Then  lend  his  name  that  other  men  may  buy. 
Crabbe't  Borwgi 

No  class  eseapes  tbeu— fiom  the  poor  naa'i 

pay 
The  nostrum  takes  no  trifling  part  away; 
Time,  too,  with  cash  is  wasted;  'tis  the  fete 
Of  real  helpers,  to  be  calTd  too  late; 
This  find  the  sick,  when   (time  and  paticno* 

gone) 
Death  with  a  tenfold  terror  hurries  on. 

Crttbbe*t  Borv^ 


RAGE.  — (See  Akobr.) 


RAIN^RAINBOW-MMPmia 
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RAIN. 
Wkoitha  blftok*Dg  olooda  in  aiiriiiUiii^  Aowntk 
DiitU,  from  the  high  fammit*  down  tha  nax 
Roifl  Inaklfa^  with  the  ftrtilewioistiire  cheered. 
The  orehaithi  smile,  jojrous  the  fiurmen  see 
Their  thriving  plants,  and  bless  the  heavenly  dew. 

Philip9'$  Cider. 
Tho  clonds  ooosign  their  treasures  to  the  fields^ 
And  Boftlj  shaking  on  the  dimpled  pool 
PrelnaiTe  drops,  let  all  their  moisture  flow. 
In  Urge  effiision^  o'er  the  freshened  world. 

The  rain  b  o'er — How  densely  bright 

Ton  pearly  doods  reposing  fie ! 
CSond  above  dood,  a  glerioos  sight, 

Gontnsting  ^th  the  deep-blne  sky ! 
Id  grateful  silence  earth  receives 

The  general  blessing ;  fresh  and  fiur 
Each  flower  ei^nds  its  little  leaves, 

As  glad  the  common  joy  to  share. 

JLndrtw  Norton, 

The  rain  is  playing  its  soft  pleasant  tone 
FitfuUy  on  the  skylight,  and  the  shade 
Of  the  iast  flying  clouds  across  my  book 
Passes  with  delicate  change. 

ffiOis's  Poems. 

The  April  rain  —  the  April  rain  — 

I  hear  the  pleasant  sound; 
Now  soft  and  still,  like  little  dew, 
Now  drenching  all  the  ground. 
Pray  tell  me  why  an  April  shower 

Is  pleasanter  to  see 
Hum  falling  drops  of  other  rain  7 
I*m  sure  it  is  to  me. 

Mro.  E.  Ooikto  SmUhU  Poem. 
Dashing  in  big  drops  on  the  narrow  pane. 
And  making  mournful  music  for  the  mind, 
While  plays  his  interlude  the  wioard  wind, 
I  hear  the  singing  of  the  frequent  rain. 

WwiMfn  Mr*  AufiHjgn* 

The  later  rain, — it  falls  in  anxious  haste 
Upon  the  sun-dried  fields  and  branches  bare, 
Loosening  with  searching  drops  the  rigid  waste. 
As  if  it  would  each  root's  lost  strength  repair. 

Jano9*$  Very, 


RAINBOW. 
Meantime  refracted  from  yon  eastern  cloud. 
Bestriding  earth,  the  grand  ethereal  bow 
Shooto  up  immense ;  and  every  hue  unfidds. 
In  ikkr  proportion  running  from  the  red* 
To  where  the  violet  fiuics  into  the  sky. 

TSWmssr's  SoooonOt 


My  heart  leaps  iq>  when  I  bebdd 
A  rainbow  in  the  skjf ! 

WordowortL 
Triumphal  arch,  that  fill'st  the  sky. 

When  storms  prepare  to  part, 
I  ask  not  proud  Philosophy 

To  tell  me  what  thou  art 
Still  seem,  as  to  my  childhood's  sight, 

A  midway  station  given 
For  happy  spirits  to  alight. 

Betwixt  the  earth  and  heaven! 

Can^pbdfo  Poems 

The  rainbow  dies  in  heaven  and  not  on  earth. 

BaOey^o  Feotuo, 
Far  up  the  bluQ  sky  a  fiur  rainbow  onroU'd 
Its  soft-tinted  pinions  of  porpfts  and  gold; 
^  was  bom  in  a  moment,  yet  qtiickat  its  birth, 
U  had  stretcbM  to  the  uttennost  ends  of  the  earth, 
And  &ir  as.  a^  ax)gel«  it  floated  as  free, 
With  a  wing  on  the  earth  and  a  wing  on  the  sea 
Mr9*  Wdinfo  Poemo. 
O,  beautiffal.iminboir ; — all  woven  of  light  !— 
There  *s  not.  in  thy  tiinpi^,  one  s^iadow  of  night; 
Heaven  sqiely  is  opun  whan  thou  do«t  appei^. 
And,  bending  abovo  thee,  the  angels  draw  near. 
And  sing — **  Th«  nunbow !  the  rainbow  I 
••Tba  smile  of  Qod  is  hero.** 

Mro.  HdU'o  Poemo, 


.  REAPERS. 
Soon  as  the  morning  trembles  o*er  the  sky. 
And,  unperooiv*d,  unftlds  the  spreading  day ; 
Before  the  ripen*d.  field  the  reapers  stand. 
In  fidr  array ;  each  by  the  lass  he  loves. 
To  bear  the  rougher  part,  and  mitigate 
By  nameless  gentle  offices  her  toil 
At  once  they  stoop  and  swell  the  lusty  sheaves ; 
While  through  their  cheerful  band  the  rural  talk. 
The  rural  scandal,  and  the  rural  jest. 
Fly  harmless,  to  deceive  the  tedious  time, 
And  steal  unfeh  the  sultry  hours  away. 

I  bve,  I  love  to  see 

Bright  steel  gleam  throngh  the  land ; 
^  is  a  goodly  sight,  but  it  must  be 
In  the  reaper*s  tawny  hand. 

EUMaCook 
Arooqd  him  ply  the  reapers'  band. 
With  lightsome  heart  and  eager  hand. 

PHp^U 

Hiere  in  a  Reaper,  whose  name  is  Death, 

And  with  his  sickle  keen. 
He  reaps  the  b^vded  grain  at  a  breathf 
And  tlNl.flQF«m  tUt  gtQW  botwocQ. 

lAmgfdkoooPtmo 
97* 


REASdN-RESBLIJON. 


REASON. 

He  that  it  of  reason'i  skin  bereft. 
And  wonts  the  staff  of  wisdom  him  to  stay. 
Is  like  a  ship  in  midst  of  tempest  left. 
Without  an  heUn  or  pilot  her  to  sway : 
Full  sad  and  dreadful  is  that  Bhip*s  event. 
So  is  the  man  that  wants  intendiment. 

•  Sptmer, 

Oh  most  imperfect  light  of  human  reason. 
Thou  mak'st  us  so  unhappy,  to  ftresee 
What  we  can  least  preyent! 

TTsfriter's  Duektm  rfJUalfy, 

Man  is  not  the  prince  of  ereatores, 
But  in  reason;  iail  that,  he  is  worse 
Than  horse,  or  dog,  cr  beast  of  wilderness. 

FiM$  Anundtfor  Ladu$. 

Where  men  have  several  faiths,  to  find  the  true. 
We  only  can  the  aid  of  reason  use ; 
*Ti8  reason  shows  us  which  we  should  eschew, 
When  by  comparison  we  learn  to  choose. 
But  though  we  there  on  reasoo  must  rely, 
Where  men  to  several  fiuths  ttuir  minds  dispose ; 
Yet  after  reason's  choice,  the  schools  are  shy 
To  let  it  judge  the  wry  fiuth  it  chose. 

Sir  W.DaumatiL 

I  see  the  errors  that  I  would  avoid, 
And  have  my  reason  still,  but  not  the  use  on  H : 
It  hangs  upon  me  like  a  withered  limb 
Bound  up  and  numb*d  by  soma  disease's  frost, 
The  firm  the  same,  but  all  the  use  is  kst 

Sir  R.  Hamr^9  Chntt  FmvmriU. 

Thought 
Precedes  the  will  to  think,  and  error  lives 
Ere  reason  can  be  bom.    Reason,  the  power 
To  guess  at  right  and  wrong,  the  twinkling  lamp 
Of  vrand*ring  life,  tliat  winks  and  wakes  by  turns. 
Fooling  the  follower  betwixt  shade  and  shining. 

Congreve, 

Within  the  brain's  most  secret  cells, 
A  certain  lord  chief  justice  dwells, 
Of  sov*reign  power,  whom  one  and  all. 
With  common  voice  we  reason  oalL 

ChurekUL 

The  Infinite  speaks  in  our  silent  hearts, 

And  draws  our  being  to  himselfl  as  deep 
i^alleth  unto  deep.    He  who  all  thought  imparts, 

demands  the  pledge,  the  bond  of  soul  to  keep ; 
But  reason,  wandering  fiom  its  fount  afar. 

And  stooping  downward,  breaks  the  subtle  chain 
That  •nnfiB  n  w  itself  like  star  to  star, 

4nd  sun  to  sun,  upward  to  Cbd  again. 

Jfri.  £.  Odfcss  SmUk 


Every  creature  knoweth  its  capacities,  rauuBg  in 

the  road  ef  instinct, 
And  reason  must  not  lag  bdmidi  but  serve  itidlf 

of  all  proprietiea. 

I  would  not  always  reason.    The  straight  p&th 
Wearies  us  with  its  never-varying  lines, 
And  we  grow  melancholy.    I  would  make 
Reason  my  guide,  but  she  should  sometimes  nl 
Patiently  by  the  wayside,  while  I  trac'd 
The  maies  of  the  peasant  wildernesi 
Around  me.    She  should  be  my  wmnsBflor 
But  not  my  tyrant    For  the  spirit  needs 
Impulses  ftom  a  deeper  source  than  hen, 
And  there  are  motions,  in  the  mind  of  msa, 
Tliat  she  must  look  upon  with  awe. 

Brys«rsP«aw 

— When  I  see  cold  man  of  reason  proud, 
My  solitudd  is  sad — I  *m  lonely  in  the  crowd. 


REBELUON. 

White  beards  have  armM  their  thin  and  hairlea 

scalps 
Against  thy  majesty ;  boys  with  women^s  voice 
Strive  to  speak  big,  and  clap  their  female  jointi 
In  stiff  unwieldy  arms  against  thy  crown. 

Shak$.  Richard  IL 

God  omnipotent 
Is  mustering  in  his  douds,  on  our  behalf 
Armies  of  pestilence ;  and  they  shall  strike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  nnbegot, 
That  lift  your  vassal  hands  against  my  head, 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 

Shakt,  Richard  a 

Tlie  bay-trees  in  our  countiy  are  all  wither'd, 
Tlie  meteors  fight  the  fiixed  stars  of  heaven ; 
The  pale.fac'd  moon  kwks  bloody  on  the  earth, 
And  le«n4ook*d  prophets  whisper  fearful  change: 
Rich  men  look  sad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap. 
Shah,  Richard  IL 

Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  two  fast  growing  spr&yii 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  commonwealth : 
All  must  be  even  in  our  government 

Shak$.  Richard  II. 

Here  do  we  make  his  frienda 

Blush,  that  the  world  goes  well ;  who  rather  had, 

Though  they  themselves  did  suffer  by*t,  behold 

Dissentious  numbers  pestering  streets,  than  ice 

Our  tradesmen  singing  in  their  shops,  and  goinf 

About  their  ftmctions  friendly. 

5»db.CanAi"* 
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AB  the  regions 
Do  RDilingly  revolt ;  and  who  resist 
An  aalj  noek'd  ibr  iraliant  ignoruiee, 
And  perish  oonstant  fools. 

Shak$,  CertotsinfS. 

Thus  we  debase 
The  BBtnre  of  our  seats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Can  our  caros,  fears ;  which  will  in  time  break  opo 
The  locks  o*  th*  senate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 
To  peck  the  eagles. 

Shahs.  Cori6lanu$. 

YoQ  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  jour  staves,  as  lift  them 
Against  the  Roman  state :  whose  course  will  on 
Hie  vray  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment 

Skak$,  Corioiamts, 

The  hearts 
Of  an  his  people  shall  revolt  from  him,  ' 

And  kiss  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change. 

Shak$.  King  John, 

Hie  spinsters,  corders,  fuHers,  weavers,  who, 
Unfit  for  other  life,  oompell'd  by  hunger 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  desperate  manner 
Daring  th*  event  to  th'  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar, 
And  danger  serves  among  them. 

Shak$.  Henry  VIIL 

There  have  been  commissions 
Sent  down  among  them,  which  have  flaw'd  the 

heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties :  —  wherein,  although. 
My  good  lord  cardinal,  they  venl  reproaches 
Most  bitterly  on  you,  as  putlcr-on 
Of  these  exactions,  yet  the  king,  our  master, 
(Whose  honour  heaven  shield  irom  soil)  even  he 

escapes  not : 
Language  unmannerly,  yea,  such  which  breaks 
The  sides  of  loyalty,  and  almost  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

Shaks.  Henry  VIIL 

O  turn  thy  edged  sword  another  way ; 

Strike  those  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  tliose  that  help ! 

One   drop  of  blood  drawn  fix>m   thy  country's 

bosom, 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign 

gore;^ 
Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  spots. 

Shakt.  Henry  VI.    Part  /. 
Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees; 
For  now  a  time  is  oome  to  mock  at  form : 
Harry  the  FifUi  is  crown'd. 

fiftojks.  Henry  IV,    Part  II, 


Now,  neighbo«r^x>nfines,  purge  you  of  your  seom  ' 
Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  swear,  drink,  dancu, 
Revel  the  night;  rob,  murder,  and  commit 
The  oldest  sina  the  newest  kind  of  ways  7 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more : 
England  shall  give  him  office,  honour,  might 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Pari  IL 

Tlieir  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  side :   But  for  their  spirits  and 

souls. 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
As  fish  are  in  a  pond. 

Shak9.  Henry  IV.    Putt  II. 

But  now  the  bishop 
Turns  insurrection  to  religion ; 
Suppos'd  sincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts. 
He 's  foUow'd  both  witli  body  and  with  mind. 

Shake,  Henry  IV.    Part  II, 

Contention,  like  a  horse 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loose. 
And  bears  dovm  all  before  him. 

8hak9.  Henry  IV.    PaH  II. 

What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickedness. 
When  down  the  hill  he  hold  his  fierce  career  7 
We  may  as  bootless  spend  our  vain  command 
Upon  th'  enraged  soldiers  in  tlieir  spoil. 
Or  send  precepts  to  the  Leviathan 
To  come  ashore 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

These  things,  indeed,  you  hare  articulated, 
Froclaim'd  at  market-crosses,  read  in  churches. 
To  fiice  the  garment  of  rebellion,  that  may  p]eas« 

the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poor  discontents. 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  the  news 
Of  hurly-burly  innovation. 

81uik9.  Henry  IV.    Pari  I. 

Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  lord, 
That  would  reduce  these  bloody  days  again. 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  streams  of  blxK^d  I 
fihake.  Richard  III. 
O,  pity,  God,  this  miserable  age !  — 
What  stratagems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly. 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural. 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget ! 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    Part  Ui 
Go,  rate  thy  minions,  proud  insulting  boy ! 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  so  bold  in  terms. 
Before  thy  sovereign,  and  tliy  lawful  king  f 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    Pari  Jii 
Now  let  it  work:  mischief  thou  art  a  fool, 
Take  thoa  what  course  thou  wilt! 

SAaJbi.Jii2iti0  Cema 


4ffir 


RSBBLUON. 


I  have  not  itoppM  mine  ean  to  tbeir  dom&ndi, 
Nor  posted  off  their  Baits  with  dow  delays ; 
My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  womids, 
My  mildnesB  hath  allay'd  their  swelling  grieft, 
My  mercy  dried  their  water-flowing  tears : 
I  have  not  been  desirous  of  their  wealth. 
Nor  mueh  oppross'd  them  with  great  subsidies. 
Nor  forward  of  revenge,  tliough  they  much  err*d ; 
Then  why  should  tlicy  love  Edward  more  than  me  ? 
Shakt.  Henry  VL    PaH  IIL 

Wero  I  Bmtos, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony, 
Would  raffle  i^  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  erery  wound  of  Onsar,  that  should  move 
Tlie  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 

Shak$.  JuStu  Cmar. 
Why  headstrong  liberty  is  lash*d  with  woe. 
There  *s  nothing,  situato  under  heaven's  eye. 
But  hath  his  bcond  in  earth,  in  sea,  in  sky. 

Shak$.  Comedy  ef  Emm. 
Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  string, 
And  hark  what  discord  follows  \  each  thing  meete 
In  mere  oppugnancy :  tlie  bounded  waters 
Should  lift  their  bosoms  higher  than  the  shores, 
And  make  a  sop  of  all  this  solid  globe : 
Strength  should  be  lord  of  imbecility. 
And  the  rude  son  should  strike  his  fiithcr  dead : 
Force  should  be  right 

ShaJ»,  TrmluM  and  Cretnda. 

Yet  famine, 
Ere  dean  it  overthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant 
Flenty,  and  peace,  breed  cowards ;  hardness  ever 
Of  hardness  is  mother. 

8hai9,  Cymbdine, 

Want  made  them  murmur ;  fbr  the  people  who. 
To  get  their  broad,  do  wrestle  with  their  fate. 
Or  those  who  in  superfluous  riot  flow, 
Soonest  rebel :  convulsions  in  a  state, 
Like  those  which  naf  ral  bodies  do  oppress, 
Kise  from  repletion,  or  from  emptiness. 

Aleyn'9  Henry  VII. 

Let  tliem  call  it  mischief; 
When  it*s  past,  and  prosperM,  *twiU  be  virtue. 

Jon$0n*$  CatiHne, 

But  of  this  be  sure, 
7o  do  aught  good  will  never  be  our  task, 
But  ever  to  do  ill  our  sole  delight. 
As  being  the  contrary  to  his  will, 
Whom  we  resist 

MiiUm'$  Pamdke  LotL 

Rumour  next,  and  chanoe. 
And  tumult  and  oonflisiao  all  embroil d. 
And  disooru  with  a  thousand  various  mottlfaii 

MUlme$  Pandue  ImL 


He  spake :  and  to  ooDftm  his  words,  out  flew 
Millions  of  flaming  swiords,  drawn  flnm  the  tMgte 
Of  mighty  ehernbim ;  the  sodden  Usss 
Far  round  illumin*d  hell :  highly  they  lag'd 
Against  the  Highest,  and  flerce  with  grasped  arms 
ClashM  on  their  sounding  shields  the  din  of  war. 
Hurling  defiance  toward  the  vault  of  heaven. 

Jiriftofi*s  Pandite  LmL 

The  happier  state 

In  heaven,  which  fbllows  dignity,  might  draw 

Envy  fitmi  each  inferior ;  but  who  here 

Will  envy  whom  the  highest  place  exposes 

Foremost  to  stand  against  the  thund*rer*8  aim 

Your  bulwark,  and  condemns  to  greatest  diars 

Of  endless  pain  7 

Matan*9  Pandim  iMt. 

What  peace  vnll  be  given 
To  us  enslav*d,  but  custody  severe, 
And  stripes,  and  arbitrary  punishment 
Inflictod  7  and  what  peace  can  we  return. 
But  to  our  power,  hostility,  and  hate, 
UntemM  reluctance,  and  revenge,  though  alow, 
Yet  evor  plotting  how  the  oonq*ror  least 
May  reap  his  conquest,  and  naay  least  rejoice 
In  doing  what  we  most  in  suffering  feel? 

IftiloR's  Pamdiee  ImL 

In  knots  they  stand,  or  in  a  rank  they  walk. 
Serious  in  aspect,  earnest  in  their  talk : 
Factious,  and  fiivouring  this  or  t*  other  side, 
As  their  strong  lancy  or  weak  rsasoo  guide. 

Dryden'*  Palamm  and  AreUi* 

Great  discontente  there  are,  and  many  munnnrs; 
The  doors  are  all  shut  up :  the  wealthier  sort. 
With  arms  across,  and  hate  upon  their  eyes, 
Walk  to  and  fro  before  their  silent  shops ; 
Whole  droves  of  lenders  crowd  the  bankers'  doon, 
To  call  in  money :  those  who  have  none,  mark 
Where  money  goes;  £>r  when  they  rise — *ti8 
plunder.  DrydaCs  Spanitk  Friar. 

Tliat  talking  knave 
Consumes  his  time  in  speeohes  to  the  rabfalst 
And  sows  sedition  up  and  down  the  city 
Picking  up  discontented  ibols,  belying 
The  senators  and  government ;  destroying 
Faith  among  honest  men,  and  praising  knaves. 
Otway'e  Caiui  Afanw. 

And  since  the  rabble  now  is  oars, 
Keep  the  fools  hot,  preadi  dangers  in  their  ears 
Spread  Mae  reporte  o'  th*  senate ;  vrorking  op 
Tlieir  madness  to  a  fury  qniok  and  desp*rato : 
im  they  run  hnadleng  into  etvil  diseordi^ 
And  do  our  business  with  their  own  deslivolMn. 
Otwy'B  Caia»  MtriMM. 
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How  dimt  th*,  I  Mj,  oppon  thj  eanbip 
*GuiHt  BXtaa^  authority  and  worship  7 

Buikr'$  Hudibrat. 

The  resty  knayes  are  overrun  with  ease. 

As  plenty  ever  is  the  ntnrse  of  fection : 

If  in  good  days,  like  these,  the  headstrong  herd 

Grow  madly  wanton  and  repine ;  it  is 

Because  the  reins  of  power  are  held  too  slack, 

And  reverend  authority  of  late 

Has  worn  a  face  of  mercy  more  than  justice. 

Rowe**  Jane  Share, 

The  state  is  out  of  time ;  distracting  feara 
And  jealons  doubts  jar  in  our  public  counsels ; 
Amidst  the  wealthy  city,  mnrmors  rise, 
Load  railings,  and  reproach,  on  those  that  rute, 
With  open  scorn  of  government ;  hence  credit, 
And  public  trust  'twizt  man  and  man  are  broke, 
Tlie  golden  streams  of  commerce  are  withheld, 
WMch  led  the  wants  of  needy  ^ds,  and  artisans, 
Who  therefijre  curse  the  great,  and  threat  rebellion. 
KotM't  Jane  Share. 

Oirse  on  the  innovating  hand  attempts  it ! 
Remember  him,  the  villain,  righteous  heaven. 
In  thy  great  day  of  vengeance !  blast  the  traitor ! 
And  his  pernicious  counsels ;  who,  for  wealth. 
For  pow*r,  the  pride  of  greatness,  or  revenge, 
Would  plunge  his  native  land  in  civil  wars. 

Rawe'e  Jane  Share, 

When  shall  the  deadly  hate  of  faction  cease. 
When  shall  our  long  divided  land  have  rest, 
IT  every  peevish,  moody  malcontent. 
Shall  set  the  senseless  rabble  in  an  uproar  7 
Fright  them  with  dangers,  and  perplex  their  brains, 
Kaoh  day  with  some  ftntastio  giddy  change  7 

Routine  Jane  Share, 

For  hnm  of  government  let  ibols  contest ; 
Whate'er  is  best  administerM  is  best 

Pepe^e  Eeeay  an  Man, 

Who  strikes  at  sovereign  pow'r  had  need  strike 

home; 
For  siofrms  that  fiul  to  blow  the  cedar  down, 
Afay  tear  the  hnuaehee,  but  they  fix  the  roots. 

Jtgrof  Edwku 
The  more  the  boM,  the  bustling,  and  the  bad« 
Press  to  usurp  the  reins  of  power,  the  nKxre 
Behoves  it  virtue,  with  indignant  seal. 
To  dieck  their  combinaticm. 

ThomaoH, 

I  do  despise  these  demagogues,  that  ftet 
The  angry  mnhitude :  they  are  but  as 
The  ibth  upon  the  mountafai  wave -^  the  bird 
That  shrieks  upon  die  sullen  tempest's  wing. 

Sir  A,  Huafa  JMnk 


Pennitted  oft,  the*  not  inepir'd  by  Heaven, 
Suceessful  treasons  punish  impious  kings 

Dr.  Johnaon^e  Irene, 

Their  eyes  look  fire  on  him  who  questions  them  t 
The  hollow  murmurs  of  their  mutterM  wrath 
Sound  dreadful  thro*  the  dark  extended  ranks, 
Like  subterranean  grumblings  of  an  earthquake 
Joanna  BaiUie^e  BaaiL 

The  land  is  full  of  blood :  her  savage  birds 
0*er  human  creatures  do  scream  and  batten: 
The  silent  hamlet  smokes  not;  in  the  field 
Hie  aged  grandsire  turns  the  joyous  soil : 
Dark  spirits  are  abroad,  and  gentle  wortb« 
Within  the  narrow  house  of  death,  is  hud 
An  early  tenant 

Joanna  BaHlUi'e  Eihtaaidt 

Rebellion !  fiml  dishonouring  word. 
Whose  wrongful  blight  so  oft  has  stained 
The  holiest  cause  that  tongue  or  sword 
Of  mortal  ever  lost  or  gain'd ! 
How  many  a  spirit  bom  to  bless 
Hath  sunk  beneath  that  withering  name. 
Whom  but  a  day's,  an  hour's  success 
Had  wafted  to  eternal  fame  ! 
As  exhalations,  when  they  burnt 
From  the  warm  earth,  if  chill'd  at  firsts 
If  check'd  in  soaring  fVom  the  plain. 
Darken  to  fogs  and  sink  again ; — 
But  if  they  once  triumphant  spread 
Their  wings  above  the  mountain-head. 
Become  enthroned  in  upper  air. 
And  turn  to  sun.bright  glories  there ! 

Moore'a  Lalla  Rookk 

I  know  that  there  are  angry  spirits 
And  turbulent  mutterers  of  stifled  treason^ 
Who  lurk  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  out 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 
Dbbanded  soldiers,  discontented  ruffians, 
And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in  taverns. 
Byron^e  Doge  of  Venka* 

The  sight 
Of  blood  to  crowds  begets  the  thirst  of  more. 
As  the  first  wine-cup  leads  to  the  long  revel ; 
And  you  will  find  a  harder  task  to  quell 
Than  urge  them  when  they  have  commenced 

but  tin 
That  moment  a  mere  voice»  a  straw,  a  shadow, 
Are  capable  of  turning  them  aside. 

Ryron^e  Dege  tf  Vemea 

A  spark  ereates  the  flame;  His  the  lost  drop 

Which  mukes  the  cop  run  o^er,  and  mine  wsj  foB 

AhreM^. 

Byron's  Doge  ef  Feiitea 
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1  haro  Men  rama  nations,  like  o*erioaded  aaeee. 
Kick  off  their  bordenfi — meuung  the  high  claMee. 

Byron. 
But  never  mind — "God  eaye  the  king!*'  and 

kings! 
For  if  He  doa*t,  I  doubt  if  men  will  longer ; 
I  tlilnk  I  hear  a  little  bird,  who  sings 
The  people  bje  and  bye  will  be  the  stronger, 
The  yeriest  jade  will  wince,  whose  harness  wrings 
So  mnch  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 
Beyond  the  rules  of  posting  —  and  the  mob 
At  last  will  ikQ  sick  of  imitating  Job. 

Byrmu 

"'Hmst  out  the  boatf*  was  now  the  leading  cry; 
And  who  dare  answer  **  no**  to  mutiny. 
In  the  first  dawning  of  the  drunken  hour, 
Tlic  saturnalia  of  unhoped-for  power  7 

Byron, 

RECIPROCITT, 

Mutual  love,  the  crown  of  all  our  bliss, 

MiUon^$  Paradite  Latt, 

MThere  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  soft, 
Each  other*s  pillow  to  repose  divine. 

Young. 

Be  thine  the  more  rcfin*d  delights 

Of  love  that  banishes  control. 
When  the  fond  heart  witli  heart  unites, 

And  souls  in  unison  with  soul. 

CartwrighL 

The  aU-absorbing  flame, 
MThich  kindled  by  another,  grows  tlie  same. 
Wrapt  in  one  blaze. 

Byron'o  Ckilde  HarM. 

And  many  hoon  we  talk*d  in  joy, 

Yet  too  much  ble8s*d  for  laughter ; 
I  was  a  happy  man  that  day, 

And  happy  ever  after. 

Mn.  HowttL 

Oft»  in  my  fiuicy*B  wanderings, 

I  've  wish*d  that  little  isle  had  wings. 

And  we,  within  its  foiry  bowers. 

Were  wafled  off  to  seas  unknown. 
Where  not  a  pulse  should  beat  but  oun^ 

And  we  might  live,  love,  die  alone. 

Moore'o  LaOa  Rookh. 

Let  US  love  now  in  this  our  fairest  youth* 
When  Icve  can  find  a  full  and  fond  return. 

PerdoaVo  Poemo, 

And  eann  thou  not  accord  thy  heart 

In  unison  with  mine  — 
Whose  language  thou  alone  hast  heard, 

Tliuu  only  canst  divine  7 

Rufiu  Dawn. 


RECONCILIATION.— (See  Repent 

▲NCE.) 

REFINEMENT.— (See  Puritit.) 


REFLECTION.— (See  Contemplation.) 


REFORMATION. 

By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am, 
By  so  much  shall  I  falsiQr  raen*s  hopes ; 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  sullen  ground. 
My  reformation,  glittering  o*er  my  fkuh, 
Shall  show  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes^ 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off. 
I  *11  so  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill ; 
Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  least  I  will. 

Shako.  HoKry  IV.    Pmi  L 
Formless  themselves,  reforming  do  pretend ; 
As  if  confbsion  could  disorder  mend. 

Dani^o  CwU  War 

Faults  are  easier  look*d  in,  than  redress'd : 

Men  running  with  eager  violence. 

At  the  first  view  of  errors,  fresh  in  quest; 

As  they,  to  rid  an  inconvenience. 

Stick  not  to  raise  a  mischief  in  the  stead, 

Which  after  mocks  their  weak  improvidence ; 

And  therefore  do  not  make  your  own  sides  bleed, 

To  pick  at  others. 

Damd'o  Muoopkibia. 
Wise  experience 
Gives  us  to  know,  that  in  th*  lopping  of  trees^ 
The  skilful  hand  prunes  but  the  lower  branches^ 
And  leaves  the  top  still  growing,  to  extract 
Sap  from  the  root,  as  meaning  to  reform. 
Not  to  destroy. 

TathanCo  DiotraeUd  SItate. 


REGICIDE. 

To  do  this  deed, 
Promotion  foUows :  if  I  could  find  example 
Of  thousands,  that  had  struck  anointed  king% 
And  flourish*d  after,  I  *d  not  do  *t :  but  since 
Nor  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not  qdsi, 
Let  villany  itself  forswear  *t 

Shako.  Winter'o  TaU 

He 's  here  in  double  trust: 
First  as  I  am  his  kinsman  and  his  subject, 
Strong  both  against  the  deed ;  then,  as  his  hos^ 
Who  should  against  the  murderer  shut  the  door. 
Nor  bear  the  knife  myself. 

Shaio.MacboU 
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Coaflaica  wm  hatii  made  hi*  mtiter-pieee  I 
Most  sacrilegiooB  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  itole  thence 
•The  life  oP  the  bniidinir. 

.      Shah.  Maebdh. 

0,  what  a  fkll  was  there,  my  coootrymen  I 
Hien  I,  and  joo,  and  all  of  ns  fell  down, 
WKibt  bloody  treason  floorished  over  us. 

SkaiM,  JutiuM  Cmmr. 


RELIGION, 

Reli^fion  is  a  branch,  first  set  and  blest 
By  heavVs  high  finger  in  the  hearts  of  kings : 
Which  whilome  grew  into  a  goodly  tree. 
Bright  angele  sat  and  song  upon  the  twigs, 
And  royal  branches  for  the  heads  of  kings 
Were  twisted  of  them. 

Chapmm*8  Byron* %  Con$piracy,    Part  IL 
Sacred  religion !  mother  of  form  and  fear ! 
How  gorgeously  sometimes  dost  thou  sit  deckM  7 
What  pompons  yestures  do  we  make  thee  wear  7 
What  stately  piles  we  prodigal  erect? 
How  sweet  perfbm'd  art  thou,  how  shining  clear  7 
How  sdemnly  observM ;  with  what  respect? 
Another  time  all  plain,  all  quite  thread-bare : 
Thou  must  have  all  within,  and  nought  without; 
Sit  poorly  without  light,  disrob*d :  no  care 
Of  oatward  grace  t'  amuse  the  poor  devout : 
PoorlesSy  un&llowM :  scarcely  men  can  spare 
The  necessary  rites  to  set  thee  out 

DanteTf  Iftisopft&it. 
He  whom  God  chooseth,  out  of  doubt  doth  well : 
What  they  that  choose  their  God  do»  who  can  tell7 
Lord  Broeke*9  Muttafha, 
IKvinity,  wrested  by  some  factious  blood. 
Draws  swords,  swells  battles,  and  o*erthroWB  all 

good.  WebtUr*9  Wkke  DnA 

Ha  wean  his  fkith  but  as  the  fashion  of 
His  hat ;  it  ever  changes  with  the  next  bkKsk. 

iSftea.  Much  ado. 
Could  not  that  wisdom  which  6rst  broached  the 

wine. 
Have  thicken*d  itvrith  definitions? 
And  jagg*d  his  seamless  coat,  had  that  been  fine, 
With  curious  questions  and  divisions  7 
But  all  the  doctrine  which  he  taught  and  gave 
Was  clear  as  heav*n,  from  whence  it  came : 
At  least  those  beams  of  truth,  which  only  save, 
Surpass  in  brightnees  any  fiame. 
Love  God,  and  love  your  neighbour ;  watch  and 

pray; 
Do  aj  you  would  be  done  unto; 
O  dark  instructions,  eT*to  dark  as  day ! 
Who  ean  these  gordiaa  knots  mdo? 

JseTMn* 


Zeal  againiA  po^'^  maintains  debate; 
Heav*n  gets  the  better  now,  and  now  the  states 
The  leaned  do  by  turns  the  learn'd  confute. 
Yet  an  depart  unaltered  by  dispute. 
The  priestly  ofiioe  cannot  be  deayM ; 
It  wears  heaven's  liv'ry,  and  is  made  our  guide : 
But  why  should  we  be  punishM  if  we  stray ; 
When  all  our  guides  dispute  which  is  tha  way  7 

EaH  of  Orrorjfo  Muolajha^ 
Great  piety  consists  in  pride; 
To  rule  is  to  be  sanctified; 
To  domineer,  and  to  control, 
Both  o*er  the  body  and  the  soul. 
Is  the  most  perfect  discipline. 
Of  church  rule,  and  by  right  divine. 

BuSJUr'o  HudihrM 
Hence  'tis,  hypocrisy  as  well 
Will  serve  t*  improve  a  church  as  zeal ; 
As  persecution  or  promotion 
Do  equally  advance  devotion. 

BiKZer's  JftHRftrw 

For  his  religion  it  was  fit 
To  match  his  learning  and  his  wit; 
'Twas  Presbyterian  true  blue; 
For  he  was  of  that  stubborn  crew 
Of  errant  saints,  whom  all  men  grant 
To  be  the  true  church  militant; 
Such  as  do  build  their  faith  upon 
The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gun : 
Decide  all  controversies  by 
InfiUlible  artillery; 
And  prove  their  doctrine  orthodox. 
By  apostolic  blows  and  knocks; 
Call  fire,  and  sword,  and  desolation, 
A  godly,  thorough  reformation. 
Which  always  must  be  carried  on, 
And  still  be  doing,  never  done; 
As  if  religion  were  intended 
For  nothing  else  but  to  be  mended. 

B«fkr*s  HMdAnt. 

But  whither  went  his  soul,  let  such  relate. 
Who  search  the  secrets  of  the  future  state : 
Divines  can  say  but  what  themselves  believe ; 
Strong  proofs  they  havo,  bdt  not  demonstrative 
For,  were  all  plain,  then  all  sides  must  agree, 
And  faith  itself  be  lost  in  certainty. 
To  live  uprightly  then  is  sure  the  best. 
To  save  ourselves,  and  not  to  damn  the  lesL 

JhydetCo  Palanum  and  Areut, 

Devotion  in  dist)«s8 
Is  bom,  hut  vanishes  in  happiness. 

Dryden^o  Tyrannic  IiOm. 

Yet  crowds  will  still  believe,  and  priests  wiB  teaeft 
As  wand'ring  fiuiqr*  «n4  as  int'iest  leads* 

JZoim's  Rmftl  Camnm 
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Reli^ioai  loslra  it,  by  native 

DtTinelj  pore,  and  cinpie  from  al  art* 

Yon  daub  and  dnn  her  Hha  a 

The  harlot  of  yoiir  ftnclee;  and  by  addi&f 

Falie  beantiee,  which  the  wants  not,  make-  the 

world 
Soipect  her  angePe  fhoe  is  firal  beneath. 
And  win  not  bear  all  lights. 

aomm's  JOMCrlSM* 

Know, 
Without  or  star,  or  angel,  for  their  guide^ 
Who  worship  God,  shall  find  him.    Humble  loTe, 
And  not  proud  reason,  keeps  the  door  of  heaven: 
Lore  finds  admission,  wliere  proud  science  ftils. 
ybiii^'s  Night  Thaughii. 

True  religion 
Is  alwajTS  mild,  profutious,  and  humble, 
Flays  not  the  tyrant,  plants  no  &ith  in  blood ; 
Nor  bears  destruction  on  her  chariot-wheels ; 
Bat  stboiis  to  polish,  suceour,  and  redress. 
And  boilds  her  graiidenr  on  the  public  good. 

MiUer't  MahouuL 

What  a  reasonless  machine 
Can  superstition  make  the  leaa'ner  man ! 

Miikr't  Mukamtt. 

Ere  wit  oblique  had  broke  that  steady  light, 
Man,  like  his  Maker,  saw  that  all  was  right; 
To  virtue  in  the  paths  of  pleasure  trod. 
And  own'd  a  father  when  he  own'd  a  God. 
Lotn  all  the  faith,  and  all  th'  aUcgiance  then : 
For  nature  knew  no  right  divine  in  men. 
No  in  could  fear  in  God ;  and  understood 
A  sovereign  being,  but  a  sovereign  good. 
True  faith,  true  policy,  united  ran ; 
lliat  was  but  k>vo  of  God,  and  this  of  man. 

Pcpe't  E$8ay  on  Man. 

flay,  first,  of  God  above,  or  man  below. 
What  can  we  reason,  but  from  what  we  know  7 
Of  man,  what  see  we  but  his  station  here, 
F^om  which  to  reason,  or  to  which  refer  7 
Through  worlds  unnumber*d  though  the  God  be 

known, 
*T isottn  to  traoe  him  only  in  our  own* 

PspsV  £f«sy  SR  Man. 

flbve  to  no  sect,  who  takes  no  private  road. 
But  koks  through  nature  up  to  nature's  God. 

Pipe*s  £fsay  on  Man, 

For  virtneV  self  may  too  much  seal  be  had; 
1  he  worst  of  madmen  is  a  saint  run  mad. 

As  some  to  ehurcfa  repidr, 
Not  ftr  tfie  doetrine,  but  the  wnnc  there. 


P^pt. 


P^pt. 


Who  bnilde  a  «hnv«b  t»  aod»  «iA  Mi  to  i 
Win  never  Mark  the  ■wrUe  with  Us  BM 


P^ 


MiUon*s  strong  pinion  wmmdhnmmc 
Now,  serpentJike,  in  prose  he  sweeps  the  gvoind, 
In  quibbles  angel  and  archangel  join. 
And  God  tiie  Fat|iar  tuns  a  sehoel  dirine. 

Oh,  eome,  oh,  teach  me  nature  to  subdue. 
Renounce  my  love,  my  lifr,  myself— and  yon! 
FiU  my  fond  heart  with  God  akme,  for  He 
Alone  can  rival,  and  succeed  to  the^ 

Pep^iEkim, 

O  Thou !  dark,  awfiil,  vast,  mysterious  power. 
Whom  Christians  worship^  yet  not  conpffeheaiit 
If  ignorant  of  thy  new  laws  I  stray, 
Shed  from  thy  distant  heav'n,  where'er  it  diinMi 
One  ray  of  guardian  fight,  to  dear  ny  way: 
And  teach  me  first  to  find,  then  act  thy  wilL 

TV)  give  religion  her  unbridled  aoope, 
Nor  judge  by  statute  a  believer's  hope^ 

Cmeprn'M  TaiU  Tslk 

Priests  have  invented,  and  the  worid  admtr*d 
What  knavish  priests  promulgate  as  inspir'd; 
Tin  reason,  now  no  longer  overaw'd. 
Resumes  her  pow'rs,  and  spurns  the  dumqr  fitoi 
Cowptt*$  ^nsvciiHMi 

Whether  fh>m  principle,  or  jail  dismay, 
Springs  thy  morality,  we  dare  not  say. 

Dr.  Wolcoa'9  PeUr  Ptnier. 

Methinks  it  is  not  strange  then,  that  I  fle4 
Tlie  honn  of  prayer,  and  made  the  lonely  grofs 
My  temple,  at  the  foot  of  some  old  oak, 
Watohing  the  little  tribes  that  had  their  wgrid 
Within  its  mossy  bark ;  or  laid  me  down 
Beside  the  rivulet  whose  murmuring 
Was  alienee  to  my  soul,  and  marked  the  swarm 
Whose  light-edged  shadows  on  the  bedded  stod 
Mirinr*d  their  many  sports;  the  insect  hum, 
The  flow  of  waters,  and  the  song  of  birds, 
Making  a  holy  music  to  mine  ear : 
CA>!  was  it  strange,  if  fixr  such  scenes  as  theae^ 
Such  deep  devoutness,  such  inteu^  delight 
Of  <piiet  adoration,  I  forsook 
Tlie  bouse  of  woEdup7 

8maheif9  Jwi  tfArc 

In  short,  what  wiU  not  mortal  man  do  7 
And  now  that—strifb  and  bloodshed  past— 
We  've  done  on  earth  what  harm  we  oan  dob 
We  gravely  take  to  heaven  at  last; 
And  think  its  faviNuing  wnile  to  pnrchnsei 
OLord!  goodLoedl  by  boUding ehnroheal 

Mosre's  MsMsrinl  Is  Cmgnm 
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Upon  mj  oeodnol  as  •  viwle  ^•nde. 
Bach  txiBiaig  enon  ]et  mj  nrttm hMe; 
Fail  I  at  meetiag  7  am  I  tiioepj  there? 
My  piine  refoaa  I  vriA  the  ptrieet  to  ahare  7 
Do  I  deny  the  poor  a  helping 'hand  7 
Or  atop  Ihe  wicked  wonieii  in  the  atnuid? 
Or  drink  at  dab  beyond  a  certain  piteh  7 
Wbieh  are  your  charges?  ooneeienoe,  tell  me 
which?  CrMe, 

And  they  belieTa  him !  oh !  the  kfrer  may 
Distmat  that  look  which  eteala  hie  soul  away ; — 
The  babe  may  cease  to  think  that  it  ean  play 
With  heavan*a  rainbow: — alchymists  may  doabt 
Hie  ahining  gold  their  crucible  gives  ont; 
Bat  faith,  ftjiatic  faith,  once  wedded  famt 
To  some  dear  felsehood,  bogs  it  to  the  last 

Moor^t  Latta  Rookk 

But  thus  it  is,  a]]  sects,  we  see, 
Have  watchwords  of  morality; 
Some  cry  out  Venus,  others  Jove, 
Here  *t  is  religion,  there  'tis  love  S 

I  find  the  doctors  and  the  sages 
Have  differ*din  all  climes  and  ages, 
And  two  in  fifly  scarce  agree 
On  what  is  pure  morality. 

Mcore, 

My  altars  are  the  mountains  and  the  ocean. 
Earth,  air,  stars, — all  that  springs  from  the  great 

whole. 
Who  hath  producM,  and  will  receive  the  soul. 

Bynn, 

TTuu  didst  not  leave  me,  oh  my  God ! 

Thou  wert  with  those  who  bore  the  truth  of  old 
Into  the  deserts  from  the  oppressor's  rod. 

And  made  the  caverns  of  the  rock  their  ibid ; 
And  in  tho  hidden  chambers  of  the  dead. 
Our  gaiding  lamp,  with  fire  immortal  ftd. 

ilfrt.  neman$'§  Poemi, 
Love  never  fiiils ;  though  knowledge  ceilse. 

Though  prophecies  decay, 

I^ove  — Christian  love,  shall  still  increase. 

Shall  still  extend  her  sway. 

WtSkm  Ptter. 

Cling  to  thy  faith — 't  is  higher  than  the  thought 
That  questions  of  thy  fiiith. 

Mrs.E.0mk99SmiUL 

Man,  by  nature  proud. 
Was  taught  the  scriptures  by  the  love  of  praise^ 
And  grew  religious,  as  he  grew  in  fame. 

PoUock'$  Cwr9t  of  TmB. 

The  abioltttely  true  religion  is 

In  heaven  only ;  yea,  in  Deity. 

Bailey's  Festes. 


REMEMBRANCE. 
Bemeraher  thee  7 
Tea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I  *]1  wipe  away  all  trivial  ibnd  reoords, 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressuroa  past, 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  livo 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 

Unmix'd  with  baser  matter. 

SkaU,HamUL 

O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory. 

As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  in&cted  house, 

Boding  to  alL 

ShaU,  OtheUo. 

Thus  hath  the  coune  of  justioe  wheel'd  about. 

And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time ; 

Having    no  more  but    thought  of  what    thoo 

wert. 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art 

Shakt.  Riehard  111. 

JWslMftii.— Dispole  it  like  a  man. 

Maeiuff,  —  I  shall  do  so : 

But  I  must  also  feel  it  as  a  man : 

I  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were. 

That  were  most  precious  to  me. 

ShaU.  MachOi. 

Keep  this  remembrance  for  thy  Julia's  sake. 

Shaks,  Romeo  and  JtdieL 
She  sent  him  rosemary,  to  the  intent  that  he  should 
hold  her  in  rememberance. 

Droytonm 

She  phusM  it  sad,  with  needless  fear. 

Lest  time  should  shake  my  wavering  soul  — 
Unconscious  that  her  image  there 

Held  every  sense  in  fast  controL 

Byrwi. 

Oh!  only  those 

Whose  souls  have  felt  this  one  idolatry. 

Can  tell  how  precious  is  the  slightest  thing 

Aflfection  gives  and  hallows !    A  dead  flower 

Win  long  be  kept,  remembrancer  of  looks 

That  made  each  leaf  a  treasure. 

Miu  Landom. 

Man  hath  a  weary  pilgrimage, 

As  through  the  world  he  wends; 
On  every  stage,  from  youth  to  age» 

Still  discontent  attends; 
With  heaviness  he  casts  his  eye 

Upon  the  road  before. 
And  still  remembers  with  a  sigh, 

The  days  that  are  no  more. 


Robert  Sovth€9 
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Hiere^enotanhoor 

Of  day,  or  dreaming  night,  bat  I  am  with  thee : 

There's  not  a  wind  bat  whispers  of  thy  name; 

And  not  a  flower  that  sleeps  beneath  the  moon, 

Bat  in  its  fragranee  tells  a  tale 

Of  thee. 

Pnctiat. 

Theie's  not «  look,  a  word  of  thine, 

My  sool  hath  e*er  ibrgot; 
Thou  ne'er  hast  bid  a  ringlet  shine. 
If  or  given  thy  locks  one  graceful  twine. 

Which  I  remember  not 

Thy  imag'd  form  I  shall  survey, 

And,  pausing  at  the  view, 
Recall  thy  gentle  smile,  and  say, 
••Oh,  snch  a  maid  I  knew!" 

WWiam  1Mb  B9uHn, 
When  shall  we  come  to  that  delightlid  day. 
When  each  can  say  to  each,  *'i?otf  thou  ronem- 
herr 
Let  OS  fill  urns  with  roseJeaves  in  oar  May, 
And  hive  the  thrifty  sweetness  lor  December! 
Bvhom*9  Potmt. 
Ok !  these  arc  the  words  that  eternally  utter 

The  spell  that  is  seldom  cast  o'er  us  in  vain ; 

With  the  wings  and  the  wand  of  a  ftiry  they 

flutter, 

And  draw  a  charmM  circle  about  us  again. 

We  return  to  the  spot  where  our  in&ncy  gam- 

boird;    .. 

We  linger  once  more  in  the  haunts  of  our  youth ; 

We  re*tread  where  young  Passion  first  stealthily 

rambled. 

And  whispers  am  heard  fiiD  of  Natwe  and 
Troth, 
Saying,  **  Don't  you  remember  ?** 

WxaC^tk. 
Remember  me,  I  pray — but  not 

In  Flora's  gay  and  blooming  hour, 
When  every  brake  hath  found  its  note, 
And  sunshine  smiles  in  every  flower; 
Bat  when  the  falling  leaf  is  sere. 

And  withers  sadly  from  the  tree, 
4nd  o'er  the  ruins  of  the  year 
Cold  autumn  weeps, — remember  me. 

Edward  EveretL 
Remember  me  •«  not,  I  entreat. 

In  stf^ues  of  festal  week-day  joy ; 
f.w  then  it  were  not  kind  or  meet 

Thy  ihoughts  tliy  pleasures  should  aOoy; 
Bjt  on  the  sacred  l^bbath  day, 

Anu,  dearest,  on  thy  bended  knee. 
When  thou  for  those  thou  lov'st  dost  pray, 

Bwoet  sister,  then  remember  me. 

BiwardBvinIt 


1  think  of  thee  wfaea  mordng  a 

From  sleep,  with  plnmBge  bath*4  in  dew« 
And,  like  a  young  bird,  lifts  its  wings 

Of  gladness  oai  the  wdkin  blue; 
And  when,  at  noon,  the  breath  of  love 

O'er  flower  and  stream  is  wandering  iree. 
And  sent  in  music  irom  the  grove, 

I  think  of  thee— I  think  of  thee. 

Georige  Z>.  PrenHet. 
1  think  of  thee,  when,  soft  and  wide, 

"Hie  evening  spreads  her  robes  of  ligh^ 
And,  like  a  young  and  timid  bride. 

Sits  bluahing  in  the  arms  of  night: 
And  when  the  moon's  sweet  crescent  springs 

In  light  o'er  heaven's  wide  wavcless  sea. 
And  stars  are  forth,  like  blessed  things, 

I  think  of  thee  — I  think  of  thee. 

George  D,  PreiOiu, 


REPENTANCE. 

In  ashes  and  sackcloth  he  did  array 
His  dainty  course,  proud  humours  to  abate ; 
And  dieted  with  fiisting  every  day. 
The  swellmgs  of  his  wounds  to  mitigate ; 
And  made  him  pray  both  early  and  eke  late: 
And  ever  as  superfluous  flesh  did  rot. 
Amendment  ready  still  at  hand  did  wait 
To  pluck  it  out  with  pincers  fiery  hot. 
That  soon  in  him  was  left  no  one  corrupted  spoL 
Speneer^B  Fairy  Qvcai. 
Who  by  repentance  is  not  satisfied. 
Is  nor  of  heaven,  nor  earth. 

Shahs.  Tim  Gentlemen  of  Vsraes. 
If  hearty  sorrow 
Be  a  sufficient  ransom  for  offence, 
I  tender  it  here ;  I  do  as  truly  suffer. 
As  e'er  I  did  commit 

Shake,  Two  Gendemm  ef  Vextm, 
They  say  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults; 
And,  lor  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad :  —  so  may  my  husband. 

Shake,  Meaeurefor  Meumn, 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood. 
With  such  a  heady  current,  scow'ring  faults^ 
Nor  never  Hydra-headcd  wilfuhiesa 
So  soon  did  kwe  his  seat,  and  fall  at  once, 
As  in  this  king. 

Shake,  Henry  F. 

I  survive. 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world ; 
To  fi^ustrate  prophecies;  and  to  raze  out 
Rotten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  seeming. 

8»mk$.  Hemy  IV.    Pmri  JI 
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Let  me  teU  Uie  wofld, 
If  he  out-live  the  envy  of  this  day, 
Eb^land  did  never  owe  ao  eweet  a  hope, 
So  much  misconstnied  in  his  wantonneo^ 

Skak9.  Hemy  IV.    Parti, 
Yet  time  ecrves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banishM  honours,  and  restore  yourselves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again. 

Sliaks.  Henry  IV.    Part  L 

I  do  not  shame 
To  teH  you  what  I  was,  since  my  conversion 
So  sweetly  tastes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Shaht.  As  ymi  like  U. 

Like  gross  terms, 
TTic  prince  wiH,  in  the  perfectness  of  time. 
Cast  off  his  followers :  and  their  memory 
Shan  as  a  pattern  or  a  measure  live. 
By  which  bis  grace  must  mete  the  life  of  others ; 
TonuDg  past  evils  to  advantage. 

Shakg.  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 

When  thou  dost  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been. 
Approach  me,  and  thou  shalt  be  as  thou  wast, 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riofs, — 
Till  then  I  banish  thee. 

Shahs.  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-bom  jest ; 

Presume  not,  that  I  am  tlie  thing  I  was : 

For  heaven  doth  know,  so  shall  the  world  perceive. 

That  I  have  turnM  away  my  former  self; 

So  win  I  those  that  kept  me  company. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    PaH  II. 
like  bright  metal  on  a  sullen  ground. 
My  relbrmation,  glittering  o*er  my  fault, 
ShaU  show  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes. 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  I. 
What  is  done  cannot  be  now  amended : 
Men  shall  deal  unadvisedly  sometimes. 
Which  afler  hours  give  leisure  to  repent. 

Shake.  Richard  IIL 

The  drunkard,  afler  aU  his  lavish  cups, 
Is  dry«  and  then  is  sober ;  so  at  length. 
When  you  awake  from  this  lascivious  dream. 
Repentance  then  will  follow,  like  the  sting 
PlacM  in  the  adder's  tail 

Webeler*e  White  DetiL 

Heaven  alid  angels 
Take  great  delight  in  a  converted  sinner : 
Why  should  you  then,  a  servant  and  professor. 
Differ  so  much  from  them  ?  if  every  woman. 
That  commits  evil,  should  be  therefore  kept 
Back  in  desires  of  goodness,  how  should  virtue 
Be  known  and  honourM? 

Midaam'*  Womem  heware  Women. 


Man  should  do  nothing  that  be  should  repent; 
But  if  he  have,  and  say  that  he  is  sony ; 
It  ia  a  worse  fault,  if  he  be  not  truly. 

Beaumont  and  Fletehn* 
Before 
We  end  our  pilgrimage,  *t  is  fit  that  we 
Should  leave  corruption,  and  fool  sin,  behind  us. 
But  with  washM  feet  and  hands,  the  heathens  dar*d 

not 
Enter  their  profane  temples ;  and  for  ma 
To  hope  my  passage  to  eternity 
Can  be  made  easy,  till  I  have  shook  off 
The  burthen  of  my  sins  in  firee  confession^ 
Aided  with  sorrow,  and  repentance  for  them. 

Is  against  reason. 

Ma8einger*e  Emperor  of  the  Eaat 

Sorrow  for  past  ills,  doth  restore  frail  man 

To  his  first  innocence. 

Nahhe^e  Microcoemuf 

Tis  not,  to  cry  God  mercy,  or  to  sit 
And  droop,  or  to  confess  that  thou  hast  faiPd : 
'  T  is  to  bewail  the  sins  tliou  didst  commit ; 
And  not  commit  those  sins  thou  hast  bewail*d. 
He  that  bewails  and  not  forsakes  them  too; 
Confesses  rather  what  he  means  to  do. 

QuarUi 

'T  is  not  too  late  to  recant  an  this ; 
And  there  is  oft  more  glory  in  repenting 
Us  of  some  errors,  than  never  to  have  err*d ; 
Because  we  find  there  are  more  folks  have  ju4g* 

ment 
Than  ingenuity. 

FountaUCe  Rewarde  of  Virtue 

Am  carnal  seamen  in  a  storm 
Turn  pious  converts  and  reform. 

BuOer^e  HuMroo 

Habitual  evils  change  not  on  a.  sudden, 
But  many  days  must  pass,  and  many  sorrows ; 
Conscious  remorse,  and  anguish  must  be  felt, 
To  curb  desire,  to  break  the  stubborn  will. 
And  work  a  second  nature  in  the  soul. 
Ere  virtue  can  resume  the  place  she  lost 

Rowe^e  Vlyeoee 

Come,  &ir  repentance,  daughter  of  the  skies ! 
Sofl  harbinger  of  soon  returning  virtue ! 
The  weeping  messenger  of  grace  from  heaVki ! 
Broum*9  AtkOoiam 

So  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire. 

Or  live  like  scorpion  girt  by  fire ; 

So  writhes  the  mind  remorse  bath  riven. 

Unfit  for  earth,  uiidoom'd  for  heaven, 

Darkness  above,  despair  beneath. 

Around  it  flame,  withm  it  death. 

Bnem 
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A  ahmige  in  Peter*i  life  yo  miMt  not  hope : 

To  try  to  wish  on  aas'i  fiice. 

Is  really  labour  to  misplace ; 

And  really  loss  of  time  as  well  as  socip. 

Dr.  WckUt*9  Peter  Pindar. 

High  minds  of  nati^  pride  and  force,  « 
Most  deeply  feel  thy  pangs,  remorse ! 
Fesr  for  their  scourge  moan  villains  have ; 
Thou  art  the  torturer  of  the  brave. 

Secure  JfonmoR. 

Some  who  offend  from  a  suspicious  nature, 
Will  afterward  such  fair  confession  make 
As  turns  e*en  the  offence  into  a  fayonr. 

Joanna  BaiUie*»  De  Mcntfbrd, 

Priest,  spare  thy  words ;  I  add  not  to  my  sins 
That  of  presumption,  in  pretending  now 
To  offer  up  to  heaven  the  fbrc'd  repentance 
Of  some  short  moments  far  a  life  of  crimes. 

Joanna  BaiUie'*  Orra. 

Repentance  often  finds  too  late. 

To  wound  us  is  to  harden ; 
And  Love  is  on  the  verge  of  Hate, 

Each  time  it  stoops  for  pardon. 

Bulwer^9  Poems, 

I  have  deeply  felt 
The  mockery  of  the  hollow  shrine  at  which  my 

spirit  knelt 
Mine  is  the  requiem  of  years  in  reckless  folly 

passM, 
The  wail  above  departed  hopes  on  a  frail  venture 

cast; 
Jhe  vain  regret  that  steals  above  the  wreck  of 

squandered  hours, 
Like  the  sighing  of  the  autumn  wind  over  the 

faded  flowers.  WUttier'o  Poem». 
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Forbear  sharp  apeeckes  to  her.  She's  a  kdy 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes, 
And  strokes  death  to  her. 

Sbaka.  CymbdiM, 

Thou  tora'st  mine  eyes  into  my  veiy  soul, 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots, 
Kb  will  xK>t  loave  their  tincL 

Shake,  HarnUU 

If  any  bese  chance  to  behold  himself 
I^et  him  not  dare  to  challenge  me  of  wrong ;    ' 
For,  if  he  shame  to  have  his  follies  known, 
first  he  should  shame  to  act  them.   My  strict  hand 
Was  made  to  seize  on  vice ;  and,  with  a  gripe, 
Squeeze  out  the  humour  of  such  spongy  natures, 
As  fiok  up  ev  ry  idle  vanity. 

JonemCe  Every  Man  outofhk  Humcur. 


Prithee,  £>rgive  nuts ; 
I  did  but  chide  in  jest,  the  best  loves  use  it 
Sometimes,  it  sets  an  edge  upon  affection. 
When  we  invite  our  best  friends  to  a  feast, 
'Tis  not  all  sweet-meats  that  we  set  before  them; 
There  *s  somewhat  sharp  and  salt,  both  to  whet 

appetite, 
And  make  them  taste  their  wine  well :  So  methinks, 
After  a  fi-icndly,  sharp,  end  savoury  chiding, 
A  kiss  tastes  wondrous  well,  and  full  o*  the  grape. 
MiddltimCe  Women  beware  Women, 

Do  not  with  too  severe 
A  harshness  chide  the  error  of  his  love ; 
Lest  like  a  crystal  stream,  which  unoppoe*d. 
Runs  with  a  smooth  brow  gently  in  its  course. 
Being  stoppM  o*  th*  sudden,  his  calm  nature  riots 
Into  a  wilful  fiiry,  and  persists 
In  his  intended  fancy! 

ClapAome'e  Albertue  WaUeneteSa, 

Reprove  not  in  his  wrath  incensed  man ; 
Grood  counsel  comes  clean  out  of  season  then : 
But  when  his  fury  is  appeasM,  and  pass'd. 
He  will  conceive  his  fault,  and  mend  at  last 

Randeifk 

I  will  not  let  thee  sleepi  nor  eat,  nor  drink ; 
But  I  will  ring  thee  such  a  piece  of  chiding. 
Thou  shalt  confess  the  troubled  sea  more  calm ; 
That  thunder  with  less  violence  cleaves  the  air: 
The  ravens,  screech-owls,  and  the  mandrake^ 

voice 
Shall  be  thy  constant  music 

Randolph^e  JealouM  Laeert. 

Thou  discord  in  this  choral  harmony ! 

That  dost  profane  the  loveliest  light  and  air 

God  ever  gave :  be  still,  and  look,  and  listen ! 

Mre.  Osgood's  Poems. 
How  dare  you  bring  your. inharmonious  heart 
To  such  a  scene  7    How  dare  you  let  your  voice 
Talk  out  of  tune  so  Vfiih  the  voice  of  God 
In  earth  and  sky? 

Mrs,  Osgoo^s  Poems- 
Take  back  your  odd,  inane,  and  carping  mind 
Into  the  world  you  came  fix>m  and  belong  to  — 
The  world  of  common  cares  and  sordid  aims. 

jifrs.  Osgood's  Poems. 
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Myself  I  throw,  dread  sovereign,  at  thy  feet; 
My  life  thou  sholt  command,  but  not  my  shame ; 
The  one  my  duty  owes ;  but  my  fair  name, 
(Despite  of  death,  that  lives  upon  my  grave) 
To  dark  dishonour's  use  thou  shalt  not  have. 

Siaks.  Richard  11. 
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The  purest  treaaare  mortal  times  afford. 

Is  spotless  repatation ;  that  away, 

Mea  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  cla  j. 

Shah,  Richard  IL 
Thy  credit  wary  keep,  't  is  quickly  gone : 
Being  got  by  many  actions,  lost  by  one. 

Randolph, 

The  reputation 
Of  Tirtuous  actions  passM,  if  not  kept  up 
By  an  access,  and  fresh  supply  of  new  ones, 
Is  lost  and  soon  ^gotten ;  and  like  palaces, 
-  For  want  of  habitation  and  repair, 
Dissolve  to  heaps  of  ruin. 

DevhanCt  Sophy, 

No  crime  so  bold,  but  would  be  understood 
A  real,  or  at  least  a  seeming  good : 
Who  fears  not  to  do  ill,  yet  tears  the  name, 
And  free  from  conscience,  is  a  slave  to  fame. 

Denham, 
He  that  is  respectless  in  his  courses, 
Oft  sells  his  reputation  at  cheap  market. 

Ben  Jonson, 

O  reputation !  dearer  far  than  life. 

Thou  precious  balsam,  lovely,  sweet  of  smell. 

Whose  cordial  drops  once  spilt  by  some  rash  hand. 

Not  all  the  owner*s  care,  nor  tlie  repenting  toil 

Of  the  rude  spiller,  ever  can  collect 

To  its  first  purity  and  native  sweetness. 

SeweWB  Sir  Walter  Raleigh, 
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When  resohition  hath  preparM  the  will ; 
Jt  wants  no  helps  to  further  any  ill. 

Mirror  far  Magistrate*, 
Let  come  what  will,  I  mean  to  bear  it  out. 
And  either  live  with  glorious  victory. 
Or  die  with  fame,  renowned  ^  chivalry : 
He  is  not  worthy  of  the  honey-comb, 
Hiat  shuns  the  hive  because  the  bees  have  stings. 

Shak$, 

Experience  teacheth  us 
That  resolution  *s  a  sob  help  at  need : 
And  this,  my  lord,  our  honour  teacheth  us, 
That  we  be  bold  in  every  enterprise : 
Then  since  there  is  no  way,  but  fight  or  die. 
Be  resolute,  my  lord,  for  victory. 

Shak$. 

I  *11  %ht,  till  firam  my  bones  the  flesh  be  hack'd.-^ 

Give  me  mj  armour. 

Shak9,  Macbeth. 

Ring  the  alarum-bell :  blow,  wind !  come,  wrack ! 
At  least  we  *U  die  with  harness  cm  our  back« 

8hak9,  MacheUL 
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Hang  out  our  banoers ;  on  the  outwaid  walls 
The  cry  is  still,  they  come :  our  castle's  strength 
Will  laugh  a  siege  to  scorn :  here  let  them  lie. 
Till  famine,  and  the  ague,  eat  them  up : 
Were  they  not  forcM  with  those  that  should  be  ours. 
We  might  have  met  them  darcfiil,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home. 

Shake,  Macbeth, 

I  will  not  yield, 
To  kiss  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet, 
And  to  bo  baited  with  the  rabble's  curse. 
Though  Birnam  wood  be  come  to  Dunsinane, 
And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  born. 
Yet  will  I  try  the  last :  before  my  body 
I  throw  my  warlike  shield :  lay  on,  Macduff; 
And  damn'd  be  him  that  first  cries,  llold,  enouglu 

Shake,  Macbeth 

Why  look  you  sad  7 
Be  great  in  act,  as  you  have  been  in  tliought : 
Let  not  the  world  see  fear,  and  sad  distrust 
Grovern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye : 
Be  stirring  as  the  time :  be  fire  with  fire ; 
Threaten  the  threat'ner,  and  outface  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror :  so  shall  inferior  eyes, 
That  borrow  their  behaviour  from  the  great, 
Grow  great  by  your  example  ;  and  put  on 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution. 
Away,  and  glister  like  the  god  of  war, 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field ; 
Show  boldness  and  aspiring  confidence. 
What !  shall  they  seek  the  lion  in  his  den, 
And  fright  him  there?  and  make  him  tremble 

there? 
O,  let  it  not  be  said !  forage,  and  run 
To  meet  displeasiu^  further  from  the  doors ; 
And  grapple  with  him,  ere  he  come  too  nigh. 

Shake,  King  Jotin, 

Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears ;  present  me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horses'  heels ; 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock^ 
That  the  precipitatioii  might  down  stretch 
Below  the  beam  of  sight,  yet  will  I  still 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Shake,  Coridanut 

Do  not,  for  one  repulse,  forego  the  purpose 
That  you  resolv'd  to  effect 

Shakepeai* 

All  the  soul 
Of  man  is  resolution ;  which  expires 
Never  from  valiant  men,  till  their  last  breath ; 
And  then  with  it,  like  a  flame  extinguish'd 
For  want  of  matter ;  it  does  not  die,  but 
Rather  ceases  to  live.  ' 

ChapnuaCe  Revenge  for  Womam 
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RESURRECTION  -  RETIRBMENT. 


Brave  resoliitioii ;  I  mm  |irotid  to  Me 
So  sweet  a  graft  opon  a  wonnwood  tree ; 
Whose  juice  is  g9.lU  but  yet  the  fimit  most  rare* 
Heywood*a  Fair  Maid  of  tha  Bxehtmg9. 

Entice  the  trosty  sun 
From  his  ecliptic  line,  he  shall  obey 
Vour  beck,  and  wander  from  his  sphere,  ere  I 
FroDi  my  resolves. 

BarwCB  Mirza, 

If  your  resolutions  be  like  mine» 
We  will  yet  give  our  sorrows  a  brave  end. 
Justice  is  ibr  us,  so  may  fortune  be : 
I  'm  a  bright  proof  of  her  inconstancy. 
But  if  no  god  will  lend  us  any  aid, 
Let  us  be  gods  and  fbrtune  to  ourselves. 

Crawn*9  Darbu. 

Men  make  resolves,  and  pass  into  decrees 
Tlie  motions  of  the  mind !  with  how  much  ease. 
In  such  resolves,  doth  passion  make  a  flaw, 
And  bring  to  nothing  what  was  raisM  to  law. 

CkunMO. 

ITiere  lies  no  desert  in  the  land  of  life, 
For  e*en  that  tract  tliat  barrenest  doth  seem, 
I^bonrM  of  thee  in  ikith  and  hope,  shall  teem 
With  heavenly  harvests  and  rich  gatherings  rife. 
Franee§  KembU  ButUr. 

They  waken, 
Such  thoughts  as  these,  an  energy, 
A  spirit  that  will  not  be  shaken 
Till  frail  mortality  shall  die. 

WiUiM*9  PoemB. 

There 's  no  impossibility  to  him 

Who  stands  prepar*d  to  conquer  every  hazard : 

Tlic  fearful  are  the  failing. 

JIfrs.  HaU^9  Ormomd  Oronenor, 

Press  on !  there  *s  no  sach  word  as  fail ; 

Press  nobly  on !  the  goal  is  near  — 
Ascend  the  moonlain !  breast  the  gale ! 

Look  upward,  onward  — *  never  i^ear ! 
Why  shouldst  thou  faint  1    Heaven  smilep  above, 

l^iough  storm  and  vapour  intervene { 
That  sun  shines  on,  whose  name  is  Love, 

Serenely  o*er  life's  shadowM  scene. 

Park  Btnjamin, 

Press  on  *  jf  Fortune  play  thee  false 

To-day,  to-morrow  she  '11  be  true ; 
Whom  now  she  sinks  she  now  exalts. 

Taking  old  gifU  and  granting  new. 
Vnv  wisdom  of  the  present  hour 

Makes  up  for  follies  past  and  gone ; 
'j*o  wcaknetw  strength  succeeds,  and  power 

From  fhiilty  springs  —  {(roM  on !  press  on ! 

Park  Benjamm, 


RESURRECTION. 

And  see! 
'T  is  eome,  the  gloiioas  mom !  the  second  biitii 
Of  heaven  and  earth !  awakening  natiws  heais 
The  new  creating  word,  and  starts  to  life. 
In  every  heighten'd  fiinn,  from  pain  and  death 
For  ever  fSree. 

Thomion*9  S&umm 

Ye  vainly  wise !  ye  blind  presumptuous !  now. 
Confounded  in  the  dust,  adore  that  power 
And  wisdom  oft  arraign*d :  see  now  the  cause, 
.Why  unassuming  worth  in  secret  liv'd. 
And  died  neglected :  why  the  good  man's  ahars 
In  life  was  gall  and  bitterness  of  soul : 
Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pin'd 
In  starving  solitude ;  while  luxury. 
In  palaces,  lay  straining  her  low  thonghte 
To  form  unreal  wants. 


Now  starting  up  among  the  living  diang*d, 
Appcar'd  innumcrous  the  risen  dead. 
Each  particle  of  dust  was  claim'd :  the  tori^ 
For  ages  trod  beneath  the  careless  feet 
Of  men,  rose,  organis'd  in  human  fbrm. 

PeUedb's  Caarm  tf  T^m: 
The  doors  of  death  were  open'd ;  and  in  the  dark 
And  loathsome  vault,  and  silent  charnel-house, 
Moving,were  heard  the  moulder'd  bones  that  sought 
Their  proper  place.    Instinctive,  every  son! 
Flew  to  its  clayey  part :  from  grass-grown  mould. 
The  nameless  spirit  took  its  ashes  up^ 
Reanimate ;  and  merging  from  beneath 
The  flatter'd  marble,  undistingoish'd  rose 
The  great,  nor  heeded  once  the  lavish  rhyme 
And  costly  pomp  of  sculptur'd  marble  vain. 

PMoek*9  Caaraa  ff  THma. 
How  win  it  be  when  nations  hear 
The  blast  that  wakes  the  dead  7 

Mn.Hm 


RETIREMENT.— (Se;  also  Couittrt 

Life.) 

Now,  my  co-matcs,  and  brothers  in  exile, 
Hath  not  old  custom  made  this  life  more  sweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp  7  arc  not  these  woods 
More  free  from  poril  than  the  envious  court  7 

Shakn,  A9  yaa  like  0, 
Haply,  this  li&  is  best. 
If  quiet  life  be  best ;  sweeter  to  you, 
Hiat  have  a  sharper  known ;  well  cprrespondiiy 
With  your  stiff  ago :  but  «nto  us,  il  is 

A  ocU  of  irnorasoe. 

Shako.  CfmhSm 


BsnsEwssrr. 


How  use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man ! 
This  shadowy  desert,  unfrequented  woods, 
r  better  brook  than  flourishing  peopled  towns : 
Here  I  can  sit  alone,  unseen  of  any, 
And  to  the  nightingale's  complaining  notes, 
Tone  my  distresses,  and  record  my  woes. 

8hak8,  Two  Oentlemen  tf  Vtnma, 

Court  honours,  and  your  shadows  of  true  joy, 
That  shine  like  stars,  but  till  a  greater  light 
Drown  your  weak  lustre;  I  abjure  your  sight; 
Ev*n  from  my  meditations,  and  my  thoughts 
I  banish  your  enticing  vanities ; 
And  closely  kept  within  my  study  walls. 
As  from  a  cave  of  rest,  henceforth  I  *11  see 
And  smile,  but  never  taste  your  misery. 

Goffe^B  Raging  Turk. 

Thy  Other's  poverty  has  made  thee  happy ; 
For,  though  H  is  true,  this  solitary  life 
Baits  not  with  youth  and  beauty,  O  my  child ! 
Yet  'tis  the  sweetest  guardian  to  protect 
Chaste  names  from  court-aspersions. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  LavM  of  Candy, 
Was  man  e'er  bless*d  witli  that  excess  of  joy 
Equal  to  oars,  to  us  that  feel  no  want 
Of  high  eourt  ^vours,  lifc*s  licentiousness  7 

Richardg'a  Messaiina. 

I  'd  rather,  like  the  violet,  grow 

UmnarkM  i*  th'  shaded  vale. 

Than  on  tlie  hill  those  terrors  know 

Are  breathM  forth  by  an  angry  gale : 

There  is  mere  pomp  above,  more  sweet  below. 

HabHngton*9  Caaiara, 
O  happiness  of  sweet  retirM  content ! 
To  be  at  once  secure  and  innocent 

Denham, 

How  miserable  a  thing  is  a  great  man : 
Take  noisy  vexing  greatness  they  that  please, 
Give  me  obscure,  and  safe,  and  silent  ease 

Crmon^s  Thestes, 
And  may  at  last  my  weary  age 
Find  out  the  peaceful  hermitage. 
Hie  hairy  gown  ai^  mossy  cell. 
Where  I  may  sit  and  righdy  speQ 
Of  every  star  that  heaven  doth  show 
And  every  herb  that  sips  the  dew ; 
Till  old  ex|icrience  do  attain 
To  something  like  prophetic  strain. 

Jlftlron's  n  Pensenme. 
Wisdom's  self 
Ofl  Boekq.so  sweet  retired  solitade; 
Where,  with  her  best  nurse,  oontcmplatioii. 
She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  go  her  wings, 
That  in  the  various  bustle  <^  resort 
Wcie  an  too  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impaired. 

MiUm*$  Ci 


Dear  solitary  groves,  where  peace  does  dweU ! 

Sweet  harbwirs  of  pore  love  and  innocence  i 

How  willingly  eo«ld  I  ibr  efer  stay 

Beneath  the  shade  of  your  embracing  greens, 

List'nbg  to  the  harmony  of  warbling  birds, 

Tun'd  with  the  gentle  murmur  of  the  streams ; 

Upon  whose  bank,  in  various  livery. 

The  fragrant  ofispring  of  the  early  year. 

Their  heads,  like  graceful  swans,  bent  proudly 

down. 
See  their  own  beauties  in  the  crystal  6ood. 

Roekeater'a  VaientimmL 

Safety  dwells 
Remote  from  multitude ;  the  world 's  a  school 
Of  wrong,  and  what  proficients  swarm  aroondl 
We  must  or  imitate,  or  disapprove ; 
Must  list  as  their  aeeomplices,  or  foes ; 
That  stains   our  innocence;   this   wounds  oar 

peace. 
From  nature's  birth,  hence,  wisdom  has  been 

smit 
With  sweet  recess,  and  languisht  for  the  shade. 
Young*8  Night  Thoughts, 

What  are  the  falling  rills,  the  pendent  riiades, 
The  morning  bowers,  the  evening  colonnades, 
But  soft  recesses  for  the  weary  mind 
To  sigli  unheard  into  the  passing  wind ! 
So  the  struck  ducr,  in  some  sequestcr'd  part. 
Lies  down  to  die  (the  arrow  in  his  heart :) 
There  hid  in  shades,  and  waetting  day  by  day, 
Inly  ho  bleeds  and  pants  his  soul  away. 

Pof, 

His  gardens  next  your  admiration  call. 
On  every  side  you  kwk,  behold  the  wall ! 
No  pleasing  iatricacics  intervene. 
No  artfiil  wildncss  to  perplex  the  scene ; 
Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  alley  has  a  brother. 
And  half  the  platform  just  reflects  the  other; 
The  suffering  eye  inverted  nature  sees, 
Trees  cut  to  statues,  statues  tliick  as  trees ; 
With  hero  a  fountain,  never  to  be  pUy'd, 
And  there  a  somnicr.bou^  that  knows  no  diada» 
Pipe's  Mwal  EttoffM. 

What,  what  is  virtue  but  repose  of  mind, 
A  pure  ethereal  calm,  tiiat  knows  no  storm ; 
Above  the  reach  of  wild  ambition's  wind. 
Above  the  passions  tliat  this  world  deform. 
And  torture  man,  a  proud  malignant  worm  7 
But  here,  instead,  soA  gules  of  passion  plaj. 
And  gently  stir  the  heart,  thereby  to  form 
A  quicker  sense  of  joy ;  as  breezes  stray 
Across  th'  enliven'd  skies,  and  make  them  still 
more  gay. 

Tl^iM*s  Cstfle  ff  IwMem9 
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No  noise,  no  care,  no  vanity,  no  rtriib ; 
Men,  woodi,  and  fields,  all  breathe  untroobled  life. 
Then  keep  each  pas^n  down,  however  dear ; 
Tniflt  me,  the  tender  are  the  most  severe. 
Guard,  while  't  is  thine,  thy  philosophic  ease, 
And  ask  no  joy  b*it  that  of*  virtuous  peace 
lliat  bids  defiance  to  the  storms  of  fiite, 
High  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  state. 

Thommm. 

The  best  of  men  have  ever  lov'd  repose : 
They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fby. 
Where  the  soul  sours,  and  gradual  rancour  grows, 
ImbittcrM  more  from  peevish  day  to  day. 
Even  those  whom  fame  has  lent  her  &irest  ray. 
The  most  renown*d  of  worthy  wights  of  yore. 
From  a  base  world  at  last  have  stolen  away : 
So  Scipio,  to  the  soft  Cumean  shore 
Retiring,  tasted  joy  he  never  knew  befiire. 

T^omson't  CatiU  cf  Indolence. 

Or  by  the  vocal  woods  and  waters  luIPd, 
And  lost  in  lonely  musing,  in  the  dream, 
ConfusM,  of  careless  solitude,  where  mix, 
Ten  tliousand  wandVing  images  of  things. 
Soothe  every  gust  of  passion  into  peace ; 
All  but  tlie  swellings  of  the  soflenM  heart. 
That  waken,  not  disturb,  the  tranquil  mind. 

TWomson^s  Seaeone. 

Now  from  the  town. 
Buried  in  smoke,  and  sleep,  and  noisome  damps, 
Oft  let  me  wander  o*er  the  dewy  fields, 
Where  freshness  breathes,  and  dash  the  trembling 

drops 
From  the  bent  bush,  as  through  the  verdant  maie 
Of  sweet-brier  hedges,  I  pursue  my  walk. 

Thomaon^e  Seaeone, 

Welcome,  ye  shades !  yc  bowery  thickets,  hail ! 
Ye  lofly  pines  I    Ye  venerable  oaks ! 
Ye  ashes  wild,  resounding  o*cr  the  steep ! 
Delicious  is  your  shelter  to  the  soul. 

77umi«<m's  Seamme. 

O,  knew  he  but  his  happiness,  of  men 
The  happiest  he !  who,  far  /rom  public  rage. 
Peep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choice  few  retir'd, 
Drinks  the  pure  pleasures  of  the  rural  life. 

T^muon'a  Setmm, 

Then  is  the  time. 
For  those  whom  wisdom  and  whom  nature  charm. 
To  steal  themselves  from  the  degenerate  crowd. 
And  'K)ar  above  this  little  scene  of  things ; 
T.i  tread  low-thoughted  vice  beneath  their  feet ; 
To  soothe  the  tlirobbing  passions  into  peace ; 
A  ad  woo  lone  quiet  in  her  silent  walks. 

Thmn$on^s  Sea$on$, 


The  fill!  of  king*. 
The  rage  of  nations,  and  the  crush  of  statsa, 
Move  not  the  man,  who,  from  the  world  escq>*d, 
In  still  retreats,  and  flowVy  soUtudes. 
To  nature's  voice  attends,  fi-om  month  to  month. 
And  day  to  day,  thro*  the  revolving  year ; 
Admiring,  sees  her  in  her  every  shape ; 
Feels  all  her  sweet  emotions  at  his  heart; 
Takes  what  she  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  more 
JTiomaon^e  Seasone, 
What  joy  to  hear  the  tempest  howl  in  vain. 
And  elasp  a  fearful  mistress  to  my  heart ! 
Or  lull*d  to  slumber  by  the  beating  rain. 
Secure  and  happy,  sink  at  last  to  rest ! 

Hmmttond, 
Happy  the  man,  who,  innocent. 
Grieves  not  at  ills  he  can*t  prevent ; 
His  skiff  does  with  the  current  glide. 
Not  puflSng  pullM  against  the  tide. 
He,  paddling  by  the  scuffling  crowd. 
Sees  unconcernM  life's  vrager  row*d, 
And  when  he  can*t  prevent  foul  play. 
Enjoys  the  folly  of  the  fray. 

Green^e  Sptfen, 

Oh !  blest  of  heaven,  whom  not  the  languid  songs 

Of  luxury,  the  syren !  nor  the  bribes 

Of  sordid  wealth,  nor  all  the  gaudy  spoils 

Of  pageant  honour,  can  seduce  to  leave 

Those  ever*blooming  sweets,  which  from  the  store 

Of  nature  fair  imagination  cuDs 

To  charm  the  enliven'd  soul ! 

Akeneid^e  Pleaeuree  ef  Imaginatioiu 
O  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline. 
Retreats  from  care,  that  never  must  be  mine : 
How  blest  is  he  who  crowns,  in  shades  like  these, 
A  youth  of  laboiyr  with  an  age  of  case ; 
Who  quits  a  world  where  strong  temptations  try, 
And,  since  *tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly! 

GoldemWCe  Deeeried  Village 

Could'st  thou  ^sign  the  park  and  play,  content, 
For  the  fiiir  banks  of  Severn  or  of  Trent : 
There  might'st  thou  find  some  elegant  retreat, 
Some  hireling  senator's  deserted  seat; 
And  stretch  thy  prospects  o'er  the  smiling  land. 
For  less  than  rent  the  dungeons  of  the  Strand ; 
There  prune  thy  walks,  support  thy  drooping 

flow'rs. 
Direct  thy  rivulets  and  twine  thy  bow'rs ; 
And,  while  thy  beds  a  cheap  repast  affi>rd. 
Despise  the  dainties  of  a  venal  lord : 
There  ev'ry  bush  with  nature's  music  rings. 
There  ev'ry  breese  boars  health  upon  its  wings ; 
On  aU  thy  hours  securi^  shall  smile. 
And  bless  thy  evening  walk  and  morning  toil 

Dr.  JekneoR^e  London. 
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The  fkll  of  waten,  and  the  mmg  of  birds. 
And  htUs  that  echo  to  the  distant  herds. 
Are  Inxaries  excelling'  all  the  glare 
Hie  world  can  boast,  and  her  chief  favourites 
share.  Coi0per*t  RetiranmL 

The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade. 
Pants  for  the  reffage  of  some  rural  shade. 
Where,  all  his  long  anxieties  Gutgot 
Amid  the  charms  of  a  seqnesterM  spot. 
Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o'er. 
And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before. 
He  may  possess  the  joys  he  thinks  he  sees,  • 
Lay  his  old  age  apon»the  lap  of  ease, 
Improre  the  remnant  of  his  wasted  span. 
And  having  livM  a  trifler,  die  a  man. 

Cowper^B  ReUremenL 
Anticipated  rents  and  bills  unpaid. 
Force  many  a  shining'  yonth  into  the  shade. 
Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate, 
And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate. 

Cowper*9  ReUreiMitt. 
The  love  of  nature  and  the  scenes  she  draws 
Are  nature*8  dictates.    Strange !  there  should  be 

found 
Who  self-imprisonM  in  their  proud  saloons, 
Renounce  the  odours  of  the  open  field 
For  the  unscented  fictions  of  the  loom. 

Cowper*9  Ta$L 
O  for  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness, 
Some  boundless  contiguity  to  shade, 
Where  rumour  of  oppression  and  deceit, 
or  unsuccessful  and  successful  war 
Might  never  reach  me  more !    My  ear  is  pa 
My  soul  is  sick  with  ev*ry  day*s  report, 
Of  wrong  and  outrage  with  which  earth  is  fill*d. 

Cowper'B  Ta9k. 

But  slighted  as  it  is,  and  by  the  great 
Abandon'd,  and,  which  still  I  more  regret, 
Infected  with  the  manners  and  the  modes 
It  knew  not  ooce,  the  country  winf  me  stUl. 

Cowpn*9  Tmik, 
Ev'n  in  the  stifling  bosom  of  the  town, 
A  garden,  in  which  nothmg  thrives,  has  charms 
That  soothe  Uie  rich  possessor ;  much  conBol'd 
That  here  and  there  some  sprigs  of  mournfid  mint, 
Of  night^ade  or  Valerian,  grace  the  wall 
He  cultivates.  Cotrper's  Tatk. 

Tis  pleasant  through  the  loop-holes  of  retreat 
To  peep  at  such  a  world.    To  see  the  stir 
Of  the  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd. 
To  hear  the  roll  she  sends  through  all  her  gates 
At  a  safe  distance,  where  the  dying  soond 
Fails  a  soft  murmur  on  th*  uninjured  ear. 

Cowper'9  TaA. 


How  various  bis  employment,  whom  the  world 
CaUs  idle,  and  who  justiy  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too ! 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perhaps  his  pen. 
Delightful  industry  enjoy*d  at  home. 
And  nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
DressM  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad. 

Cowpei*t  Task 

Happiest  of  men !  if  the  same  soil  invites 
A  chosen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 
Once  fellow-rakes,  perhaps,  now  rural  friends ; 
With  whom  in  easy  commerce  to  pursue 
Nature's  fkee  charms,  and  vie  for  sylvan  fame ; 
A  fair  ambition,  void  of  strife  or  guile. 
Or  jealousy,  or  pain  to  be  outdone. 

Armstrong's  Art  of  Preserving  Health 

Ye  who  amid  the  feverish  world  would  wear 
A  body  ftee  of  pain,  of  cares  a  mind ; 
Fly  the  rank  city,  shun  the  turbid  air ; 
Breathe  not  tbe  chaos  of  eternal  smoke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead. 
The  dying,  sick*ning,  and  the  living  world 
Exhal'd,  to  sully  heaven's  transparent  dome 
With  dim  mortality. 

Armstrong's  Art  of  Preserving  HeaUh. 
Half-way  up 
He  built  his  house,  whence  by  stealth  he  caught. 
Among  the  hills,  a  glimpse  of  busy  life. 
That  sootii'd,  not  stirr'd. 

Rogers's  Judy, 

Oh,  Psyche,  happy  in  thine  ignorance ! 
Couldst  thou  but  shun  this  heart-tormenting  bane; 
Be  but  content,  nor  daringly  advance 
To  meet  the  bitter  hour  of  threatened  pain ; 
Pure  spotiess  do\e !  seek  thy  safe  nest  again 
Let  true  afiection  sbun  the  public  eye. 
And  quit  the  busy  circle  of  the  vain, 
For  there  the  treacherous  snares  concealed  lie : 
Oh  timely  warned  escape !  to  safe  retirement  fly  !■ 
Jtfri.  Tigke's  Psyde. 

How  much  they  err,  who,  to  their  interest  blind. 
Slight  the  calm  peace  which  fit>m  retirement  flows ! 
And  while  they  think  their  fleeting  joys  to  bind. 
Banish  the  tranquil  bliss  which  heaven  for  man 
designed !  Mrs,  Tighe's  Psychs 

So  thy  fiur  hand,  enamour'd  fancy !  gleans 
The  treasured  pictures  of  a  thousand  years; 
Thy  pencil  traces  on  the  lover's  thoughts 
Some  cottage-home,  from  towns  and  toil  remoiu 
Where  love  and  lore  may  calm  alternate  hoars, 
With  peace  embosom'd  in  Idalian  bowers . 
Remote  fi-om  busy  life's  bewilder'd  way. 
O'er  all  his  heart  shall  taste  and  beauty  sway. 

CofRp6ett*s  Pleamtren  of  Hops 


RJHTENOfi. 


Tktm  shall  be  knm,  when  geaud  nora  Appetn* 
Like  pensiTe  beeoty  smiling  in  her  tears. 
To  watch  the  brightening  roses  of  the  skyt 
And  muse  on  nature  with  a  poet*8  eye  I 

CampbdTt  PUamru  4  Btft, 

To  fly  fh>ni,  need  not  be  to  hate  mankind ; 

AH  are  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil. 

Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 

Deep  in  its  fbtmtain,  lest  it  overboil 

In  the  hot  throng  where  we  become  tiie  spoil 

Of  oar  infection,  tiO  too  late  and  long 

We  may  deplore  and  straggle  with  the  coil. 

In  wretched  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong, 

'Midst  a  ocntentioas  world,  striving  where  none 

are  strong. 
Is  it  not  better  then  to  be  alone. 
And  love  earth  only  ftr  its  earthly  sake  7 
By  the  blue  mahiag  of  the  arrowy  Rhone, 
Or  the  pore  bosom  of  the  mosing  lake, 
Which  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  but  froward  inihnt  her  own  care, 
Kissing  ite  orieo  away  as  these  awake  ;^ 
Is  it  not  better  thus  oar  lives  to  wear. 
Than  join  the  crashing  crowd,  doom'd  to  inflict 

or  bear?  ByrmC»  Ckilde  HarM. 

Softly  the  blended  light  of  evening  rests 
Upon  thee,  lovely  stream !    Thy  gentle  tide, 
Pictaring  the  gorgeoas  beaaty  of  the  sky, 
Onward,  anbroken  by  the  raffling  wind. 
Majestically  flows.    O !  by  thy  side. 
Far  from  the  tamuH  and  the  throng  of  men 
And  the  vain  cares  that  vex  poor  human  life, 
*T  were  happiness  to  dwell,  alone  with  thee. 
And  the  wide  solemn  grandeur  of  the  scene. 

Mn.  EUefM  Poms. 

I  go  to  seek  my  own  hearth-stone 
Bo8om*d  in  yon  green  hills  alone ; 
A  secret  lodge  in  a  pleasant  land,    s 
Whose  groves  the  frolic  fiiiries  plann*d, 
Where  arches  green,  the  livelong  day 
£k;ho  the  blackbird's  roundelay, 
And  evil  men  have  never  trod 
A  spot  that  is  sacred  to  thought  and  God. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerton. 

O,  when  I  am  safe  in  my  sylvan  home, 
I  mock  at  the  pride  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  when  I  am  stretch'd  beneath  the  pinea 
Where  the  evening  star  so  holy  shines* 
1  laogh  at  the  k>ve  and  pride  of  man, 
At  the  sophist  schools,  and  the  learned  clan ; 
fur  what  are  they  all  in  their  high  oonoeit. 
When  man  in  the  bush  with  God  may  meet? 

Maljph  Waldo  Emenm, 


— Let  me  oftoi  to  these  oqUtndas 
Retire,  and  in  their  |«esenea  reassove 
My  feeble  virtue. 

BryanCM  Fonti  Hymm, 

Oh !  I  would  lean  and  listen  to  the  breen 
Wihding  fixmi  air-harps  a  selectest  note ; 

And  I  would  hear  the  music  <^  the  seae 
An  under-musie  float ! 

WiUiam  WoOsct 


REVENGE. 

Haste  me  to  know  it ;  that -I  with  wings  as  swift 

As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love. 

May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

ahakt.  HamlA 

I  find  thee  apt ; 
And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  fet  weed 
That  roots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharC 
Wouldst  thou  not  stir  in  this  7 

Shaks.  HamleL 

How  stand  I  then. 
That  have  a  fether  killed,  a  mother  stain*d. 
Excitements  of  my  reason,  and  my  blood, 
And  let  all  sleep?  while  to  my  shame,  I  see 
The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men. 
That  fer  a  fantasy,  and  trick  of  fame, 
Go  to  their  graves  like  beds ;  fight  fer  a  plot 
Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  eaose. 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent. 
To  hide  the  skin  7  O,  from  this  time  ferth. 
My  thoughts  be  Uoody,  or  be  nothing  worth ! 

Skak9.HamUt 

Am  I  then  reveng*d 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul. 
When  he  is  fit  and  season'd  fer  his  passage? 
Up,  sword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  beat 
When  he  is  drank,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage ; 
Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasures  of  his  bed; 
At  gaming,  swearing;  or  about  some  act 
That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in  *l : 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven ; 
And  that  his  soul  be  as  damnM,  and  black. 
As  hell,  whereto  it  goes. 

8hak9.HmnUL 

To  hen,  allegianoe  I  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil 
Conscience,  and  grace,  to  the  profeundest  pit ! 
I  dare  damnation :  to  this  point  I  stand  — 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes :  only  I  *11  be  reveng*d. 

Shak$.HamUL 

Had  aD  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 

Had  stomach  fer  them  alL 

Shaii.OiheOA 
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O,  thai  Um  tbve  had  finrty  thoaniHl  Uvm; 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  ibr  n^  tefen^e, 

Skak$.  Ortfffff. 

My  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 
Shall  ne*er  look  back,  ne*er  ebb  to  hamble  love, 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up. 

8hak9.  OikeUo, 

I  am  disjgrrac*d,  impeached,  and  Baffled  here ; 
Pierced  to  the  soul  with  slander^s  vcnomM  spear ; 
The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart's  blood 
Which  breathM  this  poison. 

Shah9.  Richard  II, 
This  too  much  lenity 
And  barmfiil,pity,  must  be  laid  aside. 
To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks  7 
Not  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  don. 
Whose  hand  is  that  the  forest  bear  would  lick  7 
Not  his,  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  face. 

Skakt.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 

See,  how  my  sword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death, 

0,  may  such  purple  tears  be  always  shed 
From  those  that  wish  the  downfall  of  oar  house! 
If  any  spark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell ;  and  say — I  sent  thee  thither, 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. 

Shak9,  Henry  VL    Part  IIL 

It  is  a  quarrel  most  unnatural. 

To  be  rovengM  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Shake.  Richard  III. 
As  he  docs  conceive 
He  is  dishonoured  by  a  man  which  ever 
ProfessM  to  him,  why,  his  revenges  must 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter. 

Shake.  WinUr'e  TaU. 

And  Onsar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  AU  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  hell, 
Sliall  in  the  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voice, 
Cry  Havoe^  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war. 

Shake  JuUue  Ctuar. 

1 11  have  my  bond ;  I  will  not  hear  thee  speak : 
1 11  have  my  bond :  and  therefore  npeak  no  more, 
I  '11  not  be  made  a  sofl  and  dull-eyed  fool 
To  shake  the  head,  relent,  and  sigh,  and  yield, 
To  Christian  intercessors. 

Shake,  Merchant  of  Venice. 

The  &irest  action  of  our  human  life, 

Is  scorning  to  revenge  an  injury ; 

For  who  forgives  without  a  further  strife, 

His  adversary's  heart  to  him  doth  tie : 

And  *t  is  a  firmer  conquest,  truly  said. 

To  win  the  heart,  than  overthrow  the  head. 

Lady  Eluabeth  C^reu^a  Mkiam. 


But  if  fbr  wvmgs  wa  needs  revenge  must  have. 
Then  be  oar  vengeance  of  the  noblest  kind : 
Do  we  his  body  fVom  our  fury  save, 
And  let  our  hate  prevail  against  his  mind  ? 
What  can  'gainst  him  a  greater  vengeance  be. 
Than  make  his  foe  more  worthy  far  than  he. 

Lady  Elizabeth  Carew'e  Miriam 
Honour  hath  her  degrees :  there  is  excess 
In  all  revenge,  that  may  be  done  with  less. 

Lerd  Broeke'e  Alaham 
The  best  revenge  is  to  reform  our  crimes ; 
Then  time  crowns  sorrows,  sorrows  sweeten  times. 
Middielon  and  Rewiey'e  Sptmieh  Gifeey, 
In  this 
You  satisfy  your  anger,  and  revenge : 
Suppose  this,  it  will  not 
Repair  your  kss ;  and  there  was  never  yet 
But  shame  and  scandal  in  a  victory, 
When,  rebels  unto  reason,  passions  fought  it, 
Then  for  revenge,  by  great  souls  it  was  ever 
Contemn'd,  though  offer'd,  entertain'd  by  none 
But  cowards,  base,  and  abject  spirits ;  strangers 
To  moral  honesty,  and  never  yet 
Acquainted  with  religion. 

Maeeinger'e  City  Madam, 
How  just  soever 
Our  reasons  are  to  remedy  our  wrongs. 
We  're  yet  to  leave  them  to  their  will  and  pow'iy 
That  to  that  purpose  have  authority. 

Maeeinger  and  Fiddle  Fatal  Dowry. 
Rise  from  thy  scorching  den,  thou  soul  of  mis- 
chief! 
My  blood  boils  hotter  than  the  poison'd  flesh 
Of  Hercules  cloth'd  in  the  Centaur's  shirt: 
Swell  me,  revenge !  till  I  become  a  hill 
High  as  Olympus'  cloud-dividing  top ; 
That  I  might  fall,  and  crush  them  into  air. 

RawUne'e  RtMUan, 
Revenge,  impatient  Hubert  proudly  sought. 
Revenge,  which  ey*n  when  just,  the  wise  deride ; 
For  on  past  wrongs  we  spend  our  time  and  thought 
Which  scarce  against  the  future  can  provide. 

Sir  W.  Davenant'e  Gondibert 
Revenge,  weak  women's  valour,  and  in  men, 
The  ruffian's  cowardice,  keep  from  thy  breast : 
The  fiictious  palace  is  the  serpent's  den. 
Whom  cowards  there,  with  secret  slaughter  feasi 
Sir  W.  Datemnfe  Gondibert 
Thither,  fhll  fraught  with  misefaievous  reveng«^ 
Accurs'd,  and  in  a  euned  hour,  he  hies. 

Mtton's  Pamdim  LeoL 
Revenge,  at  fhvt  though  sweet. 
Bitter  ere  loagt  back  on  itself  reooib. 

Miltom*9  Parudm  Loot 


456 


REVGNGB. 


Twill  be  a  bravo  revenge, 
To  raiae  my  mind  to  a  coDBtancy  so  high, 
That  may  look  down  upon  hit  threats ;  my  pa- 
tience 
Shall  mock  his  iiiry :  Nor  shall  he  be  so  happy 
To  make  me  miserable :  And  my  sufferings  shall 
Erect  a  prouder  trophy  to  my  name. 
Than  all  my  prosperous  actions. 

Graham' t  Sophy, 

Revenge,  th*  attribute  of  gods  f  they  stampM  it 
With  their  great  image  on  our  natures. 

Otway*$  Venice  Preserved. 
Destruction!  swift  destruction 
Fall  on  my  coward  head,  and  make  my  name  ^ 
The  common  scorn  of  fools,  if  I  forgive  him. 

Otway^s  Venice  Preeerved, 
It  wounds,  indeed, 
To  bear  affronts  too  great  to  be  forgiven, 
And  not  have  power  to  punish. 

Dryden*»  SpanM  Friar. 

Give  me  my  love,  my  honour,  give  'em  back ! 
Give  me  revenge,  while  I  have  breath  to  ask  it 

Dryden't  Don  Sebattian, 
My  soul  is  up  in  arms,  my  injurM  honour, 
Impatient  of  the  wrong,  calls  for  revenge. 

Rtnoe'a  Lady  Jane  Grey. 
Vengeance  is  still  alive ;  from  her  dark  covert 
With  all  her  snakes  erect  upon  her  breast. 
She  stalks  in  view,  and  fires  me  with  her  charms. 
Yaunde  Revenge, 

How  stands  the  great  account  *twizt  me  and 

vengeance  7 
Tho*  much  is  paid,  yet  still  it  owes  me  much ; 
And  I  will  not  abate  a  single  groan. 

Young's  Revenge, 

What !  do  they  think  me  such  a  milky  boy, 
To  pay  my  vengeance  with  a  few  sofl  wwds ! 

Thonuon'e  Coridanae, 
How  rash,  how  inconsiderate  is  rage ! 
How  wretched,  oh !  how  fatal  is  our  error, 
When  to  revenge  precipitate  we  run ! 
Revenge,  that  still  with  double  force  recoils 
Back  on  itself^  and  is  its  own  revenge, 
While  to  the  short-liv*d,  momentary  joy. 
Succeeds  a  train  of  woes,  an  ago  of  torments. 

Frowde'e  PhUotat. 

Patience !  my  soul  disdains  its  stoic  maxim. 
The  coward*s  virtue,  and  the  knave's  disgiuse : 
(>  vengeance,  take  me  all,  I  'm  wholly  thine ! 

BeeHngham''8  Henry  IV,  of  France, 
k  would  consort  with  mine  eternal  enemy. 
To  be  revengea  on  him. 

MatarisCe  Bertram, 


Come  then,  revenge,  and  witii  thee  bring'  aloD^ 
Thy  barbaioas  nusks,  thy  Msoipiflnfl,  daggers, 

whips. 
The  torch  of  discord,  that  'twixt  deareel  fiiendti 
'Twixt  sisters,  brothers,  and  parents  and  their 

*  children. 
Kindles  eternal  hate ;  at  the  dire  blast 
My  nature  shall  be  chang'd,  and  my  hot  blood 
Turn  into  gall.  ^ 

Barford'B  Virgin  Queen. 

Revenge  impatient  rose. 
He  threw  his  blood-staiuM  sword  in  thunder  down. 
And,  with  a  withering  look. 
The  war<^enouncing  trumpet  took. 
And  blew  a  blast  so  loud  and  dread. 
Were  ne'er  prophetic  sound  so  fUH  of  woe. 
And  ever  and  anon,  he  beat 
The  doubling  drum  with  furious  heat ; 
And  though  sometimes,  each  dreary  pause  betweeOi 
Dejected  pity,  at  his  side. 
Her  soul-subduing  voice  applied ; 
Yet  still  he  kept  his  wild  unalter'd  mien. 
While  each  strain'd  ball  of  sight  seem'd  bursting 

fVom  his  head.  CaUint^s  PauionM. 

Vengeance  to  God  alone  belongs ; 
But,  when  I  think  on  all  my  wrongs. 
My  blood  is  liquid  flame. 

iSceeTs  Marmion, 
Vengeance,  deep-brooding  o'er  the  slain, 
Had  lock'd  tlie  source  of  softer  woe ; 
And  burning  pride,  and  high  disdain. 
Forbade  the  rising  tear  to  flow. 

Seattle  Lay  of  the  Last  JlftajtrdL 
When  purposed  vengeance  I  forego, 
Term  me  a  wrcteh,  nor  deem  me  foe ; 
And  when  an  insult  I  forgive, 
Then  brand  me  as  a  slave,  and  live. 

ScoU'a  Rohby, 
One  sole  desire,  one  passion  now  remains, 

To  keep  life's  fever  still  within  his  veins 

Vengeance !  dire  vengeance  on  the  wretch  wbo 

cast 
O'er  him  and  all  he  lov'd  that  ruinous  blast 
For  this  he  still  lives  on,  careless  of  all 
The  wreaths  that  glory  on  his  path  lets  &11; 
For  this  alone  exists — like  lightmng  fire 
To  speed  one  bolt  of  vengeance,  and  expire ! 

Moon's  LaUa  Rookk 
Ay,  think  upon  the  cause  •— 
Forget  it  not : — when  you  lie  down  to  rest. 
Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams ;  and  when 
The  morn  returns,  so  let  it  stand  between 
Hie  sun  and  you,  as  an  iU^men'd  doud 
Upon  a  summer  day  of  festivaL 

Byron's  Dogs  sf  Vemes, 
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Man  wpanm  the  wonii«  but  paoaee  ere  he  wake 
The  alumbermg  venom  of  the  folded  snake : 
The  first  may  turn — bat  not  avenge  the  blow ; 
Hie  iaat  expires — but  leaves  no  living  fbe ; 
Fast  to  the  doomM  offender's  form  it  olings, 
And  he  may  crusb— ^not  conquer — still  it  stings ! 

Byron^t  CwMair. 

Vengeance,  leaning  on  his  lance ! 

Sprague's  Shakspeare  Ode, 
Away  with  private  wrongs !    We  '11  not  go  forth 
To  fight  for  these  —  bat  for  the  rights  of  man. 
Shout  freedom  !  and  the  talismanic  word 
Will  open  all  the  treasures  of  the  soul^ 
And  war  for  these  is  just,  and  wise,  and  holy : 
Bat  cry  revenge  !  and  a  dark  host  of  passions, 
Fell  as  the  fierce  hyena,  sweeps  along, 
And  makes  e'en  victory  a  sound  of  terror,^ 
For  what  is  gain'd  that  we  can  turn  to  good  7 

Jtfrs.  HoWb  Omumd  Grosverwr. 

Away !  away !  I  will  not  hear 

Of  aught  save  death  or  vengeance  now ; 

By  the  eternal  skies  I  swear 

My  knee  shall  never  learn  to  bow ! 

I  will  not  hear  a  word  of  peace, 

Nor  grasp  in  friendly  grasp  a  hand 

Lmk'd  to  the  pale-brow'd  stranger  race 

That  work  the  ruin  of  our  land. 

John  O.  SargenL 

RICHES.— (See  also  GOLD  and 
WEALTH.) 
Eztd  not  riches  then,  the  toil  of  fools. 
The  wise  man's  cumbrance,  if  not  snare,  more  apt 
To  slacken  virtue,  and  abate  her  edge. 
Than  prompt  her  to  do  aught  may  merit  praise. 

Mtiton's  ParadUe  Regained, 
Therefore,  if  at  great  things  thoa  wouldst  arrive. 
Get  riches  first,  get  wealth. 

Miltmi*9  ParadUe  Regained, 

Happy  the  man,  who,  void  of  cares  and  strife, 

In  silken  or  in  leathern  purse  retains 

A  splendid  shilling. 

PhU^e  Splendid  ShOUng, 

Much  learning  shows  how  little  mortals  know; 
Much  wealth,  how  little  worldlings  can  enjoy: 
At  best,  it  babies  us  with  endless  toys. 
And  keeps  us  children  till  we  drop  to  dust 
As  monkeys  at  a  mirror  stand  amaz'd. 
They  foil  to  find  what  they  so  plainly  see ; 
lliUB  men,  in  shining  riches,  see  the  face 
Of  happiness,  nor  know  it  as  a  shade ; 
JBut  gaze,  and  touch,  and  .peep,  and  peep  agam. 
And  wish,  and  wonder  it  is  absent  stilL 

Young'e  Night  Thought. 


High-built  abundance,  heap  on  heap!  fiv  what? 
To  breed  new  wants,  and  beggar  ns  the  more ; 
Then,  make  a  richer  scramble  for  the  throng. 

Young't  Night  ThottghU 
Riches  are  oft  by  guilt  and  baseness  eam'd ; 
Or  dealt  by  chance  to  shield  a  lucky  knave, 
Or  throw  a  cruel  sunshine  on  a  fool. 
But  for  one  end,  one  much-neglected  use. 
Are  riches  worth  your  care ;  (for  nature's  wants 
Are  fow,  and  without  opulence  supplied ;) 
This  noble  end  is,  to  produce  the  soul; 
To  show  the  virtues  in  their  fairest  light ;  * 

To  make  humanity  the  minister 
Of  bounteous  Providence ;  and  teach  the  breast 
The  generous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy. 

Armetrong't  Art  tf  Preeernng  Heakk, 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  lifo. 
He  pitied  man:  and  much  he  pitied  those 
Whom  folsely-smiling  fate  has  curs'd  with  means 
To  dissipate  their^iays  in  quest  of  joy.         , 

Armetrong'e  Art  of  Preeennng  HedUh, 

Then  let  us  get  money,  like  bees  lay  up  honey ; 

We  '11  build  us  new  hives  and  store  each  cell ; 
The  sight  of  our  treasure  shall  yield  us  great 
pleasure. 
We  'U  count  it,  and  chink  it,  and  jingle  it  welL 
Dr.  Fravklvn — DriiUdng  Song, 

My  purse  is  very  slim,  and  very  fow 

The  acres  that  I  number ; 
But  I  am  seldom  stupid,  never  blue ; 
My  riches  are  an  honest  heart  and  true, 
And  quiet  slumber. 

Bpee  SargenL 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  lands. 

And  piles  of  brick,  and  stone,>and  gold. 

And  he  inherits  soft  white  hands. 
And  tender  flesh  that  fears  the  odd. 
Nor  dares  to  wear  a  garment  old : 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

Jamee  RueuU  LoweU 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  cares ; 
The  bank  may  break,  the  foctory  bum, 

A  breath  may  burst  his  bubble-shares. 
And  sofl  white  hands  could  hardly  earn 
A  living  that  would  serve  his  turn, 

Jame$  Rueeeil  Loioett, 

The  rich  scarce  know  the  sweetest  thought 

That  gives  to  gold  its  worth : 
'Tis  in  the  dwelling  of  the  poor 

This  thankful  thought  has  birth. 
When,  for  a  time,  the  wolf  of  want 
Is  driven  from  the  hearth. 

JIfrv.  HMe  Hmry  Ov^ 
80 
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Oh,  rich  roan's  son !  there  is  a  toil. 

That  with  all  others  level  stands, 
Lar^  charity  doth  nerer  soil, 

Bat  only  whiten,  soft  white  hands. 

Jami9  Ru$»dl  LmodL 


RIVERS. 

And  see  the  rivers  how  they  nm 

Through  woods  and  meads,  in  shade  and  son, 

Sometimes  swifl,  sometimes  slow. 

Wave  succeeding  wave,  they  go 

A  various  journey  to  the  deep, 

like  human  life,  to  endless  sleep ! 

Dyer'9  Ormtgtr  HOL 

Bweet  Teviot !  on  thy  silver  tide 

The  glaring  bale-fires  blase  no  more ; 
No  longer  steel-clad  warriors  ride 

Along  thy  wild  and  willow'd  shore ; 
Wherever  thou  wind'st,  by  dafc  or  hill, 
All,  all  is  peaceful,  all  is  still, 

As  if  thy  waves,  since  lime  was  bom. 
Since  first  they  rolFd  upon  the  Tweed, 
Had  only  heard  the  shepherd's  reed. 

Nor  started  at  the  bugle-horn. 
Unlike  the  tide  of  human  time, 

Which,  though  it  change  in  ceaseless  flow. 
Retains  each  grief,  retains  each  crime, 

Its  earliest  course  was  doom'd  to  know ; 
And  darker  as  it  downward  bears, 
Is  8tain*d  with  past  and  present  years. 

ScaWt  Lay  cf  the  La$l  Jffinatrd. 
A  little  stream  came  tumbling  fi^m  the  height. 
And  straggling  unto  ocean  as  it  mighty 
Its  bounding  crystal  frolickM  in  the  ray, 
And  gosh*d  from  deft  to  crag  with  soltless  spray. 

Byron's  Jdand. 
Who  may  trace  the  ways  that  ye  have  taken. 

Ye  streams  and  drops  7  who  separate  ye  all. 
And  find  the  many  places  ye  've  forsaken. 

To  come  and  rush  together  down  the  fall  ? 

Mw  Hannah  F.  OmOd. 
Fair  River !  not  unknown  to  classic  song ;  — 
Which  still  in  varying  beauty  rolls  along, 
Where  first  thy  infant  fount  is  faintly  seen, 
A  line  of  silver  'mid  a  fi-inge  of  green  ; 
Or  where,  near  towering  rocks  thy  bolder  tide, 
To  win  the  giant  guarded  pass  doth  glide ; 
Or  wliere  in  azure  mantie  pure  and  free 
Thou  giv'st  thy  umI  hand  to  the  waiting  sea. 

Mrt»  Sigmrney'M  Cmneelieut  Rhaer* 
Hie  brook, 
rhal  with  Its  silvery  gleam,  eomes  leaping  down 
From  the  hilUde,  has,  too^  a  tale  to  triL 

Mn.  ElUta  Poau. 


And  ae  I  view'd  the  borrying  paoa 

With  which  be  ran  his  tmbid  raoe, 

Rushing,  atike  latir'd  and  wtM, 

Thrash  shades  that  frown'd  and  flowms  «fatt 

mU'd, 
Flying  by  every  giMn  reoese 
That  woo'd  hia  to  its  calm  caress, 
Yet  sometimes  taming  with  the  wind, 
As  if  to  leave  one  look  behind ! 
Oh !  I  have  thought,  and  thinking  sigh'd— 
How  like  to  thee,  thou  restless  tide ! 
May  be  the  lot,  the  life  of  him. 
Who  roams  along  thy  water's  brim  ! 
Through  what  alternate  shades  of  woo. 
And  flowers  of  joy  my  path  may  go  I 
How  many  an  humble,  stiU  retreat, 
May  rise  to  court  my  weary  feet, 
While  still  pursuing,  still  unblest, 
I  wander  on,  nor  dare  to  rest  I 
But,  urgent  as  the  doom  that  calls 
Thy  water  to  its  destin'd  falls, 
I  see  the  world's  bewildering  force 
Hurry  my  heart's  devoted  course 
From  lapse  to  lapse,  till  life  be  done, 
And  the  last  current  cease  to  run ! 

Mmt 

The  waters  in  their  brilliant  path  have  seen 
The  desperate  strife  that  won  a  rescued  world  — 
The  deeds  of  men  who  bve  in  gratefiil  hearts. 
And  hymn'd  their  requiem. 

JIfrs.  EOiL—  Th€  Svsgicelraas. 

Stream  of  my  Others  !  sweetly  still 
The  sunset  rays  thy  valley  fill ; 
Pour  slantwise  down  the  long  defile, 
Wave,  wood,  and  s[ure  beneath  them  smile. 

WkUtUr.  —  The  Merrimatk 

I  have  stood 
Where  Hudson  roll'd  his  k>rdly  flood : 
Look'd  down  the  Apallaohian  peak 
On  Juniata's  silver  streak; 
Have  seen  along  his  valley  gleam 
The  Mohawk's  sofUy  winding  stream ; 
The  level  light  of  sunset  shine 
Through  broad  Potomac's  hem  of  pine ; 
And  autumn's  rainbow-tinted  banner 
Hang  lightly  o'er  the  Susquehanna; 
Yet  wheresoe'er  his  step  might  be. 
Thy  wandering  child  looks  back  to  theoi. 

WAttfier.—  The  Mmnimat^ 

So  blue  yon  winding  river  flows. 

It  seems  an  outlet  from  the  sky. 
Where,  waiting  till  the  west  wind  blowi^ 

Hie  flighted  doods  at  anchor  fie. 

Lmgfiilm^9Pi 


When  bfeeies  are  mII  ttad  flkiet  «re  ftir 
I  iteal  an  hoar  fiom  study  and  one, 
And  hie  me  awaj  to  the  woodland  aeene, 
Where  wanders  the  stream  with  waten  of  green ; 
As  if  the  bright  fringe  of  herbs  on  its  brink 
Had  given  their  stain  to  the  wave  tiiej  drink; 
And  they,  whose  meadows  it  mormurs  through. 
Had  nam*d  the  stream  fiom  its  own  £ur  hue. 

Ay,  gather  Enrope^s  royal  Rivers  aB  — 

The  snow.4we]l'd  Neva,  with  an  empire^s  weight 

On  her  broad  breast,  she  yet  may  overwhelm ; 

Dark  Danube,  hurrying,  as  by  fbe  pursu'd. 

Through  shaggy  forests  and  by  palaoe  walls, 

To  hide  its  terrors  in  a  sea  of  gloom ; 

The  castled  Rhine,  whose  vine-crown*d  waters 

flow. 
Hie  fount  of  fable  and  the  source  of  song ; 
The  rushing  Rhone,  in  whose  cerulean  depths 
The  loving  sky  seems  wedded  with  the  wave  i 
The  yellow  Tiber,  ehok'd  with  Roman  spoils, 
A  dying  miser  shrinking  *neath  his  gold ; 
The  Seine,  where  Fashion  glasses  fairest  Ibrms ; 
And  Thames,  that  bears  the  riches  of  the  world 
Gather  their  waters  in  one  ocean  mass, 
•—Our  Mississippi,  rolling  proudly  on. 
Would  sweep  them  from  its  path,  or  swallow  up, 
Like  Aaron*8  rod,  these  streams  of  fame  and  song  I 
Mrt.  Hale's  PoemM, 

O,  river !  gentie  as  a  wayward  child 
I  saw  thee  *mid  the  moonlight  hills  at  rest, 

CbpriciouB  thing,  with  thine  own  beauty  wild, 

How  didst  thou  stiH  the  throbbing  of  tliy  breast  7 

Jtfrs.  E.  Oaka  SmUh.^  To  tht  Hudmm  Rioer. 

Where  Hudson*s  wave,  o*er  silvery  sands, 

Winds  through  the  hills  a^. 
Old  Cronest  like  a  monarch  stands, 

Crown*d  by  a  single  star. 

Oeorge  P.  MorrU, 

But  bid  him  climb  the  CatskiU  to  behold 

Thy  flood,  O  Hudson !  marching  to  the  deep. 

And  tell  what  strain  of  any  bard  of  old 

Might  paint  ihy  grace  and  imitate  thy  sweeps 
ThomoB  W.  Parsons. 

River  I  O,  river !  thou  roamest  free. 

From  the  mountain  height  to  the  fi'esh  blue  sea ! 

Free  thyself^  but  with  silver  chain. 

Linking  each  charm  of  land  and  main. 

HaffayaC^  Poems. 

River !  O,  river !  upon  thy  tide 
Full  many  a  freighted  bark  doth  ride ; 
Would  thai  thou  thus  conldst  bev  away 
The  thoughts  that  burden  my  weary  day ! 

HqfmtnCs  Posma, 


RUINS. 

I  do  love  these  ancient  ruins: 

We  never  tread  upon  them,  but  we  set 

Our  foot  upon  some  reverend  history ; 

And  questionless,  here  in  this  open  court. 

Which  now  lies  naked  to  the  injuries 

Of  stormy  weather,  some  lie  interr'd,  who 

Lov'd  the  church  so  well,  and  gave  so  largely  to*t, 

Tliey  thought  it  should  have  canopyM  their  bones 

Tin  doomsday :  but  all  things  have  their  end ; 

Churches  and  cities,  which  have  diseases  like  to 

men. 
Must  have  like  death  that  we  have. 

Wdfsier's  Duehsss  ofMdfy, 
All  things  decay  with  time ;  the  forest  sees 
The  growth  and  downfall  of  her  aged  trees ; 
That  timber  tall,  which  threescore  lustres  stood 
The  proud  dictator  of  the  stete-like  wood  — 
I  mean  the  sov*reign  of  all  plants,  the  oak. 
Droops,  dies,  and  falls  without  the  cleaver*s  stroke. 

Herrick. 
How  rev*rend  is  the  fkce  of  this  tall  pile. 
Whose  ancient  pillars  rear  their  marble  heads. 
To  bear  alofl  ite  arch*d  and  pond*rou9  roof! 
By  ite  own  weight  made  steadfast  and  immovable. 
Looking  tranquillity !    It  strikes  an  awe 
And  terror  to  my  aching  sight !    The  tombs 
And  monimientel  caves  of  death  look  cold. 
And  shoot  a  chillness  to  my  trembling  heart. 

Congreve^s  Mourning  Brids, 
*Tis  now  the  raven*s  bleak  abode ; 
*T  is  now  the  apartment  of  the  toad ; 
And  there  the  fox  securely  foods; 
And  there  the  poisonous  adder  breeds, 
ConceaPd  in  ruins,  moss  and  weeds ; 
Whfle,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moidder'd  vrallSi 
Yet  time  has  seen,  which  lifts  the  low, 
And  level  lays  the  lofly  brow, 
Has  seen  the  broken  pile  complete, 
Big  with  the  vanity  df  stote ; 
But  transient  is  the  smile  of  late  I 
A  little  rule,  a  little  sway, 
A  sunbeam  in  a  vrinter^s  day, 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

J)yei*9  Ghrongsr  me 

Ye  glorious  Goflnc  scenes !  how  mnch  ye  strike 
All  phantanes,  not  even  excepting  mine : 
A  grey  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike. 
Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  hatm 
Upon  their  airy  eooflne,  half^eess  over. 

oyrtn 
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RUMOUR. 


And  there  they  stand,  as  stands  a  lolly  mind, 
Worn,  but  unstoopin^  to  the  baser  crowd. 
All  tenantless,  save  to  the  crannytng  wind. 
Or  holding  dark  communion  with  the  cload. 
There  was  a  day  when  they  were  yoong  and  proud. 
Banners  on  high,  and  battles  pass'd  below; 
But  they  who  fought  are  in  a  bloody  shroud. 
And  those  which  waT*d  are  shredless  dust  ere 

now, 
And  the  bleak  battlements  shall  bear  no  future 

blow.  Bfrm's  ChUdt  HarM, 

Tbero  is  given 
Unto  the  things  of  earth,  which  time  hath  bent, 
A  spirit's  feeling ;  and  whore  he  hath  lent 
His  hand,  but  broke  his  scythe,  thero  is  a  power 
And  magic  in  the  ruin*d  battlement ; 
For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Must  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  an  its 

dower.  Byron^B  Childe  HaroUL 

There  is  a  temple  in  ruin  stands, 
FashionM  by  long-forgotten  hands; 
Two  or  three  columns,  and  many  a  stone. 
Marble  and  granite,  with  gross  o*ergrown ! 
Out  upon  time !  it  will  leave  no  mora 
Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before  I 
Out  upon  time !  who  for  ever  will  leave 
But  enough  of  the  past  for  the  future  to  griove 
OVr  that  which  hath  been,  and  o*or  that  which 

must  be: 
What  we  have  seen,  our  sons  shall  see ; 
Remnants  of  things  that  have  passed  away. 
Fragments  of  stone,  rearM  by  creatures  of  clay ! 

ByrmCt  Siege  of  Corinth. 
Hcie,  where  a  hero  fell,  a  column  falls! 
Here,  where  the  mimic  eagle  glar*d  in  gold, 
A  midnight  vigil  holds  the  swarthy  bat! 
Hero,  where  the  dames  of  Rome  their  gilded  hair 
Wav'd  to  tho  wind,  now  wave  tlie  reed  and  thistle ! 
Here,  whero  on  golden  throne  the  Qesar  sate. 
On  bed  of  moss  lies  gloating  the  fi>ul  adder ! 

EdgarA^Poe. 
But  hold ! —these  dark,  these  perishing  arcades. 
These  mouldering  plinths,  these  sad  and  blacken*d 

shafts, 
These  vague  entablatures,  this  broken  frieze. 
These  shattered  cornices,  this  wreck,  this  ruin, 
lliese  stones — alas !  these  grey  stones,  aro  they  all. 
All  of  the  proud  and  the  colossal  left 
By  tae  corrosive  hours  to  fate  and  me  7 

Edgar  A,  Poe. 
Ilerdii  are  feeding  in  the  Forum,  as  in  old  Evan. 

der*s  time : 
TuiaUei  from  the  steep  Tarpeian  every  pile  that 

sprang  sublime. 


But  alas!   if  mightiest  empires  leave  so  littk 

mark  behind. 
How  much  leas  must  heroes  hope  ftr,  in  the  meek 

of  homan  kind ! 

Thoma$  W,  PanoaL 


RUMOUR. 

Rumour  is  a  pipe 
Blown  by  surmises,  jealousies,  conjectores* 
And  of  so  easy  and  so  plain  a  stop^ 
That  the  blunt  monster  with  uncounted  heads, 
The  still  discordant  waverixig  multitude. 

Can  play  upon  it. 

ShakM.  Henry  JV,    Part  II 

Romoor  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  the  fearM. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.    PartJL 

I  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  west. 
Making  the  wind  my  poetJiorse,  still  vnlbld 
The  acts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth: 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  slanders  ride; 
Tlie  which  in  every  language  I  pronoonce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  frlse  reports. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.    Part  II 
But  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
I  idly  heard ;  if  true,  or  false,  I  know  not. 

Shake,  King  Joh. 

I  find  the  people  strangely  fantasied; 
PossessM  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams; 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  fidl  of  fear. 

Shako.  King  Jcko. 
Old  men  and  beldams  in  the  streets 
Do  prophesy  upon  it  dangerously. 

Andwhenthey  talk  of  him,  they  shake  their  heads, 
And  whisper  one  another  in  the  ear ; 
And  he  that  speaks  doth  gripe  the  hearer^s  wrist; 
Whilst  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  actios. 
With  wrinkled  brows,  vnth  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 
Shako.  King  Jekn. 

By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  grace  but  lightly, 
That  fill  his  cars  with  such  dissentious  ramours. 
Shako.  Richard  111 

The  flying  rumours  gathered  as  they  roli'd, 
Scarce  any  talc  was  sooner  heard  than  told, 
And  aU  who  told  it  added  something  new, 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlaigement  too, 
In  every  ear  it  spread,  on  every  tongue  it  grew. 
Pope'o  TemfUofFame. 
Curse  the  tongue 
Whence  slanderous  rumour,  like  the  adder's  drop, 
Distils  her  venom,  withering  friendship's  ^i^ 
Turning  love's  fiivour.  ^^^^^^ 
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SABBATH. 

How  still  the  morning  of  the  hallow'd  dty  I 
Mote  is  tlie  voice  of  rural  labour,  fanshM 
The  ploaghboy*8  whistle  and  the  milkmaid's  song. 
The  scythe  liea  glittering  in  the  d^wj  wreath 
Of  tedded  grass,  mingled  with  hiding  flowers. 
That  ycstennom  bloomM  waving  in  the  breeze : 
The  faintest  sounds  attract  the  ear,  —  the  hum 
Of  early  bee,  the  trickling  of  the  dew, 
The  distant  bleating,  midway  up  the  hill. 
Calmness  aeems  throned  on  yon  unmoving  hilL 
To  him  who  wanders  o*er  the  upland  leas. 
The  blackbird*8  note  comes  mellow  from  the  dale. 
And  sweeter  from  the  sky  the  gladsome  lark 
Warbles  his  heaven-tun*d  song ;  the  lulling  brook 
Murmurs  more  gently  down  the  deep-sunk  glen ; 
While  fi-om  yon  lowly  roof^  whose  curling  smoke 
0*6rmounts  the  mist,  is  heard,  at  intervals, 
The  voioe  of  psalms,  the  simple  song  of  praise. 
With  dove-Uke  wings  peace  o*er  yon  village  broods : 
The  dizzing  mill-wheel  rests ;  the  anviFs  din 
Has  ceased :  —  all,  all,  around  is  quietness. 

Grabame. 

But,  chiefly,  man  the  day  of  rest  enjoys. 
Hail,  sabbath !  thee  I  hail,  the  poor  man*s  day : 
On  other  days,  the  man  of  toil  is  doomed 
To  eat  his  joyless  bread,  lonely,  the  ground 
Both  scat  and  board — screenM  from  the  winter's 

cold 
And  summer's  heot,  by  neighbouring  hedge  or 

tree; 
But  on  this  day,  embosom'd  in  his  home, 
He  shares  the  frugal  meal  with  those  he  loves ; 
With  those  he  loves  he  shares  the  heartfelt  joy 
Of  giving  thanks  to  God, — not  thanks  of  form^ 
A  word  and  a  grimace,  but  reverently, 
With  cover'd  face  and  upward  earnest  eye. 
Hail,  sabbath !  thee  I  hail,  the  poor  man's  day. 
The  pale  mechanic  now  has  leave  to  breathe 
Hie  morning  air  pure  from  the  city's  smoke, 
As  wandering  slowly  up  the  river's  bank. 
He  meditates  on  Him  whose  powers  he  marks 
In  each  green  tree  that  proudly  spreads  the  bough. 
And  in  the  tiny  dew-bent  flowers  that  bloom 
Around  the  roots :  and  while  he  thus  surveys 
With  elevated  joy  each  rural  charm. 
He  hopes,  (yet  fears  presumption  in  the  hope,) 
That  heaven  mav  be  one  sabbath  without  end.  * 

Grahame, 
Let  us  escape !  This  is  our  holiday  — - 

God's  day,  devote  to  rest ;  and  through  the  wood 
We  'U  wander,  and  perchance  find  heavenly  bod, 
So,  profitless  it  shall  not  pass  away. 

W.  G,  iStmmt's  Poems. 


Fresh  glides  the  brook  and  blows  the  gale. 

Yet  yonder  halts  the  quiet  mill; 
The  whirring  wheel,  the  rushing  sail. 

How  motionless  and  still ! 
Six  days  stem  Labour  shut  the  poor 

From  nature's  careless  banquet-ball ; 
The  seventh,  an  Angel  opes  the  door. 

And,  smiling,  welcomes  aU ! 

Buhoer't  Poems, 

Yes,  child  of  suffering,  thou  may'st  well  be  suro 
He  who  ordain'd  the  Sabbath  loves  the  poor. 

O.  W.  Hdmm. 

Oh !  welcome  to  the  wearied  Earth 

The  Sabbath  resting  comes, 
Gathering  the  sons  of  toil  and  care 

Back  to  their  peaceful  homes ; 
And,  like  a  portal  to  the  skies, 

Opens  the  House  of  God^ 
Where  all  who  seek  may  come  and  leazn 

The  way  the  Saviour  trod. 
But  holier  to  the  wanderer  seems 

The  Sabbath  on  the  deep, 
When  on,  and  on,  in  ceaseless  course, 

The  toiling  bark  must  keep, 
And  not  a  trace  of  man  appears 

Amid  the  wilderness 
Of  waters  —  then  it  comes  like  dove 
Direct  from  heaven  to  bless. 

MrM,  HaU^t  Harry  Guy. 
Hail,  Holy  Day !  the  blessing  fVom  above 
Brightens  thy  presence  like  a  smile  of  love. 
Smoothing,  like  oil  upon  a  stormy  sea. 
The  roughest  waves  of  human  destiny  — 
Cheering  the  good,  and  to  the  poor  oppress'd 
Bearing  the  promise  of  their  heavenly  rest. 

Mr8.  Hale' 9  Rime  of  Life, 
'  Jerusalem !  Jerusalem !  the  blessing  lingers  yet 
On  the  city  of  the  Chosen,  where  the  Sabbath 

seal  was  set; 
And  though  her  sons    are  scatter'd,  and  her 

daughters  weep  apart, — 
While  desolation,  like  a  pall,  weighs  down  each 

faithful  hearty — 
As  the  palm  beside  the  waters,  as  the  cedar  on 

the  bills 
She  shall  rise  in  strength  and  beauty,  when  the 

Lord  Jehovah  wills: 
He  has  promised  her  protection,  and   the  holy 

pledge  is  good, — 
*Tis  whisper'd  through  the  olive  groves,  and 

murmur'd  by  the  flood, 
As  in  the  Sabbath  stillness  the  Jordan's  flow  m 

heard. 
And  by  the  Sabbath  breezes  the  binary  trees  ar« 
•Uri'd!  Mr9.  HMm  Hime  if  L^ 
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SAFETY. 

But  when  men  think  they  most  in  ufety  stand. 
Their  g^reaiest  peril  oflcn  is  at  hand. 

DraytonU  BarmU  Wan, 

What  though  the  sea  be  calm  7  trust  to  the  shore ; 

Ships  have  been  drown*d,  where  late  they  dancM 

before.  Herrick, 

Too  happy  were  men,  if  they  understood : 
There  is  no  safety,  but  in  doini^  Ijpood. 

Fottfi/atn*s  ^eaoards  of  Virtue, 


SAILOR. 

Hark  to  the  saibrs*  shouts !  the  rooks  rebound, 
Thundering  in  echoes  to  the  joyful  sound. 
Long  have  they  voyaged  o*er  the  distant  seas ; 
And  what  a  heart-delight  they  tool  at  last, 
So  many  toils,  so  many  dongors  past. 
To  view  the  port  desir'd,  he  only. knows 
Who  on  the  stormy  deep  ibr  many  a  day 
Hath  tost,  awoary  of  his  ocean  way. 
And  watch'd  all  anxious  every  wind  that  blows. 

Soutkef. 

Poor  child  of  danger,  nursling  of  the  storm. 
Sad  are  the  woes  that  wreck  thy  manly  form  I 
Rocks,  waves,  and  winds,  the  shattcr*d  bark  delay, 
Hiy  heart  is  sad,  thy  home  is  hi  away. 

CampbtU, 

Hark  to  the  boatswain's  call,  the  cheering  cry ! 
While  through  tho  seaman's  hand  the  tackle 

.  glides; 
Or  school-boy  midshipman  that,  standing  by, 
Strains  his  shrill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides. 
And  well  the  docile  crew  that  skilful  urchin  guides. 
Bynm'9  CkOde  Harold. 

0*er  the  glad  waters  of  the  dark  blue  sea. 
Our  thoughts  as  boundless,  and  our  souls  as  free. 
Far  as  the  breeze  can  boar,  the  billows  foam, 
Survey  our  empire  and  behold  our  home ! 
These  arc  our  reahns,  no  limits  to  their  sway— 
Our  flag  Ums  sceptre  all  wo  meet  obey. 
Ours  tlie  wild  life  in  tumult  still  to  range 
From  toil  to  rest,  and  joy  in  every  change. 
Oh,  who  can  tell  7  not  thou,  luxurious  slave ! 
WhofiNS  soul  would  sicken  o*cr  the  heaving  wave; 
Nor  tlioo,  >ain  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease ! 
Wliom  slumber  soothes  not— pleasure   cannot 

plea  fee  — 
Oh,  who  can  tell,  save  he  whoso  heart  hath  tried. 
And  danocd  m  triumph  o*cr  the  waters  wide, 
Tlic  exulting  sense— the  pulse's  madd'ning  play, 
Tttat  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trackless  way  7 
Bymn*9  Corsatr. 


How  can  I  bear  to  think  on  all 

The  dangers  thou  mast  brave? 
My  fears  will  deem  each  gate  a  storm. 

While  thou  art  on  the  wave. 

Mio9  Lendoo, 

There 's  a  cheek  that  is  getting  ashy  white. 
As  the  tokens  of  storm  come  on  with  night ; 
There 's  a  form  that  *s  fix'd  at  the  lattice  pane, 
To  mark  how  the  gloom  gathers  over  the  main, 
While  the  yeasty  billows  lash  the  shore 
With  loftier  sweep  and  hoarser  roar : 
That  cheek !  that  form !  oh,  whose  can  they  be, 
But  a  mother's  who  hath  &  child  at  sm? 

Jlftst  BUsa  0«afc*s  Pom». 
The  dark  blue  jacket  that  enfolds  the  sailor^ 

manly  breast 
Bears  more  of  real  honour  than  the  star  and 

ermine  vest; 
The  tithe  of  folly  in  his  head  may  wake  the 

landsman's  mirth. 
But  nature  proudly  owns  him  as  her  child  of 

sterling  worth.  Jtftts  Nita  CoeL 

0  Thou,  who  in  thy  hand  dost  hold 

The  winds  or  waves  that  wake  or  sleep. 
Thy  tender  arms  of  mercy  fold 

Around  tlic  seamen  on  the  deep ! 
And  when  their  voyage  of  life  is  o'er. 
May  they  be  wclcom'd  to  the  shore 
Whose  peaceful  streets  with  gold  are  pav'd. 
And  angels  sing,**  They 're  sav'd!  tlioy'resav'd!" 
Mioo  H.  F.  Gouhto  Poemt. 

Toss*d  on  the  billows  of  the  main. 
And  doom'd  from  zone  to  xone  to  roam, 

Tlie  seaman  toil'd  for  others'  gain, 
But,  for  himself,  he  had  no  home. 

John  PierpmL 

1  love  the  sailor ;  his  eventful  life  — 

His  generous  spirit — Ids  contempt  of  danger— 
His  firmness  in  the  gale,  tho  wreck,  the  striie; 

— And  though  a  wild  and  reckless  ooean-ranger, 
God  grant  he  make  the  port,  when  life  is  o'er. 
Where  storms  are  hush'd,  and  billows  break  do 
more.  WatUr  CoUmL 

How  cheery  are  the  marinen— 

Those  bvors  of  the  sea ! 
Their  hearts  are  like  its  yeasty  wm¥e% 
As'booadij^g  and  aa  firoe. 

Pant  Boiyawtttk 

SATAN. 

Th'  infbmal  serpent;  ho  it  was,  whosu  fulk, 
Stirr'd  «ip  with  envy  and  revenge,  deoeiv'd 
The  mother  of  mankind. 

MUUm'o  PmrnUm 
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Wm  thcro  the j  fmmd 
Squat  like  a  toad  close  at  the  ear  of  Eve, 
AMayinfif  by  hia  devilish  art  to  reach 
The  orgfana  of  her  fancy,  and  with  them  forge 
IDosions  as  he  list^  phantasms,  and  dreams : 
Or  if  inspiring  venom,  he  might  taint 
Th*  animal  spirits  thit  from  pure  blood  i^rise 
Like  gentle  breaths  from  rivers  pure,  thence  raise 
At  least  distempered,  discontented  thoughts, 
Vain  hopes,  vain  aims,  inordinate  desires. 
Blown  up  with  high  conceits,  engendering  pride. 
MiUon'g  Paradise  LotL 

Their  dread  oommaoder ;  he,  above  the  rest 

In  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent, 

Stood  like  a  tower ;  his  form  had  not  yet  lost 

AU  her  original  brightness,  nor  appearM 

Less  than  archangel  ruin*d,  and  th*  excess 

Of  glory  obseurM ;  as  when  the  sun,  new-risen. 

Looks  through  the  horizontal  misty  air. 

Shorn  of  his  beams ;  or,  from  behind  the  moon, 

In  dim  cclipee,  disastrous  twilight  sheds 

On  half  the  mydons,  and  with  fear  of  change 

Perplexes  monarchs.     Darkened  so,  yet  shone 

Above  them  all  the  archangel :  but  his  fkce 

Deep  scars  of  thunder  had  entrenched,  and  care 

Sat  on  his  faded  cheek,  but  under  brows 

Of  dauntless  courage  and  considerate  pride, 

Waiting  revenge :  cruel  his  eye,  but  cast 

Signs  of  remorse  and  passion  to  behold 

The  fellows  of  his  crime,  the  followers  rather. 

MUtoiCt  Paradiu  Lost 

8ut  bringing  up  the  rear  of  this  bright  host, 

A  spirit  of  a  difiercnt  aspect  wav*d 

His  wings,  like  thunder-clouds  above  some  coast 

Whose  barren  beach  with  frequent  wrecks  is  pav*d ; 

Hjs  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  tempest-tost ; 

Fierce  and  unfathomable  thoughts  engravM 

Eternal  wrath  on  his  immortal  fkce. 

And  where  ho  gazM  a  gloom  pervaded  space. 

ByronU  Vman  qfJudgmetiL 


SATIETY. 

They  surfeited  with  honey ;  and  began 

To  knthe  the  taste  of  sweetness,  whereof  little 

More  than  a  tittle  is  by  much  too  much. 

8kdc$,  Henry  IV.    Parti. 

Who  riseth  from  a  fiiast, 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  sits  down  7 
Where  h  the  horse,  that  doth  untread  again 
His  tedious  measures  with  the  unabated  ^n^ 
That  be  did  pave  them  first?  all  things  timt  are. 
Are  with  more  spirit  chased  than  enjoy*d. 

8kak$.  MenAant  ef  Feniec 


A  surfeit  b  the  father  of  much  fiut, 
So  every  soope  by  the  immoderate  use 
Turns  to  restraint ;  our  natures  do  pursue 
(like  rats  that  raven  down  their  proper  bane) 
A  thirsty  evil ;  and  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

Shakt.  Mea.forMea 

That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth, 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lack*d  and  lost, 
Why,  then  we  rack  the  value ;  then  we  find 
The  virtue  that  possession  would  not  show  us 

While  it  was  ours. 

Shakg,  Much  Ad9 

Childe  Harold  baskM^im  in  the  noontide  sun. 

Disporting  there  like^any  other  fly; 

Nor  deem*d  before  his  little  day  was  done 

One  blast  might  chill  him  into  misery. 

But  long  ere  scarce  a  third  of  his  pas8*d  by. 

Worse  than  adversity  the  Childe  befbl ; 

He  felt  the  fulness  of  satietv. 

byroiCt  Childe  Harold 

With  pleasure  drugg'd  he  almost  longM  for  woe, 
And  e*en  for  change  of  soiene  would  seek  tlie  shades 
below.  Byron's  Childe  Harold, 

But  passion  raves  herself  to  rest,  or  flies ; 
And  vice,  that  digs  her  own  voluptuous  tomb 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise : 
Pleasure's  pallM  victim !  life-abhorring  gloom 
Wrote  on  his  faded  brow  curst  Cain's  unresting 
,       doom.  ByronU  Childe  Harold. 

For  ennui  is  a  growth  of  English  root. 
Though  nameless  in  our  language :  —  we  retort 
The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  translate 
That  awful  yawn  .which  sleep  cannot  abate. 

Byroik 

*T  was  strange  —  in  youth  all  action  and  all  life* 
Burning  for  pleasure,  not  averse  from  strife ; 
Woman  —  the  field  —  the  ocean  —  all  that  gave 
Promise  of  gladness,  peril  of  a  grave. 
In  turn  he  tried  —  he  ransack'd  all  below, 
And  firand  his  recompense  in  joy  or  woe. 
No  tame  trite  medium ;  tar  his  feelings  sought 
In  that  intenscness  an  escape  from  thought ; 
The  tempest  of  his  heart  in  scorn  had  gazed 
On  that  the  fbebler  clementfi  hatii  raised ; 
The  rapture  of  his  heart  had  look'd  on  high, 
And  ask'd  if  greater  dwch  beyond  the  sky : 
ChainM  to  excess,  the  slave  of  soch  extreme. 
How  woke  he  fi*om  the  wildncss  of  that  dream  t 
Alas !  he  told  not  —  but  he  did  awake 
To  curse  the  witherM  heart  that  would  not  break 

Byrok'e  Lmrn 
The  ear  is  clo/d 
Unto  satiety  with  honied  strains. 
That  daily  from  tlie  fount  of  Helioon 

Flow  murmuring.  

WOlkmHtnen 
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J  sorrow  that  all  fair  thing*  muit  decay. 
While  time  and  accident  and  miieries  last; 

That  the  red  roie  so  soon  most  fade  away. 
The  white  be  sullied  by  the  ruthless  blast ; 

The  pure  snow  turned  to  mud  in  half  a  day ; 
Even  heaven's  own  glorious  azure  be  o'ercost; 

Imperial  ermine  bo  with  dost  defiled, 

And  China's  finest  crockery  cracked  and  spoiled. 

UaUeek. 


SATIRE. 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name, 
When  that  I  say  —  the  city-woman  bears 
The  cost  of  princes  on  unworthy  slioulders  7 
Who  can  come  in,  and  say  that  I  mean  her, 
When  such  a  one  as  she,  such  is  her  neighbour  7 
Or  what  is  he  of  basest  function. 
That  says,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  cost, 
(Thinking  that  I  mean  him)  but  therein  suits 
His  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  speech  7 
There  tlien ;  How,  what  then  7  Let  me  see  wherein 
My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him :  if  it  do  him  right. 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himself:  if  he  be  free. 
Why  then,  my  taxing  like  a  wild  goose  flies, 
Unclaim'd  of  any  man. 

Shakt,  A$  you  like  it. 

I  'm  one  whose  whip  of  steel  can  with  a  lash 
Imprint  the  characters  of  shame  so  deep, 
Ev'n  in  the  brazen  forehead  of  proud  sin. 
That  not  eternity  shall  wear  it  out 

Randolpk*9  Mute's  Looking-Glass, 

I  have  untruss'd  the  proudest ;  greatest  tyrants 
Have  quak'd  below  my  powerful  whip,  half  dead 
With  expectation  of  the  smarting  jerk, 
Wliose  wound  no  salve  con  cure.    Each  blow  doth 

leave        • 
A  lasting  sear,  that  with  a  poison  eats 
Into  the  marrow  of  their  fame,  and  lives ; 
Th'  eternal  ulcer  to  tlieir  memories. 

Randolph'' 8  Muscle  Looking-GIaee, 

So  dost  thou  aim  thy  darts,  which  ev'n  when 
They  kill  the  poisons,  do  but  woke  the  men. 
Thy  thunders  thus  but  purge ;  and  we  endure 
Thy  loncings  better  than  another's  cure : 
And  justly  too;  fi>r  th'  age  grows  more  unsound 
From  the  fool's  balsam,  than  the  wise  man's  wound. 

Cartwright. 

Wise  legislators  never  yet  could  draw 
A  fox  within  the  reach  of  comAion  law : 
For  posture,  dress,  grimace,  and  a&ctation, 
Thougo  ibes  to  sense,  are  harmless  to  the  nation. 
Out  labt  redress  Is  dint  of  verse  to  try. 
And  satire  is  our  court  of  chancery. 

Drydau 


The  labouring  bee,  vAsa  his  shatp  sting  is  goue, 
Forgets  his  golden  work,  and  turns  a  drone ; 
Such  is  a  satire,  when  you  take  away 
The  rage  in  which  his  noble  vigour  lay. 

Dryden. 

Will  the  leam'd  and  the  judicious  know. 
That  satire  scorns  to  stoop  so  meanly  low. 
As  any  one  abstracted  fi>p  to  show  7 
For,  as  when  painters  form  a' matchless  face. 
They  from  each  fair  one  catch  some  different 

grace; 
And  shining  features  in  one  portrait  blend. 
To  which  no  single  beauty  must  pretend : 
So  poets  oil  do  in  one  piece  expose 
Whole  belles  assemblees  of  coquettes  and  beaux. 
Congreve.    Epilogue  to  the  Way  of  the  Wvid. 

You  must  not  think  that  a  satiric  style 
Allows  of  scandalous  and  brutish  words ; 
The  better  sort  abhor  scurrility. 


Instructive  satire !  trub  to  virtue's  cause ! 
Thou  shining  supplement  of  public  laws ! 
When  fiatter'd  crimes  of  a  licentious  age 
Reproach  our  silence,  and  demand  our  rage ; 
When  purchas'd  follies,  from  each  distant  land, 
Like  arts,  improve  in  Britain's  skilful  hand ; 
When  the  law  shows  her  teeth,  but  dares  not  bite. 
And  South  Sea  treasures  are  not  brought  to  light ; 
When  churchmen  scripture  for  the  classics  quit. 
Polite  apostates  from  God's  grace  to  wit ; 
When  men  grow  great  from  their  revenue  spent, 
And  fly  fi-om  bailiffs  into  parliament ; 
To  chase  our  spleen,  when  themes  like  these  in- 

crease, 
Shall  panegyric  reign,  and  censure  cease  7 

Young, 

If  satire  charms,  strike  faults,  but  spare  the  man; 
'T  is  dull  to  be  as  witty  as  you  con. 
Satire  recoils  whenever  chorg'd  too  high ; 
Round  your  own  fame  the  fatal  splinters  fly. 
As  the  sofl  plume  gives  swiffaiess  to  the  dart, 
Good-breeding  sends  the  satire  to  the  heart. 

Satire 's  my  weapon,  but  I  'm  too  discreet 
To  run  a-muck  and  tilt  at  all  I  meet; 
I  only  wear  it  in  a  land  of  Hectors, 
Thieves,  supercargoes,  sharpers,  and  directors. 

Pope. 

Curs'd  be  the  verse,  how  well  soe'er  it  flow. 
That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  §oio^ 
Give  virtue  scandal,  innocence  a  fear. 
Or  from  the  sofl-eyed  virgin  steal  a  tear, 

Ptpe. 
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When  Botire  £ie«  •broad  on  iiUaehood^s  win^^, 
Short  ifl  her  life,  and  impotent  her  sting ; 
But  when  to  truth  allied,  the  wound  the  gives 
Sinks  deep,  and  to  remotest  ages  lives. 

ChurchiU. 
Though  folly,  roh'd  in  purple,  shines. 
Though  vice  exhausts  Peruvian  mines. 
Yet  shall  they  tremhle  and  turn  pale 
When  satire  wields  her  mighty  flail. 

C/nurcMIL 

The  man  whose  hardy  spirit  shall  engage 
To  lash  the  vices  of  a  guilty  age. 
At  his  first  setting  forward  ought  to  know, 
That  every  rogue  he  >mects  must  he  his  fbe ; 
That  the  rude  hreath  of  satire  will  provoke 
Many  who  feel,  and  more  who  fear  the  stroke. 

CkurchilL 
Unless  a  love  of  virtue  light  the  flame, 
Satire  is,  more  than  those  he  brands,  to  blame ! 
He  hides  behind  a  magisterial  air 
His  own  offences,  and  strips  others  bare ; 
Affects  indeed  a  most  humane  concern, 
That  man,  if  gently  tutor'd,  will  not  learn, 
lliat  mulish  folly,  not  to  be  reclaimed 
By  softer  methods,  must  be  made  asham'd ; 
Bat  (I  might  instance  in  St.  Patrick's  dean) 
Too  often  rails  to  gratify  his  spleen. 
Most  satVists  are  indeed  a  public  scourge ; 
Their  mildest  physic  is  a  farrier's  purge ; 
Hieir  acrid  temper  turns,  as  soon  as  stirr'd, 
The  milk  of  their  good  purpose  all  to  curd. 
Their  zeal  begotten,  as  their  works  rehearse. 
By  lean  despair  upon  an  empty  purse. 
The  wild  assassins  start  into  the  street. 
Prepared  to  poniard  whomsoe'er  they  meet 
No  skin  in  swordmanship,  however  just, 
Can  be  secure  against  a  madman's  thrunit; 
And  even  virtue,  so  unfairly  match'd. 
Although  immortal,  may  be  prick'd  or  scrateh'd. 

Cowper. 
Prepare  for  rhyme  —  I  '11  publish  right  or  wrong : 
Fools  are  my  theme,  let  satire  be  my  song. 

Byrvn^t  English  Barda  and  Scotch  Rtviewen. 

Say,  shall  I  wound  with  satire's  rankling  spear. 
The  pure,  warm  hearts  that  bid  me  welcome  here  7 

O.  W.  Hdmn, 


SCHOOL. 

Whipping,  that 's  virtue's  governess, 

Tutoress  of  arts  and  sciences ; 

That  mends  the  gross  mistakes  of  nature. 

And  pots  new  life  into  dull  matter ; 

That  lays  foundation  for  renown. 

And  aU  the  honours  of  the  gown. 

Btftbr's  Hudibm§, 
2E 


Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  priae, 

Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes : 

Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught, 

Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought 

A  blockhead  with  melodious  voice. 

In  boarding-schools  may  have  his  choice ; 

And  oft  the  dancing-master's  art 

Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart 

In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight, 

The  pedant  gets  a  nustress  by 't 

StoifVs  Cadenus  and  Vanum 
In  every  village  mark'd  with  little  spire, 
Embower'd  in  trees,  and  hardly  known  to  fame, 
There  dweUs  in  lowly  shed,  and  mean  attire, 
A  matron  old,  whom  we  schoolmistress  name  ; 
Who  boasts  unruly  brats  with  birch  to  tame. 
They  grieven  sore,  in  piteous  durance  pent, 
Aw'd  by  the  power  of  this  relentless  dame; 
And,  ofl-times,  on  vagaries  idly  bent, 
For  unkempt  hair,  or  task  unconn'd,  are  sorely 

shent  Shemtone*8  SchooLMiMlress, 

The  noises  intermiz'd,  which  thence  resound, 
Do  learning's  little  tenement  betray ; 
Where  sits  the  dame,  disguis'd  in  looks  profound, 
And  eyes  her  fiiiry  throng,  and  turns  her  wheel 

around.  Shen»tone*8  SchodLMkires$, 

Yet  nurs'd  with  skill,  what  dazzling  fruits  appear ! 
Ev'n  now  sagacious  foresight  points  to  show 
A  little  bench  of  heedless  bishops  here, 
And  there  a  chancellor  in  embryo, 
Or  bard  sublime,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  so, 
As  Milton,  Shakspeare,  names  that  ne'er  shall  die ! 
Though  now  he  crawl  akmg  the  ground  so  low. 
Nor  weeting  how  the  muse  should  soar  so  high, 
Wisheth,  poor  starveling  elf!  his  paper  kite  may 
fly.  Shautane^B  SchooLMiftres: 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  way 
With  blossom'd  furze,  unprofitably  gay, 
There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skili'd  to  rule. 
The  village  master  taught  his  little  school : 
A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew ; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  kam'd  to  trace 
The  day's  disasters  in  his  morning's  ftce ; 
Full  well  they  langh'd  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 
Full  well  the  busy  whisper,  circling  round, 
Convey'd  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  frown'd 
Yet  he  was  kind,,  or  if  severe  in  aught. 
The  love  he  bore  1o  learning  was  in  fault , 
The  village  all  dedar'd  how  much  he  knei^ . 
*Twas  certain  he  could  vnite  and  cypher  too 
Lands  he  could  measure,  terms  and  tides  presage. 
And  even  the  story  ran,  that  he  could  gauge. 

GUdnnth't  DsnrUd  ViCagm 
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SCOLD**  SCORN. 


Oh  je !  who  teaeh  the  iog^enions  yooth  of  natioofl^ 
Holland,  France,  England,  Germany  or  Spain, 
I  pray  ye  flogr  them  upon  all  oeoaaionfl, 
It  niendii  their  morals,  never  mind  the  pain. 

Byron, 

See,  toward  yon   dome  where  village    acience 

dwells, 
Wliere  the  chareh-dock  its  warning  sammons 

swells, 
What  tiny  feet  the  well-known  path  explore, 
And  gaily  gather  from  each  rustic  door. 
Light-hearted  groap !  —  who  carol  wild  and  high. 
The  daisy  call,  or  chose  the  butterfly. 
Or  by  some  traveller's  wheels  aronsM  from  play. 
The  stiff  salute,  witii  deep  demureness,  pay, 
JBare  the  curlM  brow,  and  stretch  the  sunburnt 

hand. 
The  home-taught  homage  of  an  artless  land. 
The  stranger  marks,  amid  their  joyous  line, 
Tlie  little  baskets,  whence  they  hope  to  dine, 
And  larger  books,  as  if  their  dexterous  art 
Dealt  meet  nutrition  to  the  noblest  part  I  — 
Iiong  may  it  be,  ere  luxury  teach  the  shame 
To  starve  the  mind,  and  bloat  the  unwieldy  Hrame. 
Mr§,  8igturfiey*9  Poema, 
In  a  green  lane  that  fi'om  the  village  street 
Diverges,  stands  the  schoolhouse ;  long  and  low 
l*he  frame,  and  blacken*d  with  the  hues  of  time. 

Street't  Poem$. 

The  room  displays 

Long  rows  of  desk  and  bench ;  the  former  stain'd 

And  streak*d  with  blots  and  trickles  of  dried  ink, 

Lomber'd  with  mape  and  slates,  and  well-thumbM 


And  carvM  with  rude  initialsL 

Stn€l*9  Poems. 
Yet  is  the  schoolhoose  rude. 
As  is  the  chrysalis  to  the  butterfly, — 
To  the  rich  flower  the  seed.    The  dusky  walls 
Hold  the  fair  germ  of  knowledge,  and  the  tree 
GUirious  in  beauty,  golden  with  its  fruits. 
To  thitf  low  schoolhouse  traces  back  its  life. 

Streei'9  Poemg. 


SCOLD. 

Ob  I  rid  me  of  this  torture  quickly  there. 
My  madam  with  tho  everlasting  voice : 
The  bells  in  time  of  pestilence  nc*cr  mado 
Like  noise,  as  were  in  that  perpetual  motion ! 

An  my  house 
iiat  now  stcamM  like  a  bath  with  her  thick  breath ; 
A  lawyer  could  not  have  been  heard,  nor  scarce 
Aiiotlier  woman  *  such  a  hail  of  words 
Itfin  has  let  fa.. 

Jm&mCB  SUent  YTonunk 


Then  musf  ring  all  her  wOei, 
With  blandish'd  parleys,  feminine  assaults, 
Tongue  batteries,  she  surceasM  not  day  nor  night 
To  storm  me,  over-watch'd  and  wearied  out, 
At  times  when  men  seek  most  repose  and  rest, 
I  yielded,  and  unlock*d  her  all  my  heart 

MiiionU  Samtou  Agtnutes. 


SCX)RN. 
Know  ye  not  then,  said  Satan,  filPd  with  scorn, 
Know  ye  not  me  7  ye  knew  me  once  no  mats 
For  you,  there  sitting  where  ye  durst  not  soar: 
Not  to  know  me  argues  yourself  unknown. 
The  lowest  of  your  throng;  or  if  ye  know. 
Why  ask  ye,  and  superfluous  begria 
Your  message,  like  to  end  as  much  in  vain. 

MtUon's  Pwudiat  ImL 
He  hears 
On  all  sides,  from  innumerable  tongues, 
A  dismal  universal  hiss,  the  sound 
Of  public  scorn. 

JIf  i2fon*«  Pandiie  LmL 

Infamous  wretch ! 
So  much  below  my  scorn,  I  dare  not  kill  thee. 

Dryden'9  Duke  if  Gvm. 
And  what  a  thing,  ye  god^  is  scorn  or  pity ! 
Heap  on  me,  heaven,  the  hate  of  all  mankind; 
Load  me  with  malice,  envy,  detestation ; 
Let  me  be  horrid  to  all  apprehension. 
And  tho  world  shun  mc,  so  I  *scapo  but  soom. 

Think  not  there  is  no  smile 
I  can  bestow  upon  thee.    There  is  a  smile, 
A  smile  of  nature  too,  which  I  can  spore, 
And  yet  perhaps,  thou  wik  not  thank  me  (br  it 

Joanna  BaUU^g  De  Mmtfmd 
Fame  is  the  tliirst  of  youth,  —  but  I  am  not 
So  young  as  to  regard  men*s  frown  or  smile, 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone,  rcmember*d  or  forgot 

fiyroii*s  ChiUe  HonU 
That  brow  in  fbrrow'd  lines  had  fix*d  at  last. 
That  spake  of  passions,  but  of  passions  past; 
Tho  pride,  but  not  the  fire,  of  early  days, 
Coldness  of  mien,  and  carelessness  of  praise: 
A  high  demeanour,  and  a  glance,  tJiat  took 
Their  thougiits  from  otiicrs  by  a  single  look ; 
And  tliat  sarcastic  levity  of  tongue. 
The  stinging  of  a  heart  tlic  world  hath  stuog. 
That  darts  in  seeming  playfulness  around. 
And  makes  those   feci  that  will  not  own  tbo 

wound :  — 
Ail  these  seemed  his,  and  something  moro  beneath, 
Than  glance  oonM  well  reyeal,  or  accent  breathe. 

Byrog*9  Lom, 


SCOTLAND  -  SECRESY. 
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Meantime  I  aeek  im>  Bympftthles,  nor  need ; 
Hie  thome  which  I  have  reapM  are  of  tins  tree 
I  planted, — they  hlive  torn  me,  —  and  I  bleed : 
I  should  hate  known  what  firuit  woald  spring;  fVom 
such  a  seed.  ByrwC9  Childe  HarM. 

There  was  a  laughing  devil  in  his  sneer, 
That  rais'd  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fbar ; 
And  where  his  iix)wn  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 
Hope  withering  fled— and  mercy  sigh'd — &rewell ! 

ByrwCs  Conair. 

Derision  shall  strike  the  forlorn, 
A  raoekery  that  never  shall  die ; 
The  cones  of  hate  and  the  hisses  of  scorn 
Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  the  sky ; 
And  proud  o*er  thy  ruin,  for  ever  be  hurl*d 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the  world. 

Byron, 

I  could  not  tame  my  nature  down ;  for  he 

Must  serve  who  fain  would  sway — and  soothe  and 

sue  — 
And  watch  all  time  -—  and  pry  into  all  place  — 
And  be  a  living  lie — who  would  become 
A  mighty  thing  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 
Hio  mass  arc ;  I  disdained  to  mingle  with 
A  herd,  though  to  be  leader — and  of  wolves. 
The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

Byrmi'a  Manfred, 

Pardon  is  for  men. 
And  not  for  reptiles — we  have  none  for  Steno, 
And  no  resentment ;  things  like  him  must  sting, 
And  higher  beings  suffer :  'tis  the  charter 
Of  life.    The  man  who  dies  by  the  adder's  fkng 
May  have  the  crawler  erush'd,  but  fbels  no  anger : 
'Twae  the  worm's  nature;  and  some  men  are 

worms 
In  soul,  more  than  the  living  things  of  tombs. 

Byron*  t  Doge  </f  Vemce. 

In  the  flash  of  her  glances  were  passion  and  pride. 
In  the  curve  of  her  lip  there  was  haughty  con- 
tempt, 
As  she  spoke  of  the  power  to  riches  allied. 
Of  the  evil  and  pain  from  which  she  was  exempt. 
Mrs.  0$goo«r$  Pormo, 

But  turn  the  heart's  sweet  current  into  gall, 

-»No  earthly  power  can  heal  the  deadly  flow; 

'T  will  poison  the  affections,  till  the  blood 

Grows  venomous  and  fiery,  and  beneath 

Its  blasting  influence  arc  wither'd  up 

The  springs  of  love  and  hope ;  and  then  we  taste 

No  joy,  save  in  the  dignity  of  scorn. 

That  dares  seem  what  it  has  been  made,  and  keeps 

Its  likeness  as  in  mockery  of  the  fate 

Injustice  had  decreed  for  punisliment. 

Mr9,  HM%  Ormmd  Gtonomr. 


I  said  to  oold  Negleet  and  flcom. 
Pass  on — I  heed  you  not; 

Te  may  pursue  me  till  my  fbrm 
And  being  are  forgot ; 

Tet  stin  the  spirit  which  you  see 
Undaunted  by  your  wiles, 

Draws  ftom  its  own  nobility 

Its  high-bom  smiles. 


Mr9.SioddMrU 


SCOTLAND. 

O  Scotia  I  my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 
For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  heaven  is  sen^ 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil, 
Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace, and  sweet  conlsntS 
And  O !  may  heaven  their  simple  lives  prevent 
From  luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile ! 
Then  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 
A  rirtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while, 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  mnck-IoT'd 
isle.  Bum$'$  Catter'a  Saiwrdoy  AijgM. 

O  Caledonia!  stem  and  wild. 

Meet  muse  for  a  poetic  child; 

Land  of  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood, 

Land  of  the  mountain  and  the  flood. 

Land  of  my  sires !  what  mortal  hand 

Can  e'er  untie  the  filial  band, 

lliat  kniti  me  to  thy  rugged  strand. 

ScoU'e  Lay  of  the  Last  MtfufroL 


SECRESY. 

"Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd* 
And  yen  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it 

ShaUHawdd. 
I  pray  you  all. 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  sight. 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still; 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  iiap  to-night. 
Give  it  an  understanding  but  no  tongue. 

Shake.  HamlH, 

Be  thou  assur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath. 

And  breath  of  lire,  I  have  no  llfo  to  breathe 

What  thou  hast  said  to  mo. 

Shake.  Hamlet. 

I  well  believe 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  tiiou  doat  not  know; 
And  so  far  will  I  trust  thee. 

Shake.  Henry  JV.    Pari  t 

Nay,  speak  thy  mind ;  and  let  him  ne'er  speak 


That  MpcakM  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  hana 


fiOSDUCTION. 


Be  innooent  of  Um  hoQwMgp^  de«raft  cfaoek. 
Till  thoa  applaud  the  deed. 

Shaks.  Macbeth. 

Whj  have  I  blabb'd?    Who  ehaB  b«  tnm  tow, 
When  we  are  so  anaecret  to  oaraelvea. 

SbakM.  TnOus  and  Cr^^mda. 

A  secret  in  his  month, 
.Is  like  a  wild  bird  pot  mfo  a  cage ; 
Whose  door  no  sooner  opens,  but 't  is  out 

Jonson*t  Can  u  aUerea, 

When  two  know  it,  how  can  it  be  a  secret  7 
And  indeed  with  what  justice  can  you 
Expect  secresj  in  me,  that  cannot 
Be  private  to  yourself 7 

MttntOH  $  FaUfUm 

til  keep  this  secret  from  the  world. 
As  warily  as  those  that  deal  in  poison, 
Keep  poison  from  their  children. 

Webeter's  Duehen  tfMalfy, 
He  deservqp  small  trust. 
Who  IB  not  privy  counsellar  to  himsclfl 

John  Forde's  Broken  Heart. 

I  am  ruin*d  in  her  confession ; 
The  man  that  trusts  woman  with  a  privacy, 
And  hopes  for  silence,  he  may  as  well  expect  it 
At  the  faU  of  a  bridge. 

ManmmCe  Antiquary* 

I  cannot  keep 
A  secret  to  myself,  but  (by  prevailing 
iRhetoric  ravishes  and  leaves  my  breast 
Like  to  an  empty  casket,  that  once  was  blest 
With  keeping  of  a  jewel  I  durst  not  trust 
The  air  with,  't  was  so  precious. 

XatbJtfis**  ReheBion. 

jm  friendly  trust  is  folly ;  ev*ry  man 

Hath  one,  to  whom  he  will  commit  as  much 

As  is  to  him  committed :  Our  designs. 

When  bnce  they  creep  from  our  own  private 

breasts. 
Do  in  a  moment  through  the  city  fly ; 
.MTho  tells  his  secret,  sells  his  liberty. 

JFVeeman's  hnperiaiU, 

Search  not  to  find  what  lies  too  deeply  hid ; 
Nor  to  know  things,  whose  knowledge  is  forbid. 

Dettham. 

Well,  read  my  cheek,  and  watch  my  eye, — 

Too-strictly  schoolM  axe  they* 

One  secret  of  my  soul  to  sh^w, 

'.    Otoe  hidden  thought  betray. 

Miss  London, 

tn  that  corroding  secresy,  which  gnaws 
The  heart  tc  show  the  effect,  but  not  the  caose. 
-    Byron?  s  Lota, 


SEDUCTION. 
Ay,  BO  yoa  aeno  us, 
Tin  we  serve  yoo ;  but  when  yon  have  our  losss, 
You  barely  leave  our  thorns  to  prick  ouneives, 
And  mock  us  vrath  our  baseness. 

if  hats.  Alts  WeO, 
Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sustain, 
If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs ; 
Or  lose  your  heart ;  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 
To  his  unmasterM  importunity. 
Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dea*-  sister; 
And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  yon»  afieetioD, 
Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 

Shais.  Handet. 

He  ended,  and  his  words,  replete  with  guile. 
Into  her  heart  too  easy  entrance  won. 

MUton^s  Paradise  LosL 

Oh,  the  bewitching  tongues  of  faithless  men! 
'T  is  thus  the  false  hyena  makes  her  moan. 
To  draw  the  pitying  traveller  to  her  den. 
Your  sex  are  so,  such  false  dissemblers  all ; 
With  sighs  and  plaints  y*  entice  poor  woinen*s 

hearts, 
And  all  that  pity  you  are  made  your  prey. 

Otway*s  Orphan, 
My  mortal  injuries  have  tum*d  my  mind. 
And  I  could  hate  mysdf  for  being  kind. 
If  there  be  any  majesty  above. 
That  has  revenge  in  store  for  perjured  love ; 
Send,  heav*n,  the  swiftest  ruin  on  his  head. 
Strike  the  destroyer,  lay  the  victor  dead ; 
Kill  the  triumphcr,  and  avenge  my  wrong. 
In  height  of  pomp,  when  he  is  warm*d  and  young : 
Bolted  with  thunder,  let  him  rush  along : 
And  when  in  the  last  pangs  of  life  he  lies. 
Grant  I  may  stand  to  dart  him  with  my  eyes ; 
Nay,  after  death 

Pursue  his  spotted  soul,  and  shoot  him  as  he  flies. 
Lee*s  Alexander, 
Ah^  turn  thine  eyes 
Where  the  poor  houseless  shiv*ring  female  lies : 
She,  once  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  blest. 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  distrest 
Her  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn. 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  CiMni ; 
Now  lost  to  all ;  her  friends,  her  virtue  fled. 
Near  her  betrayer*s  door  she  lays  her  head. 
And  pinched  with  cold,  and  shrinking  fiwn  the 

show*r. 
With  heavy  heart  deplores  that  lucUees  hour. 
When  idly  first  ambitious  of  the  town, 
She  lefl  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  brown. 
OiddomUhU  Deserted  Vitt^gs, 


SELFISHNESS. 
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When  lovely  woman  stoope  to  fofty. 
And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 
What  cfaaim  can  sooAe  her  melancholy, 
What  art  can  wash  her  ^oih  away  T 
He  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover. 
To  hide  her  shame  firom  ev'ry  eye, 
To  give  fepentanee  to  her  lover, 
And  wring  his  bosom— ie  to  die. 

Ah  then  ye  fair ! 
Be  greatly  cautioos  of  your  sliding  hearts : 
Dare  not  the  infectious  sigh ;  the  pleading  look, 
DE»wn.cast,  and  low,  in  meek  submission  drest. 
Bat  full  of  guile.    Let  not  the  serpent  tongae« 
Prompt  to  deceive,  with  adulation  smooth. 
Gain  on  your  purpos'd  wilL    Nor  in  the  bower. 
Where  woodbines  flaunt,  and  roses  shed  a  couch. 
While  evening  draws  her  crimson  curtains  round, 
IVust  your  soft  minutes  with  betraying  man. 

Is  there,  hi  human  ibrm,  that  bears  a  heart— 
A  wretch !  a  villain !  lost  to  love  and  truth ! 
That  can  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art, 
Betray  sweet  Jenny*s  unsuspecting  youth  7 
Corse  on  his  perjurM  arts  I  dissembling  smooth ! 
Are  honour,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exil'd  7 
Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth. 
Points  to  the  parents  fondling  o*er  their  child. 
Then  paints  the  ruin'd  maid,  and  their  distraction 
wild? 

Burrui's  Cotter'a  Saturday  Night. 

By  heaven !  I  would  rather  for  ever  forswear 
The  elysiom  that  dwells  on  a  beautiful  breast, 
Than  alarm  for  a  moment  the  peace  that  is  there, 
Or  banish  the  dove  from  so  hallow'd  a  nest 

Moore, 
Shall  beauty,  blighted  in  an  hour, 
Find  joy  within  her  broken  bower  7 
No :  gayer  insects  fluttering  by 
Ne*er  droop  the  wing  on  those  that  die. 
And  lovelier  things  have  mercy  shown 
To  every  failing  but  their  own. 
And  every  woe  a  tear  ean  claim. 
Except  an  erring  sister's  shame» 

BjfrtnCo  Oiaour. 

Nought  so  ill 
As  the  betrayer's  sin !  salvationlees 


BaSiUifo  Fes^tff . 

Her  eyes  may  grow  dim,  and  her  cheek  may  grow 

pale, 
But  ten  fhey  not  both  the  same  fond  tale  7 
Love's  lights  have  fled  ihmi  her  eye  and  her  eheek 
To  burn  and  die  on  the  heart  whieh  they  seek. 

Mu$  Landon. 


What  is  the  tale  that  I  wouM  tell?  not  one 
Of  strange  adventure,  but  a  common  tale 
Of  woman's  wretchedness ;  one  to  be  read 
Daily,  in  many  a  young  and  blighted  heart 

MiMoLtmi&iL 
Accur^d  be  he  whose  goileflil  tongue 
Can  wrong  a  woman's  oaptive  heart — 
That  fbont  fh>m  whieh  has  sweetly  sprung 
The  joys  it  could  alone  impart-— 
Can  turn  that  fount  to  grief  and  gall. 
And  poison  her  eristenoe  aH ! 
Accurs'd  be  he,  whose  lips  can  press 
A  woman's  lips  of  sinless  glow, 
Yet  leave  them,  'mid  her  happiness. 
To  pour  the  lonely  plaint  of  woe, 
That  from  the  midnight  shadows  drear, 
Is  waited  to  no  human  ear ! 


SELFISHNESS. 

That  smooth-fac'd  gentleman,  trickling  commo- 
dity- 
Commodity  the  bias  of  the  wotM : 
The  world,  who  of  itself  is  poised  well. 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground ; 
Till  this  advantage,  this  vile  drawing  bias. 
This  sway  of  motion,  this  commodity. 
Makes  it  take  heed  fi-ora  all  indiflferency. 
From  an  direction,  purpose,  course,  intent 

Shaktpeart, 

Self-love  never  yet  could  look  on  truth. 
But  with  blear'd  beams ;  sleek  flattery  and  she 
Are  twin-born  sisters,  and  so  mix  their  eyes. 
As  if  you  sever  one,  the  other  dies. 

Btn  Jonton* 

And  though  aD  cry  down  sel(  none  means 
His  own  self  in  a  literal  sense. 

BuOer'B  Hudtbras. 

Whate'er  the  passion,  knowledge,  fiunoi  or  pei( 

No  one  wili  change  his  neighbour  lor  himself  f 

The  leam'd  is  happy  nature  to  explore. 

The  ibol  is  happy  that  he  knows  no  more ; 

The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given. 

The  poor  contents  him  with  the  care  of  heaven. 

See  the  blind  beggar  dance,  the  cripple  sing; 

The  sot  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king ; 

The  starving  chemist.  In  his  golden  views 

Supremely  blest,  the  poet  m  his  muse. 

The  selfish  heart  deserves  the  pain  it  foels ; 
More  gen'rous  sorrow,  while  it  sinks,  exab% 
And  eonseioiis  virtue  mitigatetf  the  pang. 

Young'o  Nigia  Thougku 
40 
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Self  11  the  medium  l0Mliefti*d  of  all, 
nroogh  whick  Opinion**  iMMwrhing'  beam  ean 

&n; 

And  paninjT  there,  the  deareet,  iteadieet  raj 
WiH  tinge  iti  light  and  torn  ite  line  aetray. 

Meore. 
How  cold  he  hearkene  to  tome  bankmpt's  woe. 
Nods  hia  wise  bead,  and  cries — **  I  told  70a  so  !** 
8prague*9  Poena. 
Ye  maj  twine  the  liTing  flowen 

Where  the  living  foontaina  glide. 
And  beneath  the  rosy  bowera 

Let  the  selfish  man  abide ; 
And  the  birds  upon  the  wing. 

And  the  barks  upon  the  wave, 
Shall  no  sense  of  freedom  bring,  — 

All  is  slavery  to  the  slave : 
Mammon's  elose-linkM  chains  have  bomd  him, 

Self-impos*d  and  seldom  burst; 
Tliough  heaven's  waters  gush  around  him. 

He  would  pine  with  earth's  poor  thirst 

Mn.  HM9  PoemM. 
TTie  craven's  iear  is  but  selfishness, 

like  his  merriment. 

WMttJsr't  Poflfit. 


SENSES. 

Hiis  |i0wer's  sense,  which  firani  abroad  doth  bring 
The  oolour,  taste,  and  touch,  and  scent  and  sound. 
The  quantity  and  sliape  of  every  thing 
Within  earth's  centre,  or  heaven's  circle  found. 

Sir  John  Dm9, 
And  though  things  sensible  be  numberlees, 
But  only  five  the  senses'  organs  be ; 
And  in  those  five  all  things  their  ibrms  express. 
Which  we  oan  touch,  ttste,  ftel,  or  hear,  or  see. 

Sir  Jokn  DmU. 
Something  there  is  more  needfiil  than  expense. 
And  something  previous  e'en  to  taste-— 'tis  eense : 
Good  sense  which  only  is  the  gift  of  heaven. 
And  though  no  science,  fiurly  worth  the  seven. 

Pipe. 
Of  plain  sound  sense  life's  current  coin  is  made ; 
With  that  we  drive  the  most  substantial  trade. 

Young, 

'T  IS  hard,  where  dulness  overrules. 
To  keep  good  sense  in  crowds  of  feob. 

SvfifL 

SENSIBILITY. 

Our  sensibilities  are  so  acAte, 

Ihe  fiwr  of  being  ailent  makes  us  mule. 


O  why  are  fermen  made  so  ooanm, 

Or  clergy  made  so  fine  7 
A  kick,  that  scarce  would  move  a  hofue, 

May  kifl  a  sound  divine. 

Couptr, 

The  soul  of  musie  dombeis  in  the  sheB, 
Tin  wak'd  and  kindled  by  the  msater's  spell; 
And  feeling  hearte— touch  them  but  lightly— pour 
A  thousand  melodies  unheard  befere ! 

Btgera'a  Human  L^ 
Yet  what  u  wit,  and  what  the  poet's  art  7 
Csn  genius  shield  the  vufaaerable  heart  7 
Ah  no !    Where  bright  imsgination  reigns, 
The  fine-wrought  spirit  feels  acuter  pains ; 
Where  glow  exalted  sense  and  taste  refin'd. 
There  keener  anguish  rankles  in  the  mind ; 
There  feeling  is  difius'd  through  every  part. 
Thrills  in  each  nerve,  and  lives  in  all  the  heart; 
And  thoee  whose  gen'rous  souls  each  tear  would 

keep 
From  others'  eyes,  are  bom  themselves  to  weep. 

HmmakMrnrt. 
Oh  I  life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours. 
Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowen, 
Is  always  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thoma. 

laoort. 
Sensibility,  how  charming. 

Thou,  my  friend,  canst  truly  tell ; 
But  distress,  with  horrors  arming. 

Thou  hast  also  known  too  weU ! 


Dearly  booght,  the  hidden  treasure. 
Finer  feelings  can  bestow ! 

Chords  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasnie. 
Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 


A  delicate,  frail  thing,— but  made 
For  spring  sunslune,  or  summer  shade. 
A  slender  flower,  unmeet  to  bear 
One  April  shower, — so  slight,  so  feir. 

ilftss  Lamdon, 

Day  by  day. 

The  gentle  creature  died  away. 
As  parts  the  odour  Scorn  the  rose, — 
As  fedes  the  sky  at  twilight's  close,  — 
She  past  so  tender  and  so  feir. 

MimLMadm. 

Like  the  mimosa,  shrinking  from 
The  blight  of  some  familiar  finger — 

Like  flowers  which  but  in  secret  Uoom, 
Where  aye  the  shelter'd  shadows  linger. 

And  which,  beneath  the  noon's  hot  ray. 

Would  feld  their  leaves  and  &de  away. 

nWttMr. 
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And,  dearest,  tho«f  ii  tUnd  eye  aioae 
May  see  in  me  a  single  gra«e, 

I  care  not,  so  Iboa  e*Qr  oanst  find 
A  hidden  sweetness  in  my  faoe» 

llioagrh  time  thy  hloom  is  stealing^. 
There's  still  beyond  his  art, 

Hie  wild-flower  wreatii  of  iheiin|f, 
The  Bonbeam  of  the  heart. 


Jtrrs.  iVeaZ. 


HaOeek. 


*Twas  then  the  Unsh  siiffns'd  her  cheek. 
Which  told  what  words  oonld  never  speak  ;— 
He  answer  *s  written  deeply  now, 
On  this  warm  cheek,  and  glowing  brow. 

iMcrtHa  Mmim  Davidmn, 

Roses  bloom,  and  then  they  wither ; 

Cheeks  are  bri|rht,  then  fade  and  die ; 
Shapes  of  light,  are  waAed  hither, 

Then,  like  visions,  hurry  by. 

Pereival. 


SERVANTS.    SERVICE. 

*Tis  the  curse  of  service, 
Preferment  goes  by  letter  and  affection. 
And  not  by  old  gradation ;  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first 

Shakt,  OtheOo. 

I  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him ; 
We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
CamMC  be  truly  fbUow'd. 

SkakM.  (HhOla, 

Am  in  virtuous  actions. 
The  undertaker  finds  a  full  reward. 
Although  conierrM  upon  unthankful  men : 
So,  an^  service  done  to  so  much  sweetness, 
However  dangerous,  in  your  fkvour  finds 
A  wish'd  and  glorious  end. 

Ma§9v»ger'M  Dukt  of  MQan, 

Though  I  love 
My  limbs  as  well  as  any  man,  if  you  had  now 
A  humour  to  kick  me  lame  into  an  office. 
Where  I  might  sit  in  state  and  undo  others. 
Should  I  not  be  bound  to  kiss  the  foot  that  did  it  7 
Though  it  seem  strange,  there  have  been  such 

things  seen 
In  the  memory  of  man. 

Ma»ringai*B  Dvlkt  cf  Milan. 

Expect  not  more  firom  servants  than  is  just ; 
Reward  them  well,  if  they  observe  their  trust, 
Nor  with  them  cruelty  or  pride  invade ; 
ffince  God  and  naiore  them  onr  brothers  made. 

Denhmn. 


1  am  not  of  that  harsh  and  morose  temper 

As  some  great  men  are  taz'd  with ;  who  imagias 

They  part  fitim  the  respect  due  to  their  honours. 

If  they  use  not  such  as  follow  them. 

Without  distinction  of  thsir  births,  like  slaves. 

im  not  so  conditioned :  I  can  make 
A  fitting  diff  Venoe  between  my  fbot*boy. 
And  a  gentleman,  by  want  compellM  to  serve  me. 
Ma$8Mger'g  New  Way  to  pay  old  Ddio. 


SEXTON. 

See  yonder  maker  of  the  dead  man^s  bed. 

The  sexton,  hoarj-headed  chronicle  i 

Of  hard  unmeaning  face,  down  which  ne*er  stoki 

A  gentle  tear ;  with  mattock  in  his  hand. 

Digs  through  whde  rows  of  kindred  and  aoquaint- 

ance 
By  fiir  his  juniors !  scarce  a  skull  *s  cast  up 
But  well  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tell 
Some  passage  of  his  life.    Thus,  hand  in  hand. 
The  sot  has  walk*d  with  death  twice  twenty  years 
And  yet  ne*or  younker  on  the  green  laughs  louder 
Or  dobs  a  smuttier  tale ;  when  drunkards  meet. 
None  sings  a  merrier  catch,  or  lends  a  hand 
More  willing  to  his  cup.  Poor  wretch ;  he  minds 

not 
That  aotna  some  trusty  brother  of  the  trade 
ShaU  do  lor  him  what  he  has  done  for  thousands 

Biair'o  Omo. 


SHAME. 

Shame  sticks  ever  close  to  the  ribs  of  I 
Great  men  are  never  found  after  it : 
It  leaves  some  ache  or  other  in  their  names  8tiil« 
Which  their  posterity  feel  at  ev'ry  weather. 

MiddUttm, 

For  often  vice  provoked  to  shame. 
Borrows  the  colour  of  a  virtuous  deed. 
Thus  libertines  are  chaste,  and  misers  good, 
A  coward  valiant,  and  a  priest  sincere. 

8eweW$  Sir  WaJUr  RaleigL 

I  can  bear  scorpions*  stings,  tread  fields  of  fire» 
In  firozen  gulfe  of  cold  eternal  lie, 
Be  toss'd  aloft  through  tracts  of  endless  void. 
But  cannot  live  in  shame. 

Josfina  BaiIUt?$  BaoH 

That  holy  shame,  which  ne*er  forgets 
What  clear  renown  it  us'd  to  vrear; 
Whose  blush  remains  when  virtue  seta. 
To  show  her  sunshine  has  been  there. 

Jfoors'f  Lme$  ofAo  Angom 
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When  knavw  and  ibdlf  oombiaM  o^er  all  pt«v«il 
When  jasti«e  halte,  and  right  begins  to  lafl, 
ETen  then  the  boldest  start  from  pabUe  sneers, 
Afraid  of  shame —unknown  to  others*  fhars. 
More  darkly  sin,  by  satire  kept  In  awe. 
And  shrink  from  ridicnle,  though  not  from  law. 
ByrwC9  Engluk  Bards  and  Seaieh  Raaiewtn. 


SHEPHERD. 
His  folded  flook  secure,  the  shepherd  home 
Hies,  merry-heartrd ;  and  by  turns  relieves 
The  ruddy  milk-maid  of  her  brimming  pail ; 
The  beauty  whom  perhaps  Ids  witless  heart. 
Unknowing  what  the  joy-niizt  anguish  means. 
Sincerely  loves,  by  that  best  language  shown 
Of  cordial  glances,  and  obliging  deeds. 

TTumuon^s  Seasons. 
And  leads  me  to  the  mountain-brow. 
Where  sits  the  shepherd  on  the  grassy  turC 
Inhaling,  healthful,  the  descending  sun. 
Around  him  feeds  his  many  bleating  flock, 
Of  various  cadence;  and  his  sportive  lambs, 
Hiis  way  and  that  convolvM,  in  friskiul  glee, 
Their  ftoUcs  play.  Thomson^s  Srassm. 

The  honse-wife  waits  to  roU  her  fleecy  stores, 
With  all  her  gay.dress*d  maids  attending  round. 
One,  chiefl  in  gracious  dignity  enthron*d. 
Shines  o'er  the  rest,  the  pastoral  queen,  and  rays 
Her  smiles,  sweet  beaming,  on  her  shepherd  king ; 
While  the  glad  circle  round  them  yield  their  souls 
To  festive  mirth,  and  wit  that  knows  no  galL 

ThmnsoiCs  Seasons* 
Frequent  in  the  sounding  hall,  they  wake 
The  rwal  gamboL    Rustic  mirth  goes  round ; 
The  simple  joke  tbiU  takes  the  shepherd's  heart. 
Easily  pleas'd ;  the  long  loud  laugh,  sincere ; 
The  kiss,  snatchM  hasty  from  the  sidelong  maid, 
Ob  purpose  guardless,  or  pretending  sleep; 
The  leap,  the  slap,  the  haul ;  and,  shook  to  notes 
Of  native  music,  the  respondent  dance. 
Thus  jocund  fleets  with  them  the  winter  night 

Thomson's  Seasons, 
Tlic  homely  villager,  the  drudge  of  life. 
Who  eats  but  as  he  toils,  is  happier  far : 
No  self-division,  bosom  anarchy, 
Disturbs  his  hours ;  thoughtless  he  labours  on. 
Nor  is  at  leisure  to  be  wretched. 

HatMUiiPs  Ssandtrheg. 


SHIP. 

Vour  ships  are  not  well  mann*d : 

Your  mariners  are  muleteers,  reapers,  people 

lugroos'd  by  swift  impress. 

iS^aka.  Antony  and  Cltopatrm. 


The  barge  she  sat  in,  like  a.  faonUf  d  Hbmrn, 
Bum'd  on  the  water:  the  poop  was  baatn  gold; 
Purple  the  sails,  and  so  perfhmed,  that 
The  winds  were  lovesick  with  tliom:  Hm  em 

were  silver. 
Which  to  the  tune  of  flntea  kapt  stroke^  and  made 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  foOow  ftsler. 
As  amorous  of  their  strokes. 

Siaka.  AnUmy  and  Clsapatn, 

Suppose  that  you  have  seen 
The  well-appointed  king  at  Hampton  pier 
Embark  his  royalty ;  and  his  brave  fleet 
With  silken  streamers  the  young  Phcsbus  issoin^, 
Play  with  your  fancies ;  and  in  them  behold, 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle,  ship-boys  climbing : 
Hear  the  shrill  whistle,  which  doth  order  give 
To  sounds  confus'd :  behold  the  threaden  saila, 
Borne  with  th'  invisible  and  creeping  wind, 
Draw  tiie  huge  bottoms  through  the  flirrowM  sea, 
Breasting  the  lofly  surge. 

Siaks.  Hsnry  F. 

Do  but  think 
Tou  stand  upon  the  rivage,  and  behold 
A  city  on  th*  inconstant  billovrs  dancing; 
For  so  appears  this  fleet  majestical. 
Holding  due  course  to  Harfleur. 

Shdts.  Hemy  V. 

So  turns  the  faithful  needle  to  the  pole, 
Though  mountains  rise  between  and  oceans  roH 

Danein, 

The  obedient  steel  with  living  instinct  mores, 
And  veers  for  ever  to  the  pde  it  loves. 

DarwuL 

She  comes  majestic  with  her  swelling  saili^ 
The  gallant  bark ;  along  her  watery  way 
Homeward  she  drives  before  the  lavouring  gtles; 
Now  flirting  at  their  length  the  streamers  play. 
And  now  they  ripple  with  the  ruflUrg  breese. 

Southof. 

On  each  gay  deck  they  might  behold 
Lances  of  steel  and  crests  of  gold. 
And  hauberks  with  their  bumish'd  fold, 
That  shimmerM  fair  and  free ; 
And  each  proud  galley,  as  she  pass'd. 
To  the  wild  cadence  of  the  blast 
Gave  wilder  minstrelsy. 

ScoWs  Lord  of  the  Idm. 

Upon  the  gale  she  stoop'd  her  side. 
And  bounded  o'er  the  swelling  tide, 
Ab  she  were  dancing  home ; 
The  merry  seamen  langh'd  to  see 
Their  gallant  ship  so  lustily 

Furrow  tiie  green  sea-foam. 

SetiCaMmnum. 


saKPwraxjK. 
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Meml/*  awrrily  goes  tbe  hark. 

On  a  braaae  from  the  northward  free; 

So  ihoots  thnqf  h  the  nwmmg  sky  the  lai^. 

Or  the  ewan  throuf  h  the  anmnier  aea. 

How  gloriously  her  gallant  course  she  goes ! 
Her  white  wings  flying — never  from  her  fbes ; 
She  walks  the  waters  like  a  thing  of  life, 
And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  strifb. 
Who  would  not  brave  the  battle-fire — ^the  wreck- 
To  more  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck  7 

BytwCi  Conoir, 

That  trembling  vassal  of  the  pole. 
The  ibeling  compass,  navigation's  sonL 

Bynn's  Island, 
0 1  glciionsly  npon  the  deep 

The  gallant  vessel  rides ; 
And  she  is  mistress  of  the  winds. 

And  mistress  of  the  tides. 
And  never  but  for  her  tall  ships  ^ 

Had  England  been  so  proud ; 
Or  before  the  might  of  the  Island  Qneen 

The  kings  of  the  earth  have  bow'd. 
But  alas !  for  the  widow  and  orphan's  tear, 

When  the  death-flag  sweeps  the  wave ; 
Alas !  that  the  laurel  of  victory 

Most  grow  but  upon  the  grave ! 

Mist  London, 

See  how  yon  flaming  herald  treads 

The  ridg'd  and  rolling  waves, 
As  crashing  o'er  their  crested  heads, 

She  bows  her  surly  slaves ! 
With  foam  before  and  fire  behind, 

She  rends  the  clinging  sea. 
That  flies  before  the  roaring  wind. 

Beneath  her  hissing  lee. 

O.  W.Holma^TlkStMmbottL 

With  clashing  wheel  and  lifting  keel. 

And  smokmg  torch  on  high. 
When  winds  are  loud  and  billows  reel, 

She  thunders  foaming  by ; 
When  seas  are  silent  and  serene. 

With  even  beam  she  glides, 
The  sunshine  glimmering  through  the  green 

That  skirts  her  gleaming  sides. 

O.  W.  Hobttes—-  7%s  Steamboat, 


SHIPWRECK. 

All,  all,  the  stonn 
Devoured ;  and  now,  o'er  his  late  envy'd  fortanie» 
The  dolphins  bound,  and  wat'ry  mountains  roar, 
Triomphant  in  his  ruiii» 

Yowt^o  Reoongs, 


A  rotten  oaceass  of  a  boast,  not  xigg'd. 
Nor  tackle,  sail,  nor  mast;  the  very  tate 
InstuiGtively  had  quit  ii:  there  they  hoist  M| 
To  cry  to  the  sea  that  roar'd  to  us ;  to  sigh 
To  the  winds,  whose  pity,  righing  baek  again. 
Did  us  but  loving  wrong. 

Shako,  Tfffitffil 

I  saw  your  brother, 
Moot  provident  In  peril,  bind  himself 
(Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  practice) 
To  a  strong  mast,  that  liv'd  upon  the  sea  s 
Where,  like  Arion  on  the  dolphin's  back, 
I  saw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves. 
So  long  as  I  could  see. 

Shah.  Twelfth  NighL 

On  Scylla  or  Charybdis  (dangerous  rocks !) 
She  strikes  rebounding ;  whence  the  shatter'd  oak 
So  fierce  a  shock  unable  to  withstand. 
Admits  the  sea :  in  at  the  gaping  side 
Hie  crowding  waves  gush  with  impetuous  rage. 
Resistless,  overwhelming ;  horrors  seize 
Hie  mariners ;  death  in  their  eyes  appears, 
They  stare,  they  rave,  they  pump,  they  swear,  thej 

pray; 
(Vain  efibrts !)  still  the  battering  waves  rush  in. 
Implacable,  till,  delug'd  by  the  foam. 
The  ship  sinks  foundering  in  the  vast  abyss. 

Philipo's  Splendid  Shilling, 

A  piteous,  feaxild  sight—* 
A  noble  vessel  labouring  with  the  storm, 
tfeth  strack  upon  the  rocks  beneath  our  walls, 
And  by  the  quivering  gleams  of  li^  blue 
Her  deck  b  crowded  with  despairing  sods, 
And  in  the  hollow  pauses  of  the  storm 
We  heard  their  piercing  cries. 

MfffiH'fn'e  oifff Ml* 

Wave  high  your  torches  on  each  crag  and  cliff- 
Let  many  lights  blaze  on  our  battlements  — 
Shout  to  them  in  the  pauses  of  the  storm. 
And  tell  them  there  is  hope  — 
And  let  our  deep-ton'd  bell  its  loudest  peal 
Send  cheerfolly  o'er  the  deep  — 
Twill  be  a  comfort  to  the  wretched  souls 
In  their  extremity  —  all  things  are  possible ; 
Fresh  hope  may  give  them  strength,  and  strength 
deliverance.  Jtfafurin's  Bertram, 

It  is  too  late; 
For  naay  a  fothem  doth  the  beetling  rock 
Rise  O'er  the  breaker's  surge  that  dashes  o'er  them ; 
No  help  of  human  hand  can  reach  them  there 
One  hour  will  hush  their  cries — and  by  the  mor» 
Thou  wilt  behold  the  ruin — ^wreck  and  oorse 
Fknt  on  the  weltering  wave. 

Maturin^o  Bortrmt 
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FivB  hundred  loiils  in  one  uwtent  «f  diMul 

Aro  hurried  o*er  the  deck ; 

And  ftet  the  roiBerable  ehip 

Becomes  a  lifblen  wreck. 

Her  keel  hath  itruok  on  a  hidden  reek. 

Her  planks  are  torn  asunder. 

And  down  eomes  her  mast  with  a  reeling  shook. 

And  a  hideous  crash  like  thunder, 

Her  sails  are  draggled  in  the  brine 

That  gladdenM  late  the  skies. 

And  her  pendant  thatkiss'd  the  &ir  moonshine, 

Down  many  a  fathom  lies. 

Oh  i  many  a  dream  was  in  the  ship 

An  hour  befive  her  death ; 

And  eights  of  home  with  sighs  disturbM 

Tlie  sleepers*  long  drawn  breath. 

Instead  of  the  murmur  of  the  sea 

The  sailor  heard  the  humming-tree 

Alive  through  all  its  leaves. 

Hie  hum  of  the  spreading  sycamore 

Tliat  grows  before  his  cottage  door. 

And  the  swallow^s  song  in  the  eaves. 

His  arms  endosM  a  blooming  boy, 

Who  listenM  with  tears  of  sorrow  and  joy 

To  the  dangers  his  father  had  passed ; 

And  his  wife  —  by  turns  she  wept  and  smiled, 

As  she  look'd  on  the  father  of  her  child. 

Returned  to  her  heart  at  last 

—  He  wakes  at  the  vessers  sudden  loD, 

And  the  msh  of  waters  is  in  his  souL 

*T  was  twilight,  and  the  sunless  day  went  down 
Over  the  waste  of  waters,  like  a  veil. 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disdoee  the  ftown 
Of  one  whose  hate  is  roaekM,  but  to  assaiL 
Thus  to  their  hopeless  eyes  the  night  was  shown, 
.  And  grimly  darkled  o*er  their  &ces  pale, 
And  hopeless  eyes,  which  o*er  the  deep  alone 
Gaaed  dim  and  desolate ;  twelve  days  had  fear 
Been  their  lamilior ;  and  now  death  was  here. 

Byron. 
A  wreck  complete  she  roIlM 
At  mercy  of  the  waves :  whose  mercies  are 
Like  human  beings  during  civil  war. 

Sortie  loshM  them  in  their  hammocks,  some  put  on 
Their  best  clothes,  as  if  going  to  a  fair : 
Some  cursed  the  day  en  which  they  saw  the  sun. 
And  gnash*d  their  teeth,  and  haling,  tore  their 
hair.  Byron. 

And  there  he  lay,  fhll  length,  where  he  was  flung, 
Betore  the  entrance  of  a  cli£wom  cave. 
With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  its  pain. 
And  deem  that  it  was  sav'd,  perhaps  in  vain. 

ByrMk 


Then  rose  from  sea  to  aky  the  wild  fhrawoB, 
Then  shriekM  the  timid,  and  stood  still  the  btmee, 
Then  some  leapM  overboard  with  dreadful  yell. 
As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 
And  the  sea  y«wn*d  around  her  like  a  hell. 
And  down  she  suck*d  with  her  the  whiittiig  wave, 
Like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy. 
And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  he  die. 
And  first  one  universal  shriek  there  nish'd. 
Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 
Of  echoing  thunder;  and  then  all  was  hush'dt 
Save  the  wild  wind  and  the  remorseless  clash 
Of  billows ;  but  at  intervals  there  gushed, 
Accompanied  with  a  convulsive  splash, 
A  solitary  shriek,  the  bubbling  cry 
Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 

Byrm 

The  queenly  ship !  —  brave  hearts  had  striven. 

And  true  ones  died  with  her !  — 
We  saw  her  mighty  cable  riven. 

Like  floating  gossamer. 
We  saw  her  proud  flag  struck  that  mom 

A  star  once  o*er  the  seas— 
Her  anchor  gone,  her  deck  uptom  -« 

And  sadder  things  than  these  I 
We  saw  her  treasures  cast  away,  — 

The  rocks  with  pearb  were  sown. 
And,  strangely  sad,  the  ruby's  ray 

Flashed  out  o*er  fretted  stone, 
And  gold  was  strewn  the  wet  sands  o*er. 

Like  ashes  by  a  hree»; 
And  gorgeous  robes  —  but  oh !  that  shorn 

Had  sadder  things  than  these ! 
We  saw  the  strong  man  still  and  low, 

A  crush'd  reed  thrown  aside ! 
Yet,  by  that  rigid  lip  and  brow. 

Not  without  strife  he  died ! 

Ifrt.  Htmatu^i  Pmm. 

The  two  proud  sisters  of  the  sea. 

In  gkvy  and  in  doom ! 
Well  may  the  eternal  waters  be 

Their  broad,  unsculpturM  tomb ! 
The  wind  that  rings  along  the  wave. 

The  clear,  .unshadow'd  sun, 
Are  torch  and  trumpet  o'er  the  brave,— 

Their  last  green  wreath  is  won ! 
No  stranger-hand  their  banners  furPd, 

No  rictor's  shout  they  heard, 
Unseen,  above  them  ocean  curPd, 

Save  by  its  own  pale  bird ; 
The  gnashing  billows  heav*d  and  fell ; 

Wild  shriek*d  the  midnight  gale ; 
Far,  fkr  beneath  the  morning  swell 

Were  pennant,  spar,  and  sail ! 
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I  mint  go  o%p  tlie  w«  to  cIlMr  kn^  i 
Itiitheeallof  duty;  bol  fear  not, 
I  iball  retora,  and  llieii  cm  lofM  are  waaf, 
Droam  not  of  danger  on  the  tea — ei 
Protects  us  always,  and  the  honest  heart 

Fears  not  the  tempest 

PtrenoL 


SHOOTING. 

See  ham  the  brake  tiie  whirring  pheasant  springs, 
And  monnti  eznHing  on  triumphant  wings ; 
Short  is  his  joy;  he  feeb  the  fiery  wound, 
Flotten  in  blood,  and  panting  beats  the  ground. 
Ah !  what  avail  his  glossy  varying  dyes, 
His  purpled  erest  and  scariet^rded  eyes, 
Hie  vivid  green  his  shining  plumes  unlbld. 
His  painted  wings,  and  breast  that  flames  with 
gold?  P^'s  Wwdior  FonwL 

Thick  around 
Hiunders  the  sport  of  those,  who  with  the  gun, 
And  dog  impatient  bounding  at  the  shot, 
Worse  than  the  season,  desolate  the  fields ; 
And,  adding  to  the  ruins  of  the  year, 
Distress  the  fi»ted  or  the  feather'd  game. 

Thomson''B  Smmom, 

Here  the  rude  clamour  of  the  spovtman's  joy, 
The  gun  ftst  thundering,  and  the  winded  boras, 
Would  tempt  the  muse  to  sing  the  rural  game : 
How  in  his  mid-career,  the  spaniel  struck 
Stiff  by  the  tainted  gale,  with  open  nose. 
Outstretched,  and  finally  sensible,  draws  ftiB, 
Fearful,  and  cautious,  on  the  latent  prey ; 
As  in  the  sun  the  circling  covey  bask 
llieir  varied  plumes,  and  watchful  every  way 
Through  the  rough  stubble  turn  the  secret  eye. 
Oanght  in  the  meshy  snare,  in  vain  they  beat 
Their  idle  wings,  entangled  more  and  more : 
Nor  on  the  surges  of  the 'boundless  air, 
Though  borne  triumphant,  are  they  safe,  the  gun, 
Glanc'd  just,  and  spddon,  fhun  the  fowler's  eye, 
0*ertakes  their  sounding  pinions ;  and  again. 
Immediate  brings  them  from  the  towering  wing. 
Dead  to  the  ground :  or  drives  them  wide  dispersed, 
Wounded  and  wheeling  various,  down  the  wind. 
T%muon''$  Sea»onM, 

The  East  is  now  dappled  with  dawning  of  light; 
To  the  woods  for  the  deer,  ere  the  sun  is  in  sight ! 
The  white  firost  has  spread  its  fi'esh,  silver Jike 

veil, 
And  if  a  hoof  passes  it  tells  us  the  tale, 
The  hound  in  swill  gambols  darts  hither  and  yon. 
We  shoulder  our  rifles,  and  rapidly  en. 


HuslU  hark  to  that  sound  stedliuf  fiont  through 

the  wood! 
Heart  hammers,  breath  thickens,  swift  rashea  tfa* 

bkMd! 
It  swells  from  the  thicket  more  loud  and  men 


*Tis  the  hound  giving  tongue<!  he  is  driving  the 

deer! 
My  rifle  is  levePd — swift  tramplings  are  heard -^^ 
A  rustle  of  leaves — then,  with  flight  like  a  bird. 
His  antlen  thrown  back,  and  his  body  in  motion, 
With  quick  rise  and  fiJl  like  the  surge  of  tha 


Hb  eyeballs  wide  rolling  in  phrensied  affright— 
Out  bursts  the  magnificent  creature  to  sight ! 
A  bw  cry  I  utter ;  he  stops  —  bends  his  head« 
His  nostrils  distended,  limbs  quaking  with  dread  ; 
My  rifle  cracks  sharp — ^he  springs  wildly  on  high* 
Then  pitches  down  headlong,  to  quiver  and  die. 

StrdeCt  Poenu, 
A  morn  in  September— the  E2ast  is  yet  grey, 
G>me  Carlo !  come  Jupe !  we'll  try  fowling  to-day. 
The  rail-fence  is  leap'd,  and  the  wood-boughs  are 

round. 
And  a  moss-couch  is  spread  for  my  fl)ot  on  the 

ground. 
A  quick  startling  whirr  now  bursts  2oud  on  my 

ear— 
The  partridge  —  the    partridge  —  swift-pinionM 

by  fear. 
Low  onward  he  whizzes,  Jupe  yelps  as  he  sees, 
And  we  dash  through  the  brushwood,  to  note 

where  he  trees! 
I  see  him — his  brown-speckled  breast  is  display'd 
On  the  branch  of  yon  maple,  that  edges  the  glade ! 
My  fowling-piece  rings,  Jupe  darts  forward  so  fleet. 
Ere  I  load  he  lays  down  the  dead  bird  at  my  feet 

SVriMf s  Peemt. 
On  a  branch  the  bright  oride  dances  and  srogs. 
With  rich  crimson  bosom,  and  black  glossy  wings ; 
And  the  robin  lights  warbling,  then  flutters  away, 
For  I  harm  not  God's  creatures,  so  tiny  as  they. 

Strteet  PsoM. 
Near  yonder  hedge^row  where  high  grass  and 

ferns 
The  secret  hollow  shade,  my  pomters  stand. 
How  beautifiil  they  look!  with  outstretch'a  tails 
With  heads  immovaUe  and  eyes  fitst  fiz'd. 
One  fore-leg  rais'd  and  bent,  the  other  firm. 
Advancing  forward,  presses  on  the  ground ! 
Convolv'd  and  flutfringon  the  Uood-stain'd  earm, 
The  partridge  lies :- thus  one  by  one  they  fid!, 
Save  what  with  happier  fiite  escape  untouch'di 
And  o'er  the  open  fields  with  rapid  spoed 
To  the  dose  shelt'ring  uovert  wing  their  wan 

Vk 
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Bill  of  tfa'  •ipected  qport  a j  hesrt  beate  bigb^ 
And  with  impatient  step  I  haste  te  reach 
The  atiibbles,  where  the  scatterM  ean  afibrd 
A  sweet  repast  to  the  yet  heedless  game. 
Bow  mjr  brave  dogs  o*er  the  broad  Ainrews  bo«uad» 
Qijart*ring  their  ground  exactly.    Ah  I  that  point 
Answen  my  eager  hopea,  and  fills  my  breast 
With  joy  unspeakably.    How  close  they  lie ! 
Whilst  to  the  spot  with  steady  pace  I  tend. 
Now  fivm  the  ground  with  noisy  wing  they  bmt, 
And  dart  away.    My  victim  singled  out, 
In  his  aerial  course  fiJls  short,  nor  skims 
Th*  adjoining  hedge  o'er  which  the  rest  unhurt 
Have  pass*di 

VinuaL 

Ahi  nut-brown  partridges !  ah,  brilliant  pheasants ! 

And  ah,  ye  poachers!— -*T is  no  sport  for  pea- 

sants.  Bynn, 


SILENCE. 

Silence  is  only  commendable 
In  aneaf  8  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vendible. 

Shakt,  Merchant  of  Vemct, 
0,  my  Antonio,  I  do  know  of  these. 
That  therefore  are  reputed  wise, 
For  saying  nothing. 

Shaka,  Merchant  of  Venice, 

The  silence  oflen  of  pure  innocence 
Persuades,  when  speaking  fails, 

Shakg.  Winter'B  Tale. 
Out  of  this  silenoe,  yet  I  pick*d  a  welcoOM : 
And  in  the  modesty  of  &arfld  duty 
I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  rattHng  toogne 
Of  saucy  and  audacious  eloquence. 

Shak4,  Mideummer  NighV9  Dnanu 
Silenoe  is  the  perfectest  herald  of  joy : 
I  were  but  little  happy,  if  I  eockl  say  how  mndu 
Shake.  Much  Ado  aboia  Notkmg. 
9ti]l*boin  silence,  thou  thai  art 
Floodgate  of  the  deeper  heart; 
Offspring  of  a  heavenly  kind ; 
fVost  o*  tb*  mouth  and  thaw  o*  th'  mind; 
Secrecy's  confidant,  and  he 
That  makes  religion  mystery; 
Admiration's  speaking'st  tongue— 
Leave  thy  desert  shades,  among 
Reverend  hermits'  haUow'd  celk. 
Where  retir'd'st  devotnn  dweUe; 
With  thy  enthustasnui  eome  | 
•Soiie  this  maid,  and  make  her  damk 

Rkhard  FUdMo^o  Lto^o 
Silence  ir>  woman,  is  fike  speech  in  man ; 
Pan?  t  w«o  car 

Jomm'eSikiAWi 


You  know  my  wishw  ever  yours  did  meett 
If  I  be  silent,  'tis  no  moro  but  ftar 
That  I  shMdd  aay  too  tittle  w|ien  I  apenk. 

Xody  Gcrae'^  Utrtni. 
*T  is,  alas, 

His  modest,  bashful  nature,  and  pore  innocence, 
lliat  makes  him  silent;  think  you  that  bright 

rose. 

That  buds  within  his  cheeks,  vras  planted  there 
9y  guilt  or  shame  7  no,  he  has  always  been 
So  unacquainted  vrith  all  arts  of  sin. 
That  but  to  be  suspected,  strikes  him  dmnh, 
With  wonder  and  amaaement. 

Lo !  sUence  himsdf  is  her^ 
MeUd^ks  I  see  the  midnight  god  appear. 
In  aU  his  downy  pomp  array'd, 
Behold  the  rev'rend  shade; 
An  ancient  sigh  he  sits  upon, 
Whose  memory  of  sound  is  long  nnce  gone, 
And  purposely  annihilated  fer  his  throne : 
Beneath  two  soft  transparent  clouds  do  meet ; 
In  which  he  seems  to  sink  his  softer  ieot, 
A  melancholy  thought,  condens'd  to  air, 
Stolen  firom  a  lover  in  despair. 
Like  a  thin  mantle,  serves  to  vrrap 
In  fluid  folds  his  visionary  shape, 
A  wreath  of  darkness  romid  his  head  he  vraan, 
Whose  curling  mists  supply  the  want  of  hairs* 
While  the  still  vapours,  which  fttim  poppies  rine^ 
Bedew  his  hoary  &ce,  and  lull  his  eyesu 

Congreoem 

Silenoe!  coeval  with  eternity; 

Thou  wert,  ere  nature's  self  began  to  be; 

'Twas  one  vast  nothing  all,  and  all  skfA  feat  in 

thee.  Fafo, 

The  tongue  mov'd  gently  first,and  speeok  was  kfw, 
Till  wrangling  science  taught  it  noise  and  show, 
And  wioked  wit  arose,  thy  most  abusive  ibe» 
But  rebel  wit  deserte  thee  oft  in  vain; 
Lost  in  the  maxe  of  woods  he  turns  again, 
And  seeks  a  surer  state,  and^  courts  thy  gentle 

reign. 

Then  lelt  I  like  some  watoher  of  the  skies, 

When  a  new  planet  swims  into  his  ken ; 
Or  like  stout  Cortez,  when  with  eagle  eyes 

He  star'd  at  the  Pacific — and  all  his  men 
Look'd  at  each  other  with  a  wild  surmise  •« 

Silent,  upon  a  peak  in  Darien. 

KeaU—SotrndL 
By  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  woe, 

Tliis  heart,  no  longer  free. 
Must  bear  the  love  it  cannot  show. 

And  silent  ache  for  tiiee 

Jvynn. 
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Th«y  Dover  Ibhf 
Those  eemmer  flios  that  fiii  oo  faylj  lound  theo, 
They  never  felt  one  inomoat  wfattt  I  feel, 
Whii  vaek  a  eileiit  tendernen,  and  keep 
So  closelj  in  my  heart. 

PerciaaU 

The  temple  of  nor  pnreit  tbon^hte  b  -^nleDoe ! 
Afr«.  HaWs  Ormond  Gronemr. 
There  is  a  silence  where  hath  been  no  soond. 
There  is  a  silence  where  no  sound  may  be, 
In  the  cold  gra^e,  under  the  deep,  deep  sea, 
Or  in  wide  desert  where  no  life  is  found, 
Which  hath  been  mute,  and  still  must  sleep  pro- 
Ibund; 
No  voice  fl  hush'd,  —  no  life  treads  silently, 
But  clouds  and  cloudy  shadows  wander  free, 
lliat  never  spoke,  over  the  idle  ground : 
But  in  green  ruins,  in  the  desdate  walls 

Of  antique  palaces,  where  man  hath  been. 
Though  the  dun  fbz  or  wild  hyeiia  calls. 
And  owls  that  flit  continually  between, 
Shriek  to  the  echo,  and  the  low  wind  moan, 
Inhere  the  true  silence  is,  sel^onscious  and  alone. 

ThamMUmL 


SIN. 


From  love  of  grace, 
Lay  not  that  flatt*rtttg  unction  to  your  soul. 
That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness  speaks : 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulc'rous  place ; 
Whilst  rank  corruption,  mining  aJl  within, 
•Infects  unseen ;  confess  yourself  to  heav*n ; 
Repent  what  *8  past,  avoid  what  is  to  come ; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds 
To  make  them -ranker. 

Sfuikt.  HamUL 

Foul  deeds  will  rise,  - 
Though  an  the  earth  overwhelm  them,  to  men^s 
eyes.  Shak9.  Hamlets 

He  that  for  love  of  goodness  hateth  ill. 
Is  more  crown-worthy  still 
Than  he,  which  for  sin's  penalty  forbears ; 
W^  heart  sins,  though  he  fears. 

JonBon  $  EftgronMm 

O  the  dangerous  siege 
Sin  lays  about  ns !    And  the  tyranny 
He  exercises  when  ho  hath  ezpung'd, 
Like  to  the  horror  of  a  winter's  thunder, 
Miz'd  w|th  a  gushing  storm ;  that  suffers  nothing 
To  stir  abroad  on  earth,  but  their  own  rages, 
Is  sin,  when  it  hath  gatherM  head  above  us : 
No  roof^  an  shelter  can  secure  us  so. 
Bat  he  will  drown  our  cheeks  in  fear  or  woe.  . 
CAopmaii's  BmMty  D*AtnbaiM, 


*Ti8  fearful  building  upon  any  sin; 
One  mischief  enter*d,  brings  another  in : 
The  second  pulls  a  third,  the  third  draws  more. 
And  they  for  all  the  rest  sot  ope  the  door : 
Till  custom  take  away  the  Judging  sense, 
That  to  offend  we  think  it  no  offence. 

SmUh'a  Hector  cf  Germany 
Our  sins,  like  to  our  shadows  ^ 
When  our  day  is  in  its  glory,  scarce  appcar'd : 
Towards  our  evening  bow  great  and  monstrous 
Tbey  are ! 

StteUtn^t  Aglaura, 

The  other  shape, 
If  shape  it  might  be  callM  that  shape  had  none 
Distinguishable  in  member,  joint,  or  limb ; 
Or  substance  might  be  callM  that  shadow  scem'd ; 
For  each  seemM  either;  black  it  stood  as  night. 
Fierce  as  ten  furies,  terrible  as  hell. 
And  ahock  a  dreadful  dart ;  what  seem'd  his  head, 
The  likeness  of  a  kingly  crown  had  on. 
Satan  was  now  at  hand ;  and  from  his  seat 
The  monster,  moving  onward,  esme  as  fast 
With  horrid  strides ;  hell  trembled  as  he  strode. 
MiU(m*9  Paradi9e  LtmL 

Earnest  toil  and  strong  endeavour 

Of  a  spirit  which  within 
Wrestles  with  familiar  evil 

And  besetting  sin. 

WAittisr't  Poem», 

Know*st  thou  not  all  germs  of  evil 

In  thy  heart  await  their  time  7 
Not  thyself  but  God*s  restraining,  y 

Stays  their  growth  of  crime. 

WhiUi€i'9  Paem$ 

Thou  wilt  not  cfarontde  our  sand  Jike  sbs ; 
For  sin  is  smaD,  and  mean,  and  barren.    Good 
Only  is  great,  and  generous,  and  firuitfoL 
Number  the  mountains,  not  the  sands,  O  Godi 

BaikifM  Fettm. 
O  sin,  what  hast  thou  done  to  this  fair  earth ! 

Dana*9  Poenm 

Sin  hath  broke  the  world's  sweet  peace-— unstrung 

Th'  harmonious  chords  to  which  the  angels  sung 

J)awt^9  Bueeanem 


SINCERITY. 

I  cannot  hide  what  I  am :  I  must  be 
Sad  when  I  have  cause,  and  smile  at  no  man's 
Jests ;  eat  when  I  have  stomaoh,  and  watt  for 
No  man's  leiswe;  sleep  when  I  am  drowsy. 
And  tend  on  no  man's  business;  laugu  when  1 
Am  merry,  and  claw  no  man  in  his  humour. 

Shak$,  Mvch  Ado  about  IMnng 
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SINGL&LIFB. 


Men  should  be  what  they  seem : 
Or,  those  that  be  not,  wotdd  thej  might  seem  none. 

ShakM.  Othdlo, 

His  nature  is  too  noble  for  t}ie  world : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident. 

Or  Jove  for  *s  power  to  thunder :  bis  heart's  his 

mouth: 
What  his  breast  forges  that  his  tongue  must  vent; 
And,  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  name  of  death. 

Shak$.  Ceriolomis. 

His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles : 
His  love  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate; 
His  tears  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  heart; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  heav*n  from  earth. 
Shaki.  Tim  GetUUmen  ef  Venma. 

Because  I  lie  here  at  thy  feet, 
The  humble  booty  of  thy  oonquVing  eyes, 
And  lay  my  heart  all  open  in  thy  sight. 
And  tell  thee  I  am  thine,  and  tell  thee  right; 
And  do  not  suit  my  looks,  nor  clothe  my  words 
In  other  cdloors  than  my  thoughts  do  wear. 
But  do  thee  right  in  all,  thou  scomest  me 
As  if  thou  didst  not  love  sincerity. 
Never  did  crystal  more  apparently 
Present  tlio  colour  it  contain*d  withjn, 
Hian  have  tlicse  eyes,  these  tears,  this  tongue  of 

mine 
BewrayM  my  heart  and  told  how  much  I  *m  thine. 
Danieft  Arcadia. 

'^  For  my  own  part,  I  consider 
Nature  without  apparel;  without  disguising 
Of  custom  or  compliment;  I  give  thoughts 
Words,  and  words  truth,  and  truth  b<ddness.   6ho 


Honest  freeness  makes  it  her  virtue  to 
Bpoak  what  she  thinks,  will  make  it  her 
To  thmk  wiwt  is  good. 


Jlanleii. 


I  camiot  clotlio  my  thoughts,  and  just  deffenee 

In  sudi  an  abject  phrase,  but  *t  will  appear 

Equal,  if  not  above  my  low  condition. 

I  need  no  bombast  language,  stolen  fix>m  such. 

As  make  nobility  from  prodigious  terms 

The  IicurcrM  understand  not;  I  bring  with  me 

No  woaltli  to  boast  of;  neitlier  can  I  number 

Uncertain  fortune's  favours  with  my  merits: 

I  dare  not  force  affection,  or  presume 

To  cousure  her  discretion  that  looks  on  me 

As  a  weak  man,  and  not  her  faney'd  idol. 

Jfosfiiig€r*«  BsmhNffii. 

G»j»i  weighs  tlie  heart ;  whom  we  can  never  move 
|{v  oui<vard  actions,  without  inward  love. 

W«tfttM. 


Innoosnee,  below,  enjoys 
Security,  and  quiet  sleeps ;  murder's  not  beard  oC 
Treachery  is  a  stranger  there ;  they  enjoy 
Their  friends  and  loves  without  ravishment ; 
They  are  all  equal,  evVy  one 's  a  prince, 
And  rules  himself;  they  speak  not  with  their  eyes, 
Or  brows,  but  with  the  tongue,  and  that  too  dwells 


In  the  heart 


SieUy  mnd  N^pht^ 


Sincerity's  my  chief  delight 

The  darting  pleasure  of  the  mind ; 

O  that  I  could  to  her  invito. 

All  the  whole  race  of  human  kind ; 

Take  her,  mortals,  she's  worth  m6re 

Than  all  your  gbry,  all  your  fahy, 

Than  all  your  glittering  boasted  store, 

Than  all  the  things  that  you  can  namob 

Slie  *11  with  her  bring  a  joy  divine, 

AU  that's  good,  and  all  that's  fine. 

Lady  ChudUigJL 

Hor  wQids  are  trusty  heralds  to  her  mind. 

John  Fard't  Z.ooe's  Saciifiau 

Sincerity, 
Thou  first  of  virtues,  let  no  mortal  leave 
Thy  onward  path,  although  the  earth  should  gape, 
And  from  the  gulf  of  hell  destruction  rise,— 
To  take  dissimulation's  winding  way. 

//(Mite's  Donglati, 

You  have  a  natural  wise  sincerity, 

A  simple  truthfulness ; 
And,  though  yourself  not  unacquaint  with  eare^ 

Have  in  your  heart  wide  room. 

Jame$  R.  LawdP9  Peona. 


SINGLE-LfFE. 

A  wife !  O  fetters 
To  man's  blcss'd  liberty !  All  this  world's  prison, 
Heav'n  the  high  wall  about  it  sin  the  gaoler ; 
But  th'  iron  shackles,  weighing  down  our  heels, 

Are  only  women. 

Deckn'9  Wonder  cfike  Kingdm 

Say  a  man  never  marry,  nor  have  children ; 
What  takes  that  from  him  7    Only  the  bare  name 
Of  being  a  father,  or  the  weak  delight 
To  see  the  little  wanton  ride  a  cock^iorsa 
Upon  a  painted  stick,  or  hoar  him  cfaattor 
Like  a  taught  starling. 

Wcbster'9  Dueke§$  tf  Maffy 

A  baclielor 
May  thrive  by  observation  on  a  Uttte; 
A  single  life's  no  burthen :  but  to  draw 
In  yokes  is  chargeable,  and  will  re^uiro 
A  double  maintenance. 

Jo&a  FonlP*  JPcney's  ChaHe  mmd  JVsUs 
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O  fie  upon  tbw  nngleJifb !  fivtgo  it 

WAaUi**  Dudun  ^Maffy. 

fWir  Hermia,  qacstion  your  desires, 

Know  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  blood, 

Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  father*8  choice, 

Too  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun ; 

For  aye  to  be  in  shady  cloister  mew'd. 

To  tive  a  barren  sister  all  your  life. 

Chanting  faint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitiest  mooo. 

Thrice  blessed  they  that  master  so  their  blood, 

To  undergo  such  maiden  pilgrimage : 

But  earlier  happy  is  the  rose  distiilM, 

Than  that  which  withering  on  the  virgin  thorny 

Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  single  blessedness. 

Skak9^  Midsummer  NighVt  Drtam, 

Her  bosom  was  a  sod  retreat 

For  love,  and  love  alciie, 
And  yet  her  heart  had  never  beat 

To  love's  delicious  tone; 
It  dwelt  within  its  circle  free 

From  tender  thoughts  like  these, 
Waiting  the  little  deity 

As  the  blossom  waits  the  breeae. 
Before  it  throws  it  leaves  apart, 
And  trembles  like  a  love.touch*d  heart ' 

Jfrf .  Wdbtf. 

SKULL. 

Removo  yon  skull  from  out  the  scatter*d  heaps ; 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  God  may  dwell  7 
Why  ev*n  the  worm  at  last  disdains  her  shatterM 

cell! 
Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  ruhiM  wall. 
Its  chambers  desolate,  and  portals  foul : 
Yes,  this  was  once  ambition's  airy  hall, 
TheVlome  of  thought,  tfie  palace  of  the  soul: 
Behold  through  each  lacklustre,  eyeless  hole, 
The  gay  recess  of  wisdom  and  of  wit. 
And  passion's  host,  that  never  brook'd  control : 
Can  all,  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ, 
People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit? 

Byron't  ChOde  HanHd, 

O  empty  vauH  of  former  glory ! 
Whcre'ter  thou  wert  in  time  of  old. 
Thy  suriaoe  tells  thy  living  sUiry, 
Though  now  so  hollow,  dead,  and  cold; 
For  in  thy  form  is  yet  descried 
The  traces  left  of  young  desire ; 
Tho  painter's  art,  the  statosroan'e  pride. 
The  muse's  song,  the  poet's  fire; 
But  those,  fbrsooth,  now  seem  le  be 
Mere  lumpe  m  thy  periphery. 


These  various  organs  shew  the  place 

Where  friendship  k>v'd,  where  passion  gknr'd» 

Where  veneration  grew  in  grace. 

Where  justice  sway'd,  where  man  was  proud— 

Whence  wit  its  slippery  sallies  threw 

On  vanity,  thereby  defeated; 

Where  hope's  imaginary  view 

Of  things  to  come  (fond  fod)  is  seated ; 

Where  circumspection  made  us  fear, 

'Mid  gleams  of  joy  some  danger  near. 

Dr,  FimUr 
Old  wall  of  man's  most  noble  part. 
While  now  I  trace  with  trembling  hand 
Thy  sentiments,  how  oft  I  start, 
Dismay'd  at  such  a  jarring  band ! 
Man,  with  discordant  frenzy  fraught. 
Seems  either  madman,  fool,  or  knave; 
To  try  to  live  is  all  he's  Uught  — 
To  'scapo  her  foot  who  nought  doth  save 
In  life's  proud  race;  —  (unknown  our  goaj) 
To  strive  against  a  kindred  souU 

Dr.  Forwter 
And  canst  thou  teach  to  future  m^n 
The  way  his  evils  to  repair  — 
Say,  O  memento, — of  tlie  span 
Of  mortal  life  7  for  if  tho  care 
Of  truth  to  science  be  not  given, 
(From  whom  no  treachery  can  sever,) 
There 's  no  dependence  under  heaven 
That  error  may  not  reign  fbr  ever. 
May  future  heads  more  learning  cull 
From  thee  when  my  own  head 's  a  skuU. 

Dr,For$Ur 

SLANDER. 

And  therein  were  a  thousand  tongues  empight 

Of  sundry  kinds  and  sundry  quality ; 

Some  were  of  dogs,  that  barked  day  and  nighty 

And  some  of  cats,  that  wrawling  still  did  cry. 

And  some  of  bears,  that  groan'd  continually. 

And  some  of  tigers,  tliat  did  seem  to  gren. 

And  snarl  at  all  that  ever  passed  by ; 

But  most  of  tliem  were  tongues  of  mortal  men. 

Which  spake  reproachfully,  not  caring  where  nor 

when. 
And  them  amongst  were  mingled,  here  and  theie^ 
The  tougucH  of  serpents  witli  three-forked  stinge. 
That  spat  out  poison  and  gore,  bloody  gere. 
At  all  who  came  within  his  ratcnings. 
And  spake  licentious  words  and  hateful  things 
Of  good  and  bad  alike,  of  low  and  high ; 
Ner  Kesara  spared  he  a  whit  nor  kingA, 
Bat  either  btottod  them  with  infamy. 
Or  bit  them  with  his  baneful  teeth  ^f  injury. 

Spenatr't  Fairy  Qirtw 
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Hot  face  wu  ugly,  and  her  moodi  distort, 
Foaromg  with  poiaon  round  about  her  gills, 
In  which  her  cursed  tongue  full  sharp  and  short 
AppearM  Kke  Asp  his  sting,  that  closely  kills, 
Or  cruelly  docs  wound  whoinso  she  wiUa. 
A  distaff  in  her  other  hand  she  had, 
Upon  the  which  she  littJb  spins,  but  spills ; 
And  ia3me8  to  weave  false  tales  and  leasing  bad. 
To  throw  amongst  the  good  which  others  had  dis- 

prad.  Spenter's  Fairy  Queen. 

A  feol  and  kiathly  creature  sure  in  sight. 
And  in  condition  to  be  loathed  no  less, 
For  she  was  staffed  with  rancour  and  despight 
Up  to  the  throat,  that  oft  with  bitterness 
It  ibrth  would  break  and  gush  in  great  excess, 
Pouring  oat  streams  of  poison  and  of  gall 
'Gainst  ail  that  truth  or  virtue  do  profess. 
And  wickedly  backbite  ^— her  name  men  slander 

calL  8pettMer*9  Fairy  Qtiemu 

Slanderous  reproaches,  and  foul  infamies, 
Leasings,  backbitings,  and  vain-glorious  crakes. 
Bad  counsels,  praises,  and  false  flatteries ; 
All  those  against  that  fort  did  bend  their  batteries. 
Speneer^t  Fairy  Queen. 
No  wound,  which  warlike  hand  of  enemy 
Inflicts  with  dint  of  swords,  so  sore  doth  light. 
As  doth  the  poisonous  sting  which  infiuny 
Infizeth  in  the  name  of  noUe  wight: 
For  by  no  art  nor  any  leaches  might 
It  ever  can  recured  bo  again; 
Nor  all  the  skill  which  that  immortal  sprig ht 
f)f  Fodalyrius  did  in  it  retain. 
Pan  remedy  such  hoHs;  such  hurts  are  hellish 

pain.  Spen$er^»  Fairy  Queen. 

'T is  slander; 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  tlie  sword;  whose 

tongue 
Out-venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile ;  whose  breath 
Rides  on  the  pasting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
All  corners  of  the  world:   kings,   queens,  and 

states, 
Maids,  matrons,  —  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 
•nii.yipe«>u.riander  enter..      ghaU  CymUlhe. 

What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar*st  wag  thy  tongue 
In  noose  so  rude  against  me  7 

Shake.  Hamiet. 
Be  thoa  as  ebaste  as  ice,  as  pore  as  snow,  thou 
fihalt  not  escape  calumny. 

Shake.  HamleL 
Na  migbt  nor  greatness  in  mortality 
i!an  censure  *scape;  back-wounding  calumny 
The  whitest  virtue  strikes :  what  king  so  strong, 
Cun  tie  the  gall  np  in  the  slanderous  tongue  7 

Shake.  Meaeurefmr  Meaamra, 


So  viperous  daender,*' 
Whose  whisper  o*er  the  world's  diameter. 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank. 
Transports  his  poisonM   shot,  —  may  miss  our 

name. 
And  hit  the  woundless  air. 

Shake.  Hamlet. 
For  slander  lives  upon  succession  ; 
For  ever  housed,  where  it  gets  possession. 

Shake.  Comedy  of  Brrort. 
I  see,  the  jewel,  beat  enamcll'd. 
Will  lose  his  beauty ;  and  though  gold  'bides  stjil, 
That  others  touch,  yet  ofl^n  touching  will 
Wear  gold :  and  no  man,  that  bath  a  name, 
But  falsehood  and  corruption  doth  it  shame. 

Shake.  Comedy  ef  Erron. 
The  best  way  is  to  slander  Valentine 
With  falsehood,  cowardice,  and  poor  descent,-— 
Three  things  that  women  highly  hold  in  hate. 

Shake.  Two  GenOemen  of  Verona. 
1 11  devise  some  honest  slanders 
To  stain  my  cousin  with :  one  doth  not  know. 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empcNson  liking. 

Shake.  Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 
I  will  J>e  hang'd,  if  some  eternal  villain, 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rugue. 
Some  cogging  cozening  slave,  to  get  some  office. 
Have  not  devis'd  this  slander. 

Shake.  OtheOok 
She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train ; 
Look'd   black  upon  me;    struck   me   with  hei 

tongue. 
Most  serpent-Iiko,  upon  the  very  heart 

Shake.  King  Lear. 
Virtue  ilwif  'scapes  not  ealomnioos  stroke^ 
The  canker  galls  the  infanU  of  the  spring; 
For  oft  before  their  blossoms  be  disclos'd. 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth. 
Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent 

Shakefeare. 
What  we  ofl  do  best. 
By  sick  interpreters,  once  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd :  what  worst,  as  oft 
Hitting  a  grosser  quality,  is  cried  up 
For  our  best  act    If  we  shall  stand  stifi. 
In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mook'd  or  carp'd  al^ 
We  should  take  root  here  where  we  ait,  or  sit 
Stale-slatiies  only* 

Shake.  Henry  VJIl 

If  I  am  traduo'd  by  tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  fHcolties,  nor  penran,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing, — let  me  say, 
*Tis  but  the  late  of  place,  and  the  rough  bnke 
That  Tirtue  must  go  through. 

Shako.  Henry  VI  11. 


SLANDER. 
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We  must  not  stint 
Ov  necesaarj  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  censurers ;  which  ever, 
As  ravenous  fishes,  do  a  vessel  follow 
That  is  new  trimmM ;  but  benefit  no  further 

Than  vainlv  longing. 

Shakt,  Henry  VIII. 

We  speak  no  treason,  man ;  —  we  say,  the  kinjf 
Is  wise  and  rirtuous ;  and  his  noble  queen 
Well  struck  in  years ;  fair,  and  not  jealous ;  — 
We  say  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  lip, 

A  bonny  eye,  a  passing  pleasing  tongue ; 
And  tlie  queen*s  kindre'd  are  made  gentlefolks : 
How  say  you.  Sir?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

Shdk9.  Richard  III, 

They  are  the  moths  and  scarabs  of  the  state, 
The  bane  of  empires,  and  the  dregs  of  courts. 
Who,  to  endear  themselves  to  an  employment. 
Care  not  whose  fame  they  blast,  whose  life  they 

endanger ; 
And,  under  a  disguised  and  cobweb  mask 
Of  love  unto  their  sovereign,  vomit  forth 
Their  own  prodigious  malice ;  a  pretending 
To  be  the  props  and  columns  of  their  safety. 
The  guards  unto  his  person  and  his  peacOf 
Disturb  it  most,  with  their  false,  lapwing  cries. 

Sen  Joneon, 
There  is  a  lust  in  man  no  charm  can  tame. 
Of  loudly  publishing  his  neighbour's  shame ; 
On  eagle's  wings  immortal  scandals  fly ; 
While  virtuous  actions  are  but  born  and  die. 

Harvey. 
Where  may  a  maiden  live  securely  free, 
Keeping  her  honour  safe  ?    Not  with  the  living ; 
They  &ed  upon  opinions,  errors,  dreams, 
And  make  them  truths;  they  draw  a  nourishment 
Out  of  defkmings ;  grow  upon  disgraces ; 
And  when  they  see  a  virtue  fi>rtified 
Strongly  above  the  battery  of  their  tongues ; 
Oh !  how  they  cast  to  sink  it :  and  defeated, 
(Soul  sick  with  poison)  strike  the  monuments 
Where  noble  names  lie  sleeping,  till  they  sweat, 
And  the  cold  marble  melt 

Beaumont  and  FUteher'e  Philaster. 
It  is  a  busy  talking  world. 
That  with  licentious  breath  blows  like  the  wind 
As  freely  on  the  palace,  as  the  cottage. 

Roatfs  Fair  Penitent. 
Those  who  murder  fkme 
Kin  more  than  life  destroyers. 

Savage's  Sir  Thomae  Overhury. 
Slander  meets  no  regard  from  noble  minds ; 
Only  the  base  believe,  what  the  base  only  utter. 
'  BeUer't  Injured  Inmcence. 
5P 


Whence  proceeds  this  weight  we  lay 
On  what  detracting  people  say? 
Their  utmost  malice  cannot  make 
Your  head,  or  tooth,  or  fmger  ache; 
JNor  spoil  your  shapes,  distort  your  face, 
Or  put  one  feature  out  of  place. 

Fond  of  those  hives  where  foTly  reigns. 
And  cards  and  scandal  are  the  chains, 
Where  the  pert  virgin  slights  a  name, 
And  scorns  to  redden  into  shame. 


Sttift 


Swift 


Nor  do  they  trust  their  tongues  alone, 
But  speak  a  language  of  their  own: 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  shrug,  a  look. 
Far  better  than  a  printed  book; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown. 
And  wink  a  reputation  down; 
Or,  by  the  tossing  of  a  fan. 
Describe  the  lady  and  the  man. 

SwiJVe  Journal  of  a  Modem  Lady, 
Chloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous. 
Admires  how  girb  can  walk  with  fellows; 
And,  fbll  of  indignation,  frets,  ^ 

That  women  should  be  such  coquets: 
Iris,  for  scandal  most  notorious. 
Cries,  "Lord,  the  world  is  so  censorioas !'* 
And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  lead, 
Whispers  that  Sappho's  hair  is  red; 
Aura,  whose  tongue  yon  hear  a  mile  hence. 
Talks  half  a  day  in  praise  of  silence : 
And  Silvia,  full  of  inward  guilt. 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jilt 

SwyVe  Journal  of  a  Modem  Lady. 
He  rams  his  quill  with  scandal  and  with  scoff; 
But  *t  is  so  very  feul,  it  won't  go  off. 

Young' 9  Efietle  to  Fofe. 

In  various  talks  th'  instructive  hours  they  past, 

Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  the  visit  last; 

One  speaks  fhe  glory  of  the  British  queen. 

And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen ;     ^ 

A  third  interprets  motions,  kx>ks,  and  eyes ; 

At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 

Snuff  or  the  fan  supply  each  pause  of  chat, 

With  singing,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  that 

Fope'e  Rape  of  the  Loci 

The  whisper'd  tale. 
That,  like  the  Sibling  Nile,  no  fountain  knows 
Fair-fac'd  deceit,  whose  wily  conscious  eye 
Ne'er  looks  direct   The  tongue  that  licks  the  dm^ 
But  when  it  safely  dares,  as  prompt  to  sting. 

JVumiBon'e  Liberty 

Soft  buzzing  slander ;  silky  motiis,  that  eat 

An  honest  name.  .    ♦- 

Thomson's  Liberty 
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Be  good  ToonelC  nor  think  another**  shame 
Can  raise  your  merit,  or  adorn  your  &me. 

Pmdes  rail  at ;  as  statesmen  in  disgrace 

At  ministers,  becanse  they  wish  their  place. 

Lord  LUdeUm^t  Adwee  to  a  Lady, 

Talk  of  nnubiial  sweU  of  waist 
In  Maid  of  Honour  loosely  lac'd, 
And  beauty  borrowing  Spanish  red. 
And  loving  pair  with  sep'rate  bed, 
And  jewels  pawn'd  for  loss  of  game. 
And  then  redeem*d  by  loss  of  fame ; 
And  thus,  in  modish  manner,  we. 
In  aid  of  sugar,  sweeten  tea. 

GrufCo  Spleen* 

The  man  that  dares  traduce,  because  he  can 
With  safety  to  himself^  is  not  a  man. 

Cowper't  ExpoHuUuiotL 

"Tisfitlse!  't is  basely  &lse ! 
What  wretch  could  drop  from  his  envenomed 

tongue 
A  tale  so  damnM  7     It  chokes  my  breath. 

Joanna  BaUUe't  De  Montford, 
When  I  am  cold,  when  my  pale  sheeted  corse 
Seeps  the  dark  sleep  no  venomM  tongue  can  wake, 
List  not  to  evil  thoughts  of  her  whose  lips 
Have  then  no  voice  to  plead. 

Maiurin'o  Bertram. 

O  .nany  a  sliaii  at  random  sent. 
Finds  mark  the  archer  never  meant; 
And  many  a  vrord  at  random  spoken. 
May  soothe  or  wound  the  heart  that  *s  broken ! 
ScoiVt  Lord  of  the  JeUe. 

lie  threw  his  sting  into  a  poisonous  libel. 
And  on  the  honour  of —  O  God  —  my  wife. 
The  nearest,  dearest  part  of  all  men's  honour, 
I^eft  a  base  slur  to  pass  from  mouth  to  mouth 
Of  loose  mechanics,  with  all  coarse  ibul  comments. 
And  villanous  jests,  and  blasphemies  obscene ; 
While  sneering  nobles,  in  more  polishM  guise, 
•  Whisper'd  the  tale,  and  smil'd  upon  the  lie. 

Byron*B  Doge  of  Vemee, 

Hkiird  by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandaPs  tints    ^ 

With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints. 

While  mingling  truth  with  fiilsehood,  sneers  with 

smiles. 
And  thread  of  candour  with  a  web  of  wiles ; 
A  plain  blunt  show  of  briefly-spoken  seeming, 
To   hide    her    bloodless    heart's   soul-hardcnM 

scheming ; 
A  lip  of  lies,  a  face  fbrm*d  to  conceal ; 
And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  feel: 
MMth  a  vile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disown, 
A  check  of  parchment,  and  an  eye  of  stone. 

Byron' t  Sketch  fiom  Prieote  Lyk, 


Does  not  the  law  of  heaven  say  blood  fer  blooHl 
A^d  he  who  taints  kills  more  Uian  he  who  shed  it 
Is  it  the  pain  of  blows,  or  shame  of  blows, 
That  make  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man  ? 

Byron' 9  Doge  of  FentMk 

Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd, 
Smiles  in  her  eyes,  and  simpers  on  her  lips ; 
To  some  she  whispers,  others  speaks  aloud ; 
To  eomo  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips ; 
Complains  of  warmth,  and  this  complaint  avow*d, 
Her  lover  brings  the  lemonade,  she  sips ; 
She  then  surveys,  condenuis,  but  pities  still. 
Her  dearest  friends  fer  being  drest  so  ilL 
One  has  false  curls,  another  too  much  paint, 
A  third — ^Where  did  she  buy  that  fHghtiul  turban? 
A  feurth  *8  so  pale,  she  fears  she 's  going  to  faint, 
A  fifUi*s  look  *s  vulgar,  dowdyish  and  suburban, 
A  sizth*s  white  silk  has  got  a  yellow  taint, 
A  seventh's  thin  muslin  surely  will  be  her  bane. 
And  b !  an  eighth  appears--***  I  *11  see  no  more !" 
For  fear,  like  Banquo's  kings,  they  reach  a  scora 

Byron'e  Befpo, 

*Twas  slander  fillM  her  mouth  with  lying  word% 
Slander,  the  feulest  whelp  of  sin.    The  man 
In  whom  this  spirit  enter'd  was  undone ; 
His  tongue  was  set  on  fire  of  hell,  his  heart 
Was  black  as  death,  his  legs  were  feint  with  haste 
To  prc^gate  the  lie  his  soul  had  fram'd. 

PiMoek't  CouToe  if  Tme. 

From  door  to  door  you  might  have  seen  him  speed, 
Or  plac*d  amid  a  group  of  gaping  fools, 
And  whispering  in  their  ears  with  his  foul  lips^ 
Peace  fled  the  neighbourhood  in  which  he  made 
His  haunts. 

PoUoeto  Coune  of  Time. 

O  thou,  from  whose  rank  breath  nor  sex  can  save, 
Nor  sacred  virtue,  nor  the  powerless  grave. 
Felon  unwhipp'd !  than  whom  in  yonder  cells 
Full  many  a  groaning  wretch  less  guilty  dwells^— 
Blush,  if  of  honest  blood  a  drop  remains. 
To  steal  its  lonely  way  along  thy  veins ; 
Blush  —  if  tlie  bronze  long  hardened  on  thy  cheek 
Has  left  one  spot  where  that  poor  drop  can  speak; 
Blush  to  be  branded  with  the  Slanderer**  name. 
And,  though  thou  dread*st  not  sin,  at  least  dread 
shame.  Sprague't  PoeitOk 

My  dark^yed  darling !  don*t  you  know. 

If  yon  were  homely,  cold,  and  stupid, 
Unbent  fer  you  were  Slander's  bow  7 

Her  shafts  but  follow  those  of  Cupid. 
Dear  child  of  Genius !  strike  the  lyre 

And  drown  with  melody  delicious, 
Sof\  answering  to  your  touch  of  fire, 

The  envious  hmt— the  sneer  maliciottik 


SLAVERY. 


Remember  it  k  Mwc*b  law. 

Each  jNivv,  tTM  note,  though  low  yen  somid  it, 
If  heard  through  Discord's  i^dest  war 

Of  rage  and  madness,  storming  round  it. 
Serenely  go  your  glorioos  way. 

Secure  that  every  footstep  onward. 
Will  lead  yon  from  (heir  haunts  away. 

Since  yon  go  up,  and  they  go  —  downwnid, 

Mr».  Otgood, 
A  whisper  woke  the  air  — 

A  soil  light  tone  and  low, 

Yet  barbM  with  shame  and  woe,— 
Now,  might  it  only  perish  there ! 

Nor  fiirther  go. 
Ah  me!  a  quick  and  eager  ear 

Caught  up  the  little  meaning  sound  I 
Another  voice  has  bieath*d  it  clear. 

And  so  it  wanders  round 
From  ear  to  lip  —  from  lip  to  ear— 
Until  it  reachM  a  gentle  heart, 

And  tkat  —  it  broke. 

MrB.  Otgood^i  Poeau. 


SLAVERY. 

You  have  among  you  many  a  purchaaM  slave, 
Which,  like  your  asses,  and  your  dogs,  and  mules, 
You  use  in  abject  and  in  slavish  parts 
Because  you  bought  them. 

Shaks,  MerehafU  of  Venice. 

And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man. 
To  eas^  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads. 
He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold. 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business. 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way. 

Shaks,  Julttis  Ctftor. 

Romans  now 
Have  thews  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors ; 
But  woe  the  while !  our  fiitliers*  minds  are  dead. 
And  we  are  governed  with  our  mother's  spirits ; 
Our  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 

Shaks.  JuUuB  Ctuar, 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favwir  never  dasp'd ;  but  bred  a  dog. 

Sbak$.  Timon, 

Lives  there  who  loves  his  pain  7 
Who  would  not,  finding  way,  break  loose  from  hell. 
Though  thither  doom'd? 

MiUonl'B  PandiBe  LotL 

At  first  I  thought  that  liberty  and  heaven 
To  heav'nly  soul  had  been  all  one ;  but  now 
I  see  that  most  through  sloth  had  rather  serve ; 
Minist*ring  spirits,  train'd  up  in  feast  and  song. 
MilUm'9  ParadUe  LotL 


We  and  our  fiithers,  from  our  childhood  bred 
To  watch  the  cruel  victor's  eye,  to  dread 
The  arbitrary  lash,  to  bend,  to  grieve, 
(Outcast  of  mortal  race !)  can  we  conceive 
Image  of  aught  delightful,  soft,  or  gay  ? 
Alas !  when  we  have  toil'd  the  longsome  day, 
The  fiillest  bliss  our  hearts  aspire  to  know 
Is  but  some  interval  from  active  woe. 
In  broken  rest  and  startling  sleep  to  mourn. 
Till  morn,  the  tyrant,  and  the  scourge,  return. 

War,  famine,  pest,  volcano,  storm,  and  fire. 
Intestine  broils,  oppression,  with  her  heart 
Wrapt  up  in  triple  brass,  besiege  mankind. 
God's  image  disinherited  of  day. 
Here,  plung'd  in  mines,  forgets  a  sun  was  made  t 
There,  beings  deathless  as  their  haughty  lord, 
Are  hammer'd  to  thb  galling  oar  for  life ; 
And  pknigh  the  winter's  wave,  and  reap  despair. 
Yoimg'f  Nigfit  Tkmighi9. 

ni-fated  race!  the  soflening  arts  of  peace; 
Whate'er  the  humanizing  muses  teach ; 
The  godlike  wisdom  of  the  temper'd  breast 
Progressive  truth,  the  patient  force  of  thought; 
Investigation  calm,  whose  silent  powers 
Command  the  world;   the  light  that  leads  Is 

heaven ; 
Kind,  equal  rule,  the  government  of  lavrSt 
And  aIl*protecting  freedom,  which  alone 
Sustain  the  name  and  dignity  of  man : 
These  are  not  theirs. 

ThmuamU  AssspiMi 

Hark !  heard  ye  not  that  piercing  cry. 
Which  shook  the  waves  and  rent  the  sky  f 
E'en  now,  e'en  now  on  yonder  western  shores^ 
Weeps  pale  despair,  and  writhing  anguish  roan; 
E'en  now,  in  Afric's  groves,  with  hideous  ydl. 
Fierce  ahtvery  stalks,  and  slips  the  dogs  of  hell ; 
From  vale  to  vale  the  gathering  cries  rebound. 
And  sable  nations  tremble  at  the  sound ! 
Ye  bands  of  senators !  whoee  suflTrage  sways 
Britannia's  realms,  whom  either  Ind  obeys; 
Who  right  the  injur'd,  and  reward  the  brave, 
Stretch  your  strong  arm,  for  ye  have  power  W 

save! 
Thron'd  in  the  vaulted  heart,  his  dread  resort. 
Inexorable  Comeienee  holds  his  court; 
With  still  small  voice  the  ploU  of  guilt  alarms. 
Bares  his  mask'd  brow,  his  lifrcd  hand  disarms « 
But  wrapt  in  night,  with  terrors  all  his  own. 
He  speaks  in  thunder  when  the  deed  is  done 
Hear  him,  ye  senates !  hear  this  truth  subUme, 
He  who  permits  oppression,  shares  ihe  crims  * 

Dr.  Darmm. 
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What  pale  distress  afflicts  those  wretched  isles ! 
There  hope  ne*er  dawns,  and  pleasure  never  smiles. 
The  vassal  wretch  obsequious  dragrs  his  chain. 
And  hears  his  fkmishM  babes  lament  in  vnin. 

Faleimer*$  Sh^nsreek, 
A  land  of  tyrants  and  a  den  of  slaves. 
Here  wretches  seek  dishonourable  graves 
Andf  calmly  bent,  to  servitude  conform. 
Dull  as  their  lakes  that  slumber  in  the  storm. 

Oold$mttk'$  TraveUer* 
Canst  thou,  and  honourM  with  a  Christian  name. 
Buy  what  is  woman-born,  and  feel  no  shame  7 
Trade  in  the  blood  of  innocence,  and  plead 
Eb[pedience  as  a  warrant  for  the  deed  7 
So  may  the  wol^  whom  &mine  has  made  bold 
To  quit  the  forest  and  invade  the  fold ; 
So  may  the  ruffian,  who  with  ghostly  glide. 
Dagger  in  hand,  steals  close  to  your  bed-side ; 
Not  he,  but  his  emergence  fbrcM  the  door. 
He  found  it  inconvenient  to  be  poor. 

Couper'$  Charity. 
He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 
Not  colourM  like  his  own,  and  having  pow*r 
T*  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 
Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey. 

Cowper'B  Task. 
1  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground. 
To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleeps 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 
That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  eam*d. 

Coupons  Task. 
I  could  endure 
Chains  nowhere  patiently ;  and  chains  at  home, 
Where  I  am  free  by  birth-right,  not  at  all. 

Cowper^s  Task. 

To  know 
How  salt  another's  bread  is,  and  how  toilsome 
The  going  up  and  down  another's  stairs. 

Rogtrs*$  Italy. 
Alas!  no  glory  smiles 
For  Congo's  chief  on  yonder  Indian  isles ; 
For  ever  fkllen !  no  son  of  nature  now. 
With  freedom  charter'd  on  his  manly  brow ! 
Faint,  bleeding,  bound,  he  weeps  the  night  away. 
And  when  the  sea-wind  wafls  the  dewleas  day. 
Starts,  with  a  bursUng  heart,  for  ever  more 
To  curse  the  sun  that  lights  their  guilty  shore. 

CampbeWs  Pleasures  of  Hops. 
Alone  upon  his  rocky  height, 
'Vhe  eagle  rear'd  his  onstain'd  crest. 
And  soaring  from  his  cloudy  nest, 
Tum'd  to  tlje  sun  his  daring  eye. 
And  wiug'd  at  will  the  azure  sky, 
if'or  he  alone  was  free 

JoamaBaUUe, 


Belie  the  negroes  powers;  in  headkng  will, 
Christian !  fliy  brother  thon  ehalt  fiud  him  stiU; 
Belie  his  virtue ;  since  liis  wrongs  began. 
His  fellies  and  his  crimes  have  stampt  him  man 

•/•  Bsontgonet^ 

The  broken  heart  which  kindness  never  heals. 
The  home-sick  passion  which  the  negro  feels, 
When  toiling,  fainting,  in  the  land  of  canes, 
His  spirit  wanders  to  his  native  plains ; 
His  little  lovely  dwelling  there  he  sees. 
Beneath  the  shades  of  his  paternal  trees, 
The  hofne  of  comfort :  —  then  befrire  his  eyes 
The  terrors  of  captivity  arise. 

•/•  jfJwifgBwm  y» 

The  negro,  spoil'd  of  all  that  nature  gave. 
The  free-bom  man  thus  shrunk  into  a  slave. 
His  passive  limbs  to  measur*d  looks  oonfin'd, 
ObeyM  the  impulse  of  another  mind ; 
A  silent,  secret,  terrible  control. 
That  ruled  his  sinews,  and  repressed  his  souL 
Not  for  himself  he  waked  at  morning  light, 
Toil'd  the  long  day,  and  sought  repose  at  night; 
His  rest,  his  labour,  pastime,  strength  and  health, 
Were  only  portions  of  a  master's  wealth ; 
liis  love — O  name  not  love,  where  Britons  doom 
The  fruit  of  love  to  slavery  from  the  womb. 

J.  Mantgrnnay 

Lives  there  a  savage  ruder  than  the  slave  7 
Cruel  as  death,  insatiate  as  the  grave. 
False  as  the  winds  that  round  his  vessel  blow. 
Remorseless  as  the  gulf  that  yawns  below ; 
Is  he  who  toils  upon  the  wafllng  flood, 
A  Christian  broker  in  the  trade  of  blood ; 
Boisterous  in  speech,  in  action  prompt  and  bold. 
He  buys,  he  sells, —  he  steals,  he  kills  for  gold. 

MautgouuTf 

He  sees  no  beauty  in  the  heaven  serene. 
But  darkly  scowling  at  the  glorious  day. 
Curses  the  winds  that  loiter  on  their  way. 
When  swoln  with  hurricanes  the  billows  rise. 
To  meet  the  lightning  midway  from  the  skies ; 
When  from  the  unburden'd  hdd  his  shrieking 

slaves 
Are  cast,  at  midnight,  to  the  hungry  waves; 
Not  for  his  crimes  the  harden'd  pirate  weeps. 
But  grimly  smiling  when  the  storm  is  o'er. 
Counts  his  sure  gains,  and  hurries  back  for  morw 

Monigsntsir^ 

The  hearts  within  thy  valleys  bred. 
The  fiery  souls  that  might  have  led 
Thy  sons  to  deeds  sublime, 
Now  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Slaves  — nay  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave. 
And  callous,  save  to  crime. 


4* 


And  tfaof  tbejr  plod  in  sluggish  miseiy, 
Rotting  from  sire  to  son,  and  age  to  age^ 
Proad  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die, 
Beqneathing  their  hereditary  rage 
To  the  new  race  of  unborn  slaves,  who  wage 
War  ftr  their  chains,  and  rather  than  be  free. 
Bleed  gladiator-like,  and  still  engage 
Within  the  same  arena,  where  they  see 
ITieir  fbllows  fidl  before,  like  leaves  of  the  same 
tree.  ByrmCt  CkUde  Hartid. 

Oh !  where  is  the  spint  of  yore. 
The  spirit  that  breathed  in  thy  dead, 
When  gallantry*s  star  was  the  beacon  before, 
And  honour  the  passion  that  led  7 
Thy  storms  have  awakenM  their  sleep, 
lliey  groan  from  the  place  of  their  rest, 
And  wrathfully  murmur,  and  suddenly  weep 
To  see  the  Ibnl  stain  on  thy  breast: 
For  where  is  the  glory  they  left  thee  in  trust? 
T  is  scattered  in  darkness,  *t  is  trampled  in  dust 

Byron. 

Ne'er  shall  the  sons  of  Columbia  be  slaves, 

While  the  earth  bears  a  plant,  or  the  sea  roUs  her 
waves.  Tmt^  DwighL 

SLEEP. 

Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  raveli'd  sleeve  of  care, 

The  death  of  each  day*s  life,  sore  labour's  bath. 

Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course. 

Chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast! 

Shak9.Maehdk 

Do  not  omit  the  heavy  offer  of  it : 
It  seldom  visits  sonrow ;  when  it  doth, 
Itiaaoomferter.  SJoJfet.  Trmpett 

What,  all  so  soon  asleep !  I  wish  mine  eyes 
Would  with  themselves  shut  up  my  thoughts. 

ShaU  Tempsff. 
Weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth 
Finds  the  down  piUow  hard. 

Shak$,  Cymbdine, 

*T  is  not  the  balm,  the  sceptre,  and  the  ball. 

The  sword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial. 

The  inter-tissued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl. 

The  farced  title  running  'fore  the  king, 

The  throne  he  sits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 

That  beats  upon  the  high  shore  of  the  world ; 

No,  not  all  these  thrice-gorgeous  ceremonies. 

Not  all  these  laid  in  bed  majestical 

Can  sleep  so  soundly  as  the  wretched  slave. 

Who  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind. 

Gets  him  to  rest,  cramm'd  with  distressfhl  bread. 

Smtk9»  SttUy  r . 


Care  keepp  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And  where  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie. 

Shaks,  Romeo  and  JuiieL 
How  many  thoofands  of  my  poorest  suhjecti, 
Are  at  this  hsvK  asleep !  O  gentle  sleep, 
Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee. 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eyelids  down 
And  steep  my  senses  in  forgetfiilness  7 
Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  thou  in  smoky  cribs. 
Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee, 
And  hush'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  slumber , 
Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great. 
Under  the  canopies  of  costly  state, 
And  lull'd  with  sounds  of  sweetest  melody  7 
O  thou  duU  god,  why  liest  thou  with  the  vile, 
In  loathsome  beds :  ajid  leav'st  the  kingly  coucht 
A  watoh-case,  or  a  common  'larum-bell? 
Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 
Seal  up  the  ship-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 
In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge ; 
And  in  the  visitation  of  the  winds, 
Who  take  the  ruffian  billow  by  the  top, 
Curling  their  monstrous  heads,  and  hanging  thenr. 
With  deaf 'ning  clamours  in  the  slippery  clouds. 
That,  with  the  hurly,  death  itself  awakes  7 
Canst  thou,  O  partial  sleep !  give  thy  repose 
To  the  wet  sea-boy  in  an  hour  so  rude ; 
And  in  the  calmest  and  most  stiUest  night. 
With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot, 
Deny  it  to  a  king  7    Then,  happy  few,  lie  down 
Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

SkaU.  Henry  IV.    Pari  H 

Boy !  Lucius !  —  Fast  asleep  7    It  is  no  matter : 
Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber : 
Thou  hast  no  Agures,  nor  no  iantames. 
Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men; 
Therefore  thou  sleep*st  so  sound. 

Shak$,  Jtdim  Ctuar 

To  bed,  to  bed :  sleep  kill  those  pretty  eyes. 
And  give  as  soft  attachment  to  thy  senses, 
As  infiints  empty  of  all  thought. 

Shak$,  TVodiff  and  Cre$9id^ 
She  bids  yon 
Upon  the  wanton  rashes  lay  yon  down. 
And  rest  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  she  will  sing  the  song  that  pleaseth  you, 
And  on  your  eyelids  crown  the  god  of  sleep, 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleasing  heavinebs , 
Making  such  diffisrence  'twixt  wake  and  sleep. 
As  is  the  difference  'twist  day  and  night 

Shak$.  Henry  JV.    Patt  £ 

As  &st  lock'd  up  in  sleep,  as  guiltless  labour. 
When  it  lies  starkly  in  the  traveller's  bones. 

Shak$.  Mea,fir  Mem 
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Come  sleeps  O  deep,  the  certain  knot  of  peace. 
The  baiting-plaoe  of  wit,  the  Mm  of  woe ; 
The  poor  man'i  wealth,  the  piisoner'e  releaee, 
Th'  indifferent  jad^  between  the  hig^  and  low. 

How  happ7  is  that  balm  to  wretches,  sleep ! 
No  cares  perplex  them  for  their  future  state, 
And  fear  of  death  thus  dies  in  senseless  sleep; 
Unmly  love  is  this  way  lull*d  to  rest ; 
And  injurM  honour,  when  redress  is  lost. 
Is  no  way  solved  but  this. 

Beaumont  B  Queen  of  Connih, 

80  deeps  the  sea-boy  on  the  doody  mast, 
Baft  as  a  drowsy  Triton  roek'd  with  storms. 
While  tossing  princes  wake  in  beds  of  down. 

Lte'B  MiAHdaim, 

His  sleep 
Was  airy,  light,  fixmi  pure  digestion  bred, 
And  temperate  yapours  bland,  which  th*  only  sound 
Of  leaves  and  running  rills  (Aurora*s  fkn,) 
Lightly  dispersed,  and  the  shrill  matin  song 
Of  birds  on  every  bough. 

MtUott. 

O,  ye  immortal  powers  that  guard  the  just, 
Watdi  round  his  oouch,  and  soften  his  repose, 
Banish  hie  sorrows,  and  becalm  his  soul 
With  easy  dreams ;  remember  all  his  virtues, 
And  show  mankind  that  goodness  is  your  care ! 

Addi9on^$  Caio, 

In  thee,  oppressors  soothe  their  angry  brow : 
In  thee,  tb'  oppreasM  ftrget  tyrannic  pow'r ; 
In  thee. 

The  wretch  condemn'd  b  equal  to  his  judge 
And  the  ead  hwer  to  his  cruel  ftir ; 
Nay,  all  the  shining  glories  men  pursue, 
When  thou  art  wanted,  are  but  emply  noise. 

<S£r  jR.  iSXeeTs  Lying  Xoocrt. 

IVd  nature's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  sleep ! 
He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  visit  pays 
Where  fortune  smiles ;  the  wretched  he  forsakes : 
Swift  on  his  downy  pinion  flies  trom  woe. 
And  lights  on  Hds  unsullied  with  a  tear. 

Younf^B  Night  TkougMa, 

Man's  rich  restorative ;  his  bakny  bath. 
That  supples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play 
'Hie  various  movements  of  this  nice  machine. 
Which  asks  such  frequent  periods  of  repair. 
When  tir*d  with  vain  rotations  of  the  day, 
Hleep  winds  us  up  for  the  succeeding  dawn ; 
l*Vesh  we  spin  on,  till  sickness  clogs  our  wheels. 
Or  death  quite  breaks  the  sprmg,  and  motion  ends. 
Yimnff9  Night  TWou^ftte. 


SteepNi  dewy  wud 
Has  siCrak'd  my  drooping  lids,  and  prumlsee 
My  kmg  anear  of  rest;  the  downy  god 
(Wont  to  return  with  car  returning  peace) 
Will  pay,  ere  kmg,  and  bless  me  with  repose. 

Ybung'f  Night  T^lsngte. 

The  noon  of  night  is  past,  and  gentle  sleep, 
Which  friendly  waits  upon  the  labourM  hind. 
Flies  from  the  embraces  of  a  monarch's  arms; 
The  mind  disturbed  denies  the  body  rest. 

Slade'M  Love  and  Duttf, 

Kind  sleep  affiirds 
The  only  boon  the  virretched  mind  can  feel; 
A  momentary  respite  from  despair. 

Mvrphf's  Ataana, 

The  shades  descend,  and  midnight  o'er  the  world 

Elxpands  her  sable  wings.    Great  nature  droops 

Through  all  her  works.  Now  happy  he  whose  tail 

Has  o'er  his  languid  powerless  limbs  difius'd 

A  pleasing  lassitude ;  be  not  in  vain 

Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  dreams. 

His  powers  the  most  voluptuously  dissolve 

In  soft  repose :  On  him  the  balmy  dews 

Of  sleep  with  double  nvtriment  descend. 

Arm8trong^9  Art  of  Proserving  JfesAA. 

The  murmuring  wind,  the  moving  leaves 

Lttll'd  him  at  length  to  sleep, 

With  mingled  lullabies  of  sight  and  sound. 

SoutheifB  Thdaba. 

Oh!  thou  best  comftrter  of  that  sad  heart, 
Whom  fortune's  spite  assails ;  come,  gentle  sleeps 
The  weary  mourner  soothe !    For  well  the  art 
Thou  knowest  in  soft  ftrgetfiilness  to  steep 
The  eyes  which  sorrow  taught  to  watch  and  weep ; 
Let  blissful  visions  now  her  spirit  cheer. 
Or  lull  her  cares  to  peace  in  slumbers  deep, 
Till,  flrom  fatigue  refresh'd  and  anxious  fear, 
Hope,  like  the  morning  star,  once  more  shall  re- 
appear. Mrs.  Tighe^s  Peydbe 

And  she  bent  o'er  him,  and  he  lay  beneath, 
Hush'd  as  the  babe  upon  its  mother's  breast, 
Droop'd  as  the  willow  when  no  winds  can  breathe 
Lull'd  like  the  deep  of  ocean  when  at  rest. 
Fair  as  the  crowning  rose  of  the  whole  wreath. 
Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest 

Byron, 

Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
A  boundary  between  the  things  thus  named 
Death  and  existence :  sleep  hath  its  own  world. 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality. 
And  dreams  in  their  development  have  breath. 
And  tean,  and  tortures  and  the  touch  of  joy. 

Byrsr 
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The  crowd  are  gtme,  the  reveUen  at  rest ; 
The  oourteous  hott^  and  aU  approving  gueatt 
Agam  to  that  aoeugtomM  ooach  must  creepi 
Where  joy  subsides,  and  sorrow  sig^hs  to  sleep, 
And  man  o*erlaboiir*d  with  his  being's  strife. 
Shrinks  to  that  sweet  fcrgetfUlness  of  life : 
There  lie  love's  feverish  hope,  and  cunning's  guile , 
Hate's  working  brain,  and  luU'd  ambition's  wile, 
O'er  each  vain  eye  oblivion's  pinions  wave, 
And  quench'd  existence  crouches  in  a  grave. 
What  better  name  may  slumber's  bed  become  7 
Night's  sepulchre,  the  universal  home, 
Where  weakness,  strength,  vice,  virtue,  sunk  supine, 
Alike  in  naked  helplessness  recline ; 
Glad  for  awhile  to  heave  imconscious  breath, 
Tet  wake  to  wrestle  with  the  dread  of  death. 
And  shun,  though  day  but  dawn  on  ills  increased. 
That  sleep,  the  loveliest,  since  it  dreams  the  least 

Byron's  Lara. 

Strange  state  of  being !  (ibr  'tis  still  to  be) 
Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seal'd  eyes  to  see. 

Byrm. 
O  maj{ic  sleep !  O  comfortable  bird. 
That  broodest  o'er  the  troubled  sea  of  the  mind 
Tin  it  is  hush'd  and  smooth !    O  unconfin'd 
Restraint  \  imprison'd  liberty !  great  key 
To  golden  palaces  —  ay,  all  the  world 
Of  silvery  enchantment ! 

Keats*s  Poems, 

Her  vespers  done, 
Of  all  its  wreathed  pearls  her  hair  she  frees; 
Unclasps  her  warmed  jewels  one  by  one ; 
Loosens  her  frsgrant  boddice ;  by  degrees 
Her  rieh  attire  creeps  rustling  to  her  knees : 
Half  hidden  like  a  mermaid  in  sea-weed. 
Pensive  awhile  she  dreams  awake,  and  sees 
In  fancy  &ir  St  Agnes  in  her  bed. 
But  dares  not  kwk  behind  or  all  the  charm  is  fled. 
Soon  trembling  in  her  soft  and  chilly  nest, 
In  sort  of  wakeful  swoon  perplez'd  she  ky. 
Until  the  poppied  warmth  of  sleep  oppress'd 
Her  smoothed  limbs,  and  soul  fatigued  away, 
Flown,  like  a  thought  until  the  morrow  day ; 
Blissfully  haven'd  both  from  joy  and  pain ; 
Oasp'd  like  a  missal,  where  swart  Faynims  pray; 
Blinded  alike  from  sunshine  and  from  rain. 
As  though  a  rose  should  shut,  and  be  a  bud  again. 
Keats's  Eve  of  SL  Agnes. 

Sleep,  the  wide  blessing,  seom'd  to  me 
Distemper^s  worst  calamity. 


O  sleep  it  is  a  gentle  thing 
Beloved  from  pde  to  pole  I 

Coleridge, 

Thoa  hast  Jeen  call'd  O,  sleep  •  the  friend  of  woe, 
But  'tis  the  happy  who  have  call'd  thee  so. 

Smtthey. 
Sleep !  to  the  homeless,  thou  art  home 

The  friendless  find  in  thee  a  friend ; 
And  well  is,  wheresoe'er  he  roams. 

Who  meets  thee  at  his  journey's  end. 

Ebenexer  EUiaU. 
Oh!  lightly,  lightly  tread* 

A  holy  thing  is  sleep. 
On  the  w<Hii  spirit  shed 

And  ejw  that  wake  to  weep.     Mrs»  Hemom. 
Sleep,  sleep !  be  thine  the  sleep  that  throws 
Elysium  o'er  the  soul's  repose. 
Without  a  dream,  save  such  as  wind, 
Like  midnight  angels,  through  the  mind. 

Robert  M.  Bird. 
Of  all  Uie  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Bonie  inward  unto  minds  afar. 

Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep — 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is, 
For  gift  or  grace  surpassing  this  — 

«  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep !" 

Miss  BarrsU 

The  oblivious  world  of  sleep — 
That  rayless  realm  where  Fancy  never  beams. 
That  nothingness  beyond  the  land  of  dreams. 

Mrs.  S.  A.  Lewis's  ChUd  of  the  Sea. 

Rest  for  the  weary— freshness,  strength  and  resti 
O  sleep !  thy  balm  is  to  the  troubled  breast 
As  time  to  sorrow.    Gently  dost  thoa  take 
The  arrows  fVom  the  heart  ab^ot  to  break. 
And  with  thy  stealthy  step  and  quiet  eye, 
Around  thee  oonch  in  grateful  ministry. 
Thy  form  as  noiseless  as  the  foot  of  kwe, 
Doth  like  the  spirit  of  an  angel  move. 

Robert  Morris, 

Life  may  not  be  without  thee,  gentle  sleep, 
Bat  with  thee,— 'mid  the  desert— on  the  deep- 
Still  to  the  care-worn  heart  some  joy  remains. 
Some  sunny  spot  amid  thy  mystic  plains. 

Robert  Moms 


Quoth  Christabel,  —  so  let  it  be ! 
And  as  the  lady  bade,  did  she. 
Her  gentle  limbs  did  she  undress. 
And  lay  down  in  her  loveliness. 


L 


Coleridge. 
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SOCIETY. 
Bat  this  is  worshiped  society, 
And  fits  the  mounting  spirit  like  mysel£ 

Shaks.  Xing  Jsfea 

I  am  in ;  but  your  being  by  me. 
Cannot  amend  me :  sodety  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  suciaUe. 
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Without  good  company,  all  daintiea 

Lose  their  true  reliah,  and,  like  painted  ifrapea, 

Are  only  aeen,  not  tasted. 

Among'  uneqnala  what  tocioty 

Can  aort,  what  harmony  or  tme  delight 

MUton's  Paradue  LaL 
Now  I  feel  by  proo^ 
Tliat  fellowship  in  pain  diTides  not  smart. 
Nor  lightens  aught  each  man's  peculiar  load. 

MiUon^B  Paradise  Regained. 
Hail,  social  life !  into  thy  pleasing  bounds 
Again  I  come  to  pay  the  common  stock, 
My  share  of  serrice,  and,  in  glad  return. 
To  taste  thy  comforts,  thy  pnAected  joys. 

7^om»€n^»  Agamamum. 
Meantime  the  song  went  round  and  danco  and 

sport. 
Wisdom  and  friendly  talk  successiTO  stole 
Their  hours  away. 

ThomMtm'e  SeammB, 

I  too  remember  well  that  cheerful  bowl. 
Which  round  his  table  flowed.    The  serious  there 
Mix*d  with  the  sportive,  with  the  leam*d  the  plain ; 
Mirth  softecM  wisdom,  candour  temper*d  mirth ; 
And  wit  its  honey  lent,  without  the  sting. 

Thomson, 

Unhappy  he !  who  from  the  first  of  joys, 
Society,  cut  off,  is  left  alone 
Amid  this  world  of  death. 

TTunnson, 

Study  with  care,  politeness,  that  must  teach 
The  modish  forms  of  gesture  and  of  speech : 
In  Tain  formality,  with  matron  mien ; 
And  pertaess  apes  with  hor  familiar  grin : 
They  against  nature  for  applauses  strain, 
Distort  themsehes,  and  give  all  others  pain. 

SaUingJUeL 
Man,  in  society,  is  like  a  flow*r 
Blown  in  its  native  bud.    'Tis  there  alone 
His  faculties  expanded  in  fbll  bloom 
Shine  out,  there  only  reach  their  proper  use. 

Cowper's  Task, 
She,  who  hmtcs 
Her  dear  five  hundred  friends,  contemns  them  all. 
And  dreads  their  coming ;  tliey, — ^what  can  tliey 

less? 
With  shrug  and  grimace  hide  their  hate  of  her. 

CotBper's  Task. 
Though  few  the  days,  the  happy  evenings  few, 
!Vi  warm  with  heart,  so  rich  with  mind  they  flew. 
Thai  skj  fuU  soul  forgot  its  wish  to  roam. 
And  rested  there,  as  in  a  dream  at  home ! 

Moore. 


Man,  like  the  generous  vine,  supported  Hves: 
The  strength  he  gains  is  fhmtfa*  embrace  he  gtieSi 
On  their  own  axis  as  the  planets  run. 
Yet  make  at  once  their  circle  round  the  sun ; 
So  two  consistent  motions  act  the  'soul ;  * 
And  one  regards  itself^  and  one  the  whole. 
Thus  God  and  nature  linkM  the  general  fitune. 
And  bade  self-love  and  social  be  the  same. 

Pope^s  Essay  on  Man, 
Heaven  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 
A  master,  or  a  servant,  or  a  friend. 
Bids  each  on  other  for  assistance  call. 
Till  one  man's  weakness  grows  the  strength  of  aU. 
Wants,  frailties,  passions,  closer  still  ally 
The  common  interest,  or  endear  the  tie. 
To  these  we  owe  true  friendship,  love  sincere. 
Each  home-folt  joy  that  lifo  inherits  here. 

Pope^s  Essay  on  tfss. 
Society  itself^  which  should  create 
Kindness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got : 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart 

Byrm 
Society  is  now  one  poiish'd  horde, 
Form'd  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  ioret  and  im^d, 

ByTW, 
Blessed  we  sometimes  are !  and  I  am  now 
Happy  in  quiet  feelings ;  for  the  tones 
Of  a  most  pleasant  company  of  friends 
Were  in  my  ear  but  now,  and  gentle  thoaghts 
From  spirits  whose  high  character  I  know; 
And  I  retain  their  influence,  as  the  air 

Retains  the  soflness  of  departed  day. 

IFtlfit. 

How  many  pleasant  fiices  shed  their  light  oa 

every  side. 
How  many  angels  unawares  have  crossed  thy 

casual  way ! 
How  often,  in  thy  joumeyings,  hast  thou  made 

thee  instant  friends, 
Found,  to  be  loved  a  little  while,  and  lost,  to  meet 

no  more; 
Friends    of  happy  reminiscences,  although  sp 

transient  in  their  convene. 
Liberal,  cheerful,  and  sincere,  a  crowd  of  kindly 

traits. 
I  have  sped  by  land  and  sea,  and  mingled  with 

much  people. 
But  never  yet  could  find  a  spot  unsunned  by 

human  kindness; 
Some  more,  and  some  less, — but,  truly,  all  can 

claim  a  little: 
And  a  man  may  travel  through  the  ^rld,  and 

sow  it  thick  with  friendships.^ 

Tapper's  ProcMal  Pktaupkf 
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NataradoM 
Never  wnrng :  'tis  lociety  that  mat, 

BmUy't  Fetkit. 

Hien  growing  hamlets  rear  their  heads, 

And  gathering  crowds  expand. 
Far  as  my  fancy^s  vision  spreads, 

O'er  many  a  boundless  land, 
Till  what  was  once  a  world  of  savage  striie, 
Teems  with  the  richest  gifts  of  social  life, 

Jame$  K.  Paulding, 


SOLDIER. 

T  is  the  soldier's  life, 
To  have  tiieir  balmy  slumbere  wakM  with  strife. 

Shak$.  Othdh. 

Rude  am  I  in  speech. 
And  little  blessM  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace ; 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  yean' 

pith. 
Till  now  some  nine  moon's  wasted,  they  have  ns*d 
Hieir  dearest  action  in  the  tented  field ; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak. 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle ; 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause, 
In  speaking  for  myself 

Shah.  OtkelUk 

Her  father  lov'd  me ;  ofl  invited  me ; 

Still  qnestion'd  me  the  story  of  my  life. 

From  year  to  year ;  the  battles,  sieges,  fortunes, 

That  I  have  pass'd. 

I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  boyish  days. 

To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it 

Wherein  I  spoke  of  most  disastrous  chances. 

Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field ; 

Of  hair.breadth  'scapes  i'  th'  imminent  deadly 

breach ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe. 
And  sold  to  slavery ;  of  my  redemption  thence, 
And  portance  in  my  travel's  history : 
Wherein  of  antres  vast,  and  deserts  idle. 
Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads  touch 

heaven. 
It  was  my  hint  to  speak,  such  was  the  process ; 
And  of  the  cannibals  that  each  other  eat, 
The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
I>o  grow  beneath  their  shoulders. 

8liak$.0adUk 

Say  to  them, 
Thon  art  a  soldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils. 
Hast  not  the  soft  way,  which,  thou  dost  confbss, 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  use,  as  they  to  claim. 
In  asking  their  good  loves. 

Shak$.  Caruiami, 


Then  a  soldiez 
Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard» 
Jealous  in  honoor,  sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel* 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 
Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth. 

Shala.  AtymUkeiU 

*Tis  much  he  dares ; 
And,  to  that  dauntless  temper  of  his  mind. 
He  hath  a  vnsdom  tha^  doth  guide  his  valour 
To  act  in  safe^. 

Shaki.  Macbttk 

His  sword  (death's  stamp) 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took ;  from  fiice.to  &ot 
He  was  a  thing  of  hlook,  whose  every  motion 
Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries. 

Shak$,  CoridanoM* 

Grood  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to-night: 
Let's  teach  ourselves  that  honourable  stop. 
Not  to  ootsport  discretioai 

Shak9,  OiheQa, 

His  death,  whoso  spirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dullest  peasant  in  his  camp. 
Being  bruted  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  best  temper'd  courage  in  his  troops : 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  stcel'd ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  rest 
Tum'd  on  themselves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
Shaks.  Henry  IV.    Part  II 
You  say  you  are  a  better  soldier ; 
liet  it  appear  so ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  shall  please  me  well :  For  mine  own  part, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Shaks.  JiUiu9  Casau 
Hear  you  me,  Jessica : 
Lock  v^  my  doors ;  and  when  you  hear  the  dmni« 
And  the  vile  squeaking  of  the  wry-neck'd  %Sd^ 
Clamber  not  yon  up  to  the  casements  then. 
Nor  thrust  your  head  into  the  public  street 
To  gaze  on  Christiaii  feols  with  vamish'd  faces. 
Shaks.  Merchant  qf  Venice* 

I  hate  these  potent  madmen,  who  keep  all 
Mankind  awake,  while  they  by  their  great  deedp 
Are  drumming  hard  upon  this  hollow  world. 
Only  to  make  a  sound  to  last  for  ages. 

Crewne, 

T*he  beaten  soldier  proves  most  manful, 
Tliat,  like  his  sword,  endures  the  anvil, 
And  justly 's  held  more  formidable. 
Hie  more  his  valour 's  malleable : 
But  he  that  fbars  a  bastinado^ 
Will  run  avray  from  his  own  riiadow. 

BuOei^B  HttMtm 
llien  did  Sir  Knight  abandon  dwelling, 
And  out  he  rode  a  oolonelling. 

Bitflsr'f  HutUbrma 


80LDIEB. 


Ue  was  by  birth,  tome  authon  write, 

A  RoBsiaii ;  some,  a  M iBoovite ; 

And  *mongr  the  CoMaoks  had  been  bred, 

Of  whom  wo  in  diom&Ie  read, 

Tliat  serve  to  iill  up  pages  here, 

As  with  their  bodies  ditches  there. 

Butler's  Hudtfnrag, 
His  spear,  to  equal  which  the  tallest  pine 
Hewn  on  Norwegian  hills,  to  be  the  mast 
Of  some  great  admiral,  were  but  a  wand. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost, 

The  country  rings  around  with  loud  alarms, 
And  raw  in  fields  the  rude  militia  swarms; 
Mouths  without  hands,  maintained  at  vast  expense, 
In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence : 
Stout  once  a  month  they  march,  a  blustering  band. 
And  ever,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand ; 
Tliis  was  the  morn,  when  issuing  on  the  guard. 
Drawn  up  in  rank  and  file  they  stood  prepared 
Of  seeming  arms  to  make  a  short  essay. 
Then  hasten  to  be  drunk,  the  business  of  the  day. 
VrydetCs  Cymon  and  Iphigenia, 

The  brave  abroad  fight  for  the  wise  at  home : 
You  are  but  camp  cameleons,  &d  with  air ; 
Thin  fiime  is  all  the  bravest  hero's  share. 

Dryden's  King  Arthur* 
No  matter  what  becomes  of  the  poor  soldiers, 
So  they  perform  the  drudgery  they  *re  fit  for ; 
Why  let  *em  starve  for  want  of  their  arrears. 
Drop  as  they  go,  and  lie  like  dogs  in  ditches. 

Lee. 
T  is  the  sport  of  statesmen. 
When  heroes  knock  their  knotty  heads  together. 
And  tall  by  one  another. 

Rowe*s  Ambitious  Stepmother, 
See,  now  comes  the  captain  all  daubM  with  gold 

lace; 
O  la !  the  sweet  gentleman !  look  in  his  face ; 
And  see  how  he  rides  like  a  lord  of  the  land, 
With  the  fine  flaming  sword  that  he  holds  in  his 

hand. 
And  his  horse,  the  dear  ereter^  it  prances  and 

rears, 
With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears. 

Swyi 
Some  for  hard  masters,  broken  under  arms, 
In  battle  lopt  away,  with  half  their  limbs, 
Beg  bitter  bread  though  realms  their  valour  sav*d. 
Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
See  her  generous  troops, 
Whose  pay  was  glory,  and  their  best  reward, 
I'Vee  iat  their  country,  and  for  me  to  die, 
Eire  mercenary  murder  grew  a  trade. 

Thomson^s  Liberty, 


Dost  thou  not  know  the  ikte  of  soldiers  7 
Tliey  *re  but  ambition's  tooIa«  to  cot  away 
To  iMr  inlawfiil  ends :  and  when  they're  worn, 
Hack*d,  hewn  with  constant  service,  thrown  aside, 
To  mst  in  peace,  and  rot  in  hospitals. 

Southem*s  Loyal  Brothers 
Gallant  in  strife,  and  noble  in  their  ire, 
Hie  battle  is  their  pastime.    They  go  forth 
Gay  in  the  morning,  as  to  the  summer's  sport; 
When  evening  comes,  the  glory  of  the  mom, 
llie  youthful  warrior  is  a  clod  of  clay. 

Hom^s  Douglass 
The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay. 
Sat  by  his  fure,  and  talk*d  the  night  away ; 
Wept  o*er  his  wounds,  or  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
Shoulder'd  his  crutch,  and  showed  how  fields  were 
won.  Gotdsmiih's  Deserted  VUiage. 

The  guards,  mechanically  formM  in  ranks. 
Playing,  at  beat  of  drum,  their  martial  pranks ; 
ShouldVing  and  standing  as  if  struck  to  stone. 
While  condescending  majesty  looks  on. 

Cowper's  Tale  of  a  Tub 
^T  is  universal  soldiership  has  stabb'd 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  class. 

Cowpei's  Tost 
To  swear,  to  game,  to  drink,  to  show  at  home 
By  lewdness,  idleness  and  sabbath-breach. 
The  great  proficiency  he  made  abroad, 
T*  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  gazing  friends, 
To  break  some  maiden's  and  his  mother's  heart, 
To  be  a  pest  where  he  was  useful  once. 
Are  his  sole  aim,  and  all  his  glory  now. 

Cowper's  Task, 
1  hate  the  camp, 
I  hate  its  noise  and  stiff  parade,  its  blank 
And  empty  forms,  and  stately  courtesy. 
Where  between  bows  and  blows,  a  smile  and  stab, 
There 's  scarce  a  moment    Soldiers  always  live 
In  idleness  or  peril :  both  are  bad. 

Proctor^s  Mirandola. 
I  died  no  felon  death  — 
'A  warrior's  weapon  freed  a  warrior's  souL 

Maturin's  Bertram, 

From  early  youtli  war  has  my  mistress  been. 
And  though  a  rugged  one,  I  '11  constant  prove. 
And  not  forsake  her  now.    There  may  be  joys 
Which,  to  the  strange  o'erwhelming  of  the  soul, 
Visit  the  lover's  breast  beyond  all  others: 
E'en  now,  how  dearly  do  I  foel  there  may ! 
But  what  of  them  7  they  are  not  made  for  me— 
The  hasty  flashes  of  contending  steel 
Must  serve  instead  of  glances  from  my  love, 
And  for  sofl-breathing  sighs  the  cannon's  roar. 
Joanna  BaiUii^s  Basil 


aOLDlEB: 


But  meh  bitter  thoii|r)ite 
Will  pass  away,  how  BO«n !  and  thooe  who  here 
Are  ibXkrmng  their  dead  comrade  to  the  i^taTe, 
Ere  the  night  fall,  will  in  their  revelry 
Quench  all  remembranoe.    From  the  tiea  of  life 
Unnaturally  rent,  a  man  who  knew 
No  resting-place,  no  dear  delights  of  home, 
Belike  who  never  saw  his  children's  face. 
Whose  children  knew  no  father ;  he  is  gone, 
Drofit  from  existence;  like  the  witherM  leaf 
That  from  .the  summei*  tree  is  swept  away. 
Its  loss  unseen*    She  hears  not  of  his  death 
Who  bore  him,  and  already  for  her  son 
Her  tears  of  bitterness  are  shed :  when  first 
He  had  put  on  the  livery  of  blood, 

She  wept  him  dead  to  her. 

Southey, 

A  varioos  host — ^from  kindred  realms  they  came. 
Brethren  in  arms,  but  rivals  in  renown  — 
For  yon  fair  bands  shall  merry  England  claim, 
And  with  their  deeds  of  valour  deck  her  crown. 
Hers  their  bold  port,  and  hers  their  martial  frown, 
And  hers  their  scorn  of  death  in  freedom's  cause. 
Their  eyes  of  azure,  and  their  locks  of  brown. 
And  the  blunt  speech  that  burst  ¥nthout  a  pause. 
And  fi«e-born  thoughts,  which  league  the  soldier 

with  the  laws. 
And  oh !  lov*d  warriors  of  the  minstrers  land ! 
Yonder  your  bonnets  nod,  your  tartans  wave  I 
The  n^ged  form  may  mark  the  mountain  band. 
And  harsher  features,  and  a  mien  more  grave ; 
But  ne'er  in  battle-field  throbb'd  heart  more  brave 
Than  that  which  beats  beneath  the  Scottish  plaid. 

SeatL 
Hark !  frqp  yon  stately  ranks  what  laughter  rings. 
Mingling  wild  mirth  with  war's  stern  minstrelsy, 
W»  jest  while  each  blithe  comrade  round  him 

flings. 
And  moves  to  death  with  military  glee ; 
Boast,  Erin,  boast  them ;  tameless,  frank,  and  fifee, 
In  kindness  warm,  and  fierce  in  danger  known. 
Rough  nature's  children,  humorous  as  she : 
And  he,  yon  chieftain  —  strike  the  proudest  tone 
Of  thy  bold  harp,  green  isle ! — the  hero  is  thine 

own.  Scott, 

Right  English  all,  they  rush  to  blows. 
With  naught  to  win,  and  all  to  lose. 
1  could  have  laugh'd  —  but  lack'd  the  time  — 
To  see,  in  phrenesy  sublime. 
How  the  fierce  zealots  fought  and  bled, 
For  king  or  state  as  humour  led ; 
Some  for  a  dream  of  public  good. 
Some  for  church-tippet,  gown  and  hood, 
Draining  their  veins,  in  death  to  claim 
A  patrkA'e  or  a  martyr's  name. 

Scuts  RM>v. 


How  beautiilil  in  death 
The  warrior's  oerae  appears, 
Embahn'd  fay  fond  affection's  breath, 
And  bath'd  in  woman's  tears! 

Montgomery 
Give  me  the  death  of  those 
Who  for  their  country  die; 
And  oh!  be  mine  like  their  repose, 
When  cold  and  low  they  lie! 
Their  loveliest  mother  earth 
Enshrines  the  fallen  brave. 
In  her  sweet  lap  who  gave  them  birth. 
They  find  their  tranquil  grave. 

Mon^otnary, 
A  mere  soldier,  a  mere  tool,  a  kind 
Of  human  sword  in  a  fiend's  hand :  the  other 
Is  master-mover  of  his  warlike  puppet. 

Byron's  Sardanapaba, 

Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renown. 
Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers ; 
Not  fighting  for  their  country  or  its  crown, 
But  wishing  to  be  one  day  Brigadiers : 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town ; 
A  pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  their  years. 
'Mongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  pith. 
Sixteen  call'd  Thomson,  and    nineteen    nam'd 

Smith.  Byrotu 

There  shall  they  rot— ambition's  honour'd  fods: 
Yes,  honour  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  their 

clay! 
Vain  sophistry !  in  these  behold  the  tools. 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  cast  away 
By  myriads,  when  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 
With  human  hearts — to  what  7 — a  dream  alone, 
Byron's  ChiUU  Harold. 
Enough  of  battle's  minions !  let  them  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  fame : 
Fame  that  will  scarce  re-animate  their  clay, 
Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name. 
In  sooth  't  were  sad  to  thwart  their  noble  aim 
Who  strike,  blest  hirelings!  for  their  country's 

good. 

And  die,  that  living  might  have  prov'd  her  shame. 

Byron's  Childs  Handd 

I  see  them  on  their  winding  way. 

About  their  ranks  the  moonbeams  play; 

Their  lofty  deeds  and  daring  high. 

Blend  with  the  notes  of  victory; 

And  waving  arms  and  banners  bright^ 

Are  glancing  in  the  meUow  light 

H^et  s  Poems 

Then  were  sad  hearts  in  a  darken'd  home, 
When  the  brave  had  left  their  bower; 

But  the  strength  of  prayer  and  sacrifice 
Was  with  them  in  tluit  hour. 

Yrt.  Hematis 


SOUTtTDR 


Fame  is  my  mistress,  madam,  and  my  sword 
The  only  friend  I  ever  wooM  her  with. 

l^Vviiieas  KmnhU  BaiUr» 
*Mid  the  din  of  arms,  when  the  dost  and  smoke 

In  oloads  are  curling  o*er  thee, 
Be  firm  till  the  enemy's  ranks  are  broke, 

And  they  fKll,  or  flee  before  thee  ! 
But  I  would  not  have  thee  toweringr  stand 

0*er  him  who 's  for  many  crying, 
But  bow  to  the  earth,  and  with  tender  hand 
fiaise  up  the  &int  and  dying. 

Mi89  Gouid's  Poena, 
At  midnight  in  the  forest  shades, 

Bozzaris  rangM  his  SuUote  band, 
True  as  the  steel  of  their  tried  blades, 

Heroes  in  heart  and  hand. 
IVere  had  the  Persian's  thousands  stood. 
There  had  the  glad  earth  drank  their  blood 

On  old  Platsa's  day ; 
And  now  there  breath'd  that  haunted  air 
The  sons  of  sires  who  conquer'd  there, 
With  arm  to  strike  and  soul  to  dare. 
As  quick,  as  far  as  they, 

HaUeck^a  Bozzaris. 

They  focight  like  brave  men,  long  and  well ; 

They  pil'd  that  ground  with  Moslem  slain. 
They  conquer'd  —  but  Bozzaris  fell. 

Bleeding  at  every  vein. 
His  few  surviving  comrades  saw 
His  smile  when  rang  their  proud  hurrah, 

And^the  red  field  was  won; 
Then  saw  in  death  his  eyelids  close 
Colmly,  as  to  a  night's  repose. 

Like  flowers  at  set  of  sun. 

HaUeeVM  Bozzarit, 

The  Green-Mountaineer — the  Stark  of  Ben- 
nington:— 
When  on  the  field  his  band  the  Hessians  fought, 

Briefly  he  spoke  before  the  fight  began  : 
**  Soldiers !  those  German  gentlemen  are  bought 
For  four  pounds  eight-and-sevenpence  per  man, 
By  England's  king ;  a  bargain  as  is  thought 
Are  we  worth  more  7    Let 's  prove  it  now  we 
can; 
For  we  must  beat  them,  b^s,  4re  set  of  sua. 
Or  Molly  SUrk*s  a  widow."-* It  was  done! 

HaOod^o  CktttnociUuL 
Each  soldier's  name 
Shall  shine  mitamish'd  on  the  rolls  of  fame. 
And  stand  the  example  of  each  distant  age. 
And  add  new  lustre  to  the  historic  page. 

Datid  Humpkretfo, 
I  mrs  are  no  hirelings  train'd  to  the  fight, 
With  cyraldl  and  clarion  glittering  and  bright; 
No  ^anciug  of  chargers,  iio  martial  display 
Ko  war-immp  ia  hoard  from  our  silent  array 


O'er  the  proufl  heads  of  free  mm  ear  star-banner 

waves, 
Men  firm  m  their  moantaim  and  still  as  their 

gravw,— 
TiMnorrow  shall  poor  oat  their  ii&-UnM  Uke 

rain;  — 
We  cofne  back  in  triumph,  or  oome  not  agam. 

Thcmao  Ort^ 

SOLITUDE. 

The  jqyoDS  birds,  shrouded  in  cheerful  shade, 
Hie  notes  unto  the  voice  attemper'd  sweet; 
Th'  angelical  soft  trembling  voices  made 
To  th'  instruments  divine  respondenoe  meet; 
The  silver  sounding  instruments  did  meet 
With  the  base  murmur  of  the  water's  fall. 
The  water's  fall  with  difference  discreet. 
Now  soft,  now  loud,  unto  the  wind  did  call; 
The  gentle  warbling  wind  low  answered  to  all. 

Sjpenser's  Fmry  QuetM, 
Now  my  co-mates  and  brothers  in  exile. 
Hath  not  old  custom  made  this  life  more  sweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp  ?  are  not  these  woods 
More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  court? 
Here  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adam, 
The  season's  difference ;  as  the  icy  fkng, 
And  churlish  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind ; 
Which,  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body, 
Even  till  I  shrink  with  cold,  I  smile,  and  say, 
This  is  no  flattery :  these  are  coansellors 
That  feelingly  persuade  me  what  I  am. 

8kak9,  A$yotiUhiL 
How  use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man  !j 
The  shadowy  desert,  unfirequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flourishing  peopled  towns: 
There  can  I  sit  alone,  unseen  of  any. 
And  to  the  nightingale's  com[^ining  notes 
Tune  my  distresses,  and  record  my  woea. 

Shako.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Vcrsns. 
Oh !  solitude !  first  state  of  human  kind ! 
Which  bless'd  remain'd  till  man  did  find 
£2v'n  his  own  helper's  company : 
As  soon  as  two,  alas !  together  join'd. 
The  serpent  made  up  three. 

Sweet  solitude !  stiO  mirth !  that  fear'st  no  wrong, 
Because  thou  dost  none ;  morning  all  day  long ! 
Truth's  sanctuary !  innocency's  spring  I 
Invention's  Limbeck!  contempbition's  wing! 
Peace  of  my  soul,  which  I  too  late  pursu'd ; 
That  know'st  not  the  world's  vain  inquietude : 
Where  fi-iends,  the  thieves  of  time,  let  us  alone 
Whole  days,  and  a  man's  hours  are  all  his  own. 
Sir  Richard  Fanokai^ 


BOUTUDB, 


I  mt  me  down  to  watch  upon  a  bank 
Villh  i?y  c&nopied,  and  interwove 
With  flaotkting  honejmiekle,  and  begrsn. 
Wrapt  in  a  pleasing  fit  of  melanchdy. 
To  meditate  mj  rural  minstrelij, 
^lU  fancy  had  her  fiU. 

MtUoit'«  Cmmu. 

Alone,  fbir  other  creature  in  this  ^ace, 
Living  or  liftless,  to  be  found  was  none. 

MUton^s  Paradi$$  Lost, 

In  solitude 
What  happiness,  who  can  enjoy  alone, 
Or  of  enjoying  what  contentment  find  7 

MUtorCs  Paradite  Lost, 

Solitude  is  sometimes  best  society, 

And  short  retirement  urges  sweet  return. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost 

There  in  close  covert  by  some  brook, 
Where  no  flrofaner  eye  ean  look, 
Hide  me  fhnn  day's  garish  eye. 
While  the  bee  with  honied  thigh, 
That  at  her  flowery  work  doth  sing. 
And  the  waters  murmuring. 
With  such  consort  as  they  keep. 
Entice  the  dewy-feather*d  sleep. 

Milton's  Jl  Penseroso, 

Wisdom's  self 
Ofl  seek  to  sweet  retired  solitude ; 
Where,  with  her  best  nurse,  contemplation. 
She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  her  wings, 
lliat  in  the  various  bustle  of  resort 
Were  all  too  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impaur'd. 

itfOfem. 
The  silent  heart  which  grief  assails, 
Treads  soft  and  lonesome  o'er  the  vales. 
Sees  daisies  open,  rivers  run. 
And  seeks  (as  I  have  vainly  done) 
Amusing  thought ;  but  learns  to  know 
That  solitude  *b  the  nurse  of  woe. 

ParwiH, 

But  o'er  the  twilight  groves  and  dusky  caves, 
Long-Bonnding  aisles,  and  intermingled  graves, 
Bhick  melancholy  sits,  and  round  her  throws 
A  death-like  silence,  and  a  dread  repose : 
Her  gloomy  presence  saddens  all  the  scene. 
Shades  every  flower,  and  darkens  every  green, 
Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  falling  floods. 
And  breathes  a  browner  horror  on  the  woods. 

Popt^s  EMsct. 

Bear  me,  some  God !  oh,  quickly  bear  me  hence 
To  wholesome  solitude,  the  nurse  of  sense ; 
Where  contemplation  prunes  her  ruffled  wings. 
And  the  firee  soul  looks  down  to  pity  kings. 

Pope. 


O  sacred  solitude !  divine  retreat! 
Choice  of  the  prudent !  envy  of  the  great! 
By  the  pure  stream,  or  in  thy  waving  shade. 
We  court  fair  wisdom,  that  celestial  maid : 
The  genuine  of&pring  of  her  lov'd  embrace, 
(Strangers  <m  earth !)  are  innocence  and  peace. 

Young's  Love  of  Fams, 
O !  lost  to  virtue,  lost  to  manly  thought. 
Lost  to  the  noble  sallies  of  the  soul ! 
Who  think  it  solitude  to  be  alone. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
Then  horrid  silence  fbllow'd,  broke  alone 
By  the  bw  murmurs  of  the  reetiess  deep^ 
Mizt  with  the  doubtfbl  breese,  that  now  and  then 
Sigfa'd  thro'  the  mournful  woods. 

Thomson's  Agamemnon, 

Majestic  woods,  of  every  vigorous  green 
Stage  above  stage,  high  waving  o'er  the  hills ; 
Or  to  the  far  horizon  wide  difiiia'd 
A  boundless  deep  immensity  of  shade. 

Thomson's  Seagons. 

Thus  solitary,  and  in  pensive  guise, 

Oft  let  me  wander  o'er  the  russet  mead. 

And  through  the  sadden'd  grove,  where  scarce  is 

heard 
One  dying  strain,  to  cheer  the  woodman's  toil. 

Thomson's  Seasons 
O  bear  me  then  to  vast  embowering  shades. 
To  twilight  groves,  and  visionary  vales ; 
To  weeping  grottoes,  and  prophetic  glooms ; 
Where  angel  fbrros,  athwart  the  sdomn  dusk. 
Tremendous  sweep,  or  seem  to  sweep  along ; 
And  voices  more  than  human,  thro'  the  void 
Deep  sounding,  seize  the  enthusiastic  ear ! 

Thomson's  Seasons. 

There  at  the  fixit  of  yonder  nodding  beech. 
That  wreaths  its  old  fantastic  roots  so  high. 
His  listless  length  at  noontide  would  he  stretch, 
And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  bubbles  by. 

Gray's  Churchyaid 

0  solitude !  where  are  the  charms 
That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  face  7 
Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms. 
Than  reign  in  this  horrible  place. 

1  am  out  of  humanity's  reach, 
I  must  finish  my  journey  alone, 
Never  hear  the  sweet  music  of  speech, 
I  start  at  the  sound  of  my  own. 

Uowpff, 

Such  a  gloom 
»Suit8  well  the  thoughtful  or  unthinking  mind 
1%e  mind  contemplative,  vnth  some  new  theme 
Pregnant,  or  indispos'd  alike  to  alL 

Coupons  Task 
42 


4M 


SOLITUDB. 


For  Bolitade,  however  some  may  raTO, 
Seemingf  a  lanctaary,  proves  a  ipraye, 
A  sepolehre  in  which  the  liviiig  lie, 
Where  all  grood  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 
I  praise  the  Frenchman,  his  remark  was  shrewd. 
How  sweet,  how  passing  sweet,  is  solitode ! 
fiat  grant  me  still  a  friend  in  my  retreat. 
Whom  I  may  whisper — solitnde  is  sweet 

Cowpei's  ReUrement 

Bat  me  perhaps 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  awhile 
With  faint  illuminatian,  that  aplifls 
The  shadows  to  the  ceiling,  there  hy  fits 
Dancing  ancouthly  to  the  qaivering  flame. 

Me  oft  as  fancy  Indicroos  and  wild 

Sooth*d  with  a  waking  dream  of  hoases,  towers, 

Trees,  churches,  and  strange  visages  expressM 

In  the  red  cinders,  while  with  poring  eye 

J  gaz*d,  myself  creating  what  I  saw, 

Nor  less  amusM  have  I  qnieseoot  watch*d 

The  sooty  films  that  play  apon  the  ban 

Pendubas,  and  foreboding  in  the  view 

Of  superstition,  prophesying  still. 

Though    still    deceiv*d,    some    stranger's   near 

approach. 
nr  is  thus  the  understanding  takes  repose 
In  indolent  vacuity  of  thought. 
And  sleeps  and  is  refreshM.    Meanwhile  the  ft.ce 
Conceals  the  mood  lethargic  with  a  mask 
Of  deep  deliberation,  as  the  man 
Were  taskM  to  his  fbll  strength,  absorVd  and  lost 

C<fwper*8  Toik, 

Oft  when  the  winter  storm  had  ceas*d  to  rave. 
He  roamM  the  snowy  waste  at  even,  to  view 
The  clouds  stupendoas,  fh>m  th*  Atlantic  wave 
High-towering,  sail  along  the  horinm  blue : 
Where,  'midst  the  changeful  scenery,  ever  new. 
Fancy  a  thousand  wond*roas  forms  descries, 
More  wildly  great  than  ever  pencil  drew. 
Rocks,  torrents,  gulfs,  and  shapes  of  giant  size. 
Ana  gUtfrmg  cliffs  on  cliffii,  and  fiery  ramparts  rise. 
BtaUie'9  MinttrtL 

A  nd  pasMhose  settlers*  haunts  the  eye  might  roam. 
Where  earth's  unliving  silenoe  all  would  seem ; 
Save  where  on  rocks  the  beaver  built  his  dome. 
Or  buffalo  remote  ]ow*d  ftr  fVom  human  home. 
CampbdTs  Gertrude  of  Wyoming. 

I'Jutbusiast  of  the  woods !  when  years  apace 
Had  bound  thy  lovely  waist  with  woman's  ione» 
Ilic  sunrise  path  at  mom,  I  see  thee  trace, 
fo  hiLs  with  high  magnolia  overgrown. 
And  ioy  to  breathe  the  groves,  romantic  and  ^ne< 
Campbells  Oertrude  ef  WyomUtg. 


And  ofl  the  craggy  cliff  he  loved  to  dSm\t, 
When  all  in  mist  the  worid  bek>w  was  lost 
What  dreadfU  pleasure !  there  to  stand  subUnn, 
Like  shipwreck'd  mariner  on  desert  coast, 
And  view  the  enormous  waste  of  vapour,  kist 
In  billows,  lengthening  to  th'  horinm  round. 
Now  scoop'd    in    gulfs,  with  mountains   now 

emboss'^l ! 
And  hear  the  voice  of  mirth  and  song  rebound; 
Flocks,  herds,  and  waterfalls,  along  the  hoar  pro 

found! 
In  truth  he  was  a  strange  and  wayward  wight 
Fond  of  each  gentle  and  each  dreadful  scene. 
In  darkness  and  in  storm  be  found  delight: 
Nor  less,  than  when  on  ocean-wave  serene 
The  southern  sun  diflfosed  his  daaling  sheen. 
Even  sad  vicissitudes  amns'd  his  soul : 
And  if  a  sigh  would  sometimes  intervene, 
And  down  his  cheek  a  (ear  of  pity  roU, 
A  sigh,  a  tear,  so  svreet,  he  wish'd  not  to  eonttoi. 
Beattu^e  MimlnL 
Hie  wildest  watf te  but  this  can  show. 
Some  touch  of  natore's  genial  glow ; 
But  here, — above,  around,  below. 
On  mountain  or  on  glen^ 
Nor  tree,  nor  shrub,  nor  pl^t  nor  flower. 
Nor  aught  of  vegetative  po^er. 

The  weary  eye  can  ken. 

Scours  lAfrdeflktUim 

Oh !  who  can  tell  the  unspeakable  inisery 
Of  solitude  like  this !  '^ 

No  sound  hath  ever  reach'd  my  ear,    * 
Save  of  the  passing  wind.  ^ 

llie  fountain's  everlasting  flow, 
The  forest  in  the  gale. 
The  pattering  of  the  shower. 
Sounds  dead  and  mournful  all. 

Sou(key*9  Thais' 

No  traces  of  those  joys,  alas !  remain ! 
A  desert  solitude  alone  appears. 
No  verdant  shade  relieves  the  sandy  plain. 
The  wide-spread  waste  no  gentle  fountain  cheers. 
One  barren  fiice  the  dreary  prospect  wears; 
Nought  through  the  vast  horizon  meets  her  eye 
To  calm  the  tumult  of  her  fears. 
No  trace  of  human  habitation  nigh, 
A  sandy  wild  beneath,  above  a  threatening  sky. 
JITrs.  Tighe's  PeyeU 
To  view  alone 
The  ftirest  scenes  of  land  and  deep^ 
With  none  to  listen  and  reply 
To  thoughts  with  which  my  heart  beat  hig^ 
Were  irksome— for  whate'er  my  mood, 
In  sooth  I  love  not  solitude. 

ByroiCs  Bride  efAhflm^ 


80UTUDK. 


Ob !  that  the  desert  were  my  dweI]iDflr.pUoe, 
With  one  fair  tpirit  for  mj  minister, 
That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race. 
And,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her! 
Te  elements  in  whose  ennohling  stir 
I  feel  myself  exalted  -—  can  ye  not 
Accord  me  such  a  being  7  do  I  eir 
In  deeming  such  inhabit  many  a  spot  1 
Thongh  with  them  to  converse  can  rarely  be  our 
lot.  i^ron*s  ChUde  HarM. 

I  live  not  in  myself^  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  me ;  and  to  me, 
High  mountains  are  a  feeling,  but  the  hum 
Of  human  cities  torture. 

Bynm^B  ChOde  Harold. 
Tliere  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods, 
Tliere  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore. 
There  is  society  where  none  intrudes. 
By  the  deep  sea,  and  musio  in  its  roar : 
I  love  not  man  the  less,  but  nature  more. 
From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I  steal 
From  all  I  may  be,  or  have  been  before. 
To  mingle  with  the  universe,  and  feel 
What  I  can  ne*er  express,  yet  cannot  all  conceaL 

Byron's  ChOde  Harold, 
Are  not  the  mountains,  waves  and  skies,  a  part 
Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  as  I  of  them  7 
Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 
With  a  pure  passion  7  should  I  not  contemn 
All  objects,  if  compared  with  these  7  and  stem 
A  tide  of  sufferings,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlegm 
Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  tum*d  below. 
Gazing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoughts  which 
dare  not  glow? 

Byron*8  Childe  Harold. 

To  sit  Oil  rocks,  to  muse  o*er  flood  and  fell. 
To  slowly  trace  the  {breaVs  shady  scene, 
Where  thinfrg  that  own  not  man's  dominion  dwell. 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne*er  or  rarely  been; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen ; 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  heeds  a  fold ; 
Alone  o*er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean ; 
Tliis  is  not  solitude ;  *t  is  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  nature's  charms,  and  see  her  stores 

unroird. 
But,  'midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men, 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel  and  to  possess. 
And  roam  along,  the  world's  tir'd  denizen, 
With  none  to  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  bless ; 
Minions  of  s]dcndour  shrinking  from  distress ! 
^{one  that  with  kindred  consciousness  endued, 
if  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less 
Of  all  that  flatter'd,  foUow'd,  sought,  and  soed ; 
This  is  to  be  alone ;  this,  this  is  solitude  I 

ByromU  ChOda  HunUL 


To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving  moon, 
The  stars  and  their  development ;  or  catch 
The  dazzling  lightnings  till  my  eyes  grew  dim  i 
Or  to  look,  list'ning,  on  the  scatter'd  leaves. 
While  autumn  winds  were  at  their  evening  song 
These  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone; 
For  if  the  beings,  of  whom  I  was  one, — 
Hating  to  be  so,  —  cross'd  me  in  my  path, 
I  felt  myself  degraded  back  to  them^ 
And  was  all  clay  again. 

•  Bynm'B  Manfired 

Man,  nor  brute. 
Nor  dint  of  hoof;  nor  print  of  foot, 
Lay  in  the  wild  luxuriant  soil ; 
No  sign  of  travel  —  none  of  toil ; 
The  very  air  was  mute ; 
And  not  an  insect's  shrill  small  horn. 
Nor  matin  bird's  neiiT  voice,  was  borne 
From  herb  nor  thicket 

ByroiCs  Maxtjppa 

And  here  no  more  shall  human  voice    ' 
Be  heard  to  rage  —  regret  —  rejoice  — 
The  last  sad  note  that  swelled  the  gale 
Was  woman's  wildest  funeral  wilL 

ByrtuCs  Oiamm 

If  solitude  succeed  to  grief^ 
Release  from  pain  is  slight  relief; 
Hie  vacant  bosom's  wilderness 
Might  thank  the  pang  that  made  it  Icm. 
We  loathe  what  none  are  left  to  share— 
Even  bliss *~ 'twere  woe  alone  to  bear; 
The  heart,  ODce  left  thus  desolate. 
Must  fly  at  last  for  ease — to  hate. 

Byrm'f  Oiatm 

Perhaps,  there 's  nothing — I  '11  not  say  appals, 
But  saddens  more  by  night  as  well  as  day. 
Than  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul 
To  break  the  lifeless  splendour  of  the  whole. 

Byrm 

To  wander  through  the  festive  scene. 
With  soul  but  ill  at  ease ; 
To  stray  where  lighter  hearts  have  been. 
And  mock  at  thoughts  like  these ; 
To  look  for  one  'mid  those  around. 
Would  glad  our  mournful  mood. 
Then  start  at  mirth's  distracting  sooBd, 
This — this  is  solitude. 

Byrm» 

If  fh>m  society  we  learn  to  live, 
*T  ie  solitude  should  teach  us  how  to  die ; 

It  hath  no  flatterers ;  vanity  can  give 
No  hollow  aid ;  alone— man  with  liif  God  mvl 
strive. 


m 


SORROW. 


No,  *t  18  not  here  that  solitiide  is  known. 

Through  the  wide  world  he  only  i«  alone 

Who  lives  not  lor  another. 

Roger$*8  Human  Life, 

K  child,  'midst  ancient  mountains  have  I  stood, 
Where  the  wild  faloons  make  their  lordly  nest 
On  high.    The  spirit  of  the  solitude 

Fell  solemnly  upon  my  infant  breast. 
Though  there  I  pray*d  not ;  but  deep  thoughts  have 
pressM 
Into  my  being  since  I  breathM  that*air, 
tfor  could  I  now  one  moment  live  the  guest 
Of  such  dread  scenes,  witliout  the  springs  of 
prayer 
Overflowing  all  my  souL 

Jlfrt.  Hematu^i  Poetiu, 

Oh !  to  lie  down  in  wilds  apart. 

Where  man  is  seldom  seen  or  heard. 
In  still  and  ancient  forests,  where 
Mows  not  his  seytho,  pk>nghs  not  his  share, 

With  the  shy  deer  and  cooing  bird  ! 
To  go  in  dreariness  of  mood, 

0*er  a  lone  heath,  that  spieads  around, 
A  solitude  like  a  silent  sea, 
Where  rises  not  a  hut  or  tree, 

The  wide-embracing  sky  its  bound ! 
Oh !  beautiful  those  wastes  of  heath. 

Stretching  for  miles  to  lure  the  bee. 
Where  the  wild  bird,  on  pinions  strong. 
Wheels  round  and  pours  its  piping  song. 

And  timid  ereatores  wander  fVee. 

MaryHomtt 
Yon  gentle  hills, 
Rob*d  in  a  garment  of  nntix^den  snow ; 
Yon  darksome  rocks,  whence  icicles  depend, 
So  stainless  that  their  white  glittering  spires 
Tmge  not  the  moon's  pare  beams ;  yon  castled 

steep. 
Whose  banner  hangeth  o'er  the  time-worn  tower 
So  idly,  that  rapt  fancy  deemeth  it 
A  metaphor  of  peace ;  all  form  a  scene 
'^Vhere  musing  solitude  might  love  to  lift 
Her  soul  above  this  sphere  of  carthtiness. 

ShdUy. 
He  goes  to  the  river  side,—* 

Nox  book  nor  line  hath  he ; 
He  stands  in  the  meadows  wide,—* 

Nor  gon  nor  scythe  to  see ; 
With  none  has  he  to  d:, 

And  none  to  seek  him, 
K'fr  men  below 

Nur  spirits  dim, 
What  ha  knows  nobody  wants ; 
Wliat  he  knows  he  hides,  not  vaunts. 

Ralph  W.  Btiurmm, 


I  am  alone ;  and  yet 
In  the  still  solitude  there  is  a  ludi 

Around  me,  as  were  met 
A  crowd  of  viewless  wings ;  I  hear  a  gosh 
Of  utter'd  harmonies. 

George  W,  BetJmm. 

Leave  —  if  thou  would*st  be  lonely  — 

Leave  Nature  for  the  crowd ; 
Seek  there  for  one  —  one  only 

With  kindred  mind  cndow*d  ! 
There  —  as  with  Nature  erst 

Closely  tliou  would'st  commune  — 
The  deep  soul-music  nursed 

In  either  heart,  attune  I 
Heart-wearied  thou  wilt  own, 

Vainly  that  phantom  woo'd, ' 
That  thou  at  least  hast  known 

What  is  Uue  Solitude ! 

HqffmarCB  Poem$. 

These  are  the  gardens  of  the  desert,  these 
The  unshorn  fields,  boundless  and  beautiful. 
For  which  the  speech  of  England  has  no  name— 
The  prairies.    I  behold  them  for  the  first. 
And  my  heart  swells,  while  the  dilated  sight 
Takes  in  the  encircling  vastness.  Lo !  they  stretch 
In  airy  undulations,  far  away. 
As  if  the  ocean,  in  his  gentlest  swell. 
Stood  still,  with  all  his  rounded  billows,  fix*d 
And  motionless  for  ever.    Did  the  dust 
Of  these  fair  solitudes  once  stir  with  life 
An^  burn  with  passion  7 

Bryant 9  Poem^ 

Alone !  alone !  how  drear  it  is 
Always  to  be  alone ! 

TftZBfc 

SORROW. 

My  heart  is  as  an  anvil  unto  sorrow. 
Which  beats  upon  it  like  a  Cyclops*  hammer, 
And  with  the  noise  turns  up  my  giddy  brain, 
And  makes  me  fi-antic. 

Marloe'9  Edvoard  11 

One  fire  bums  out  another's  burning ; 
One  pain  is  Icsscn'd  by  another's  anguish ; 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  help'd  by  backward  turning  * 
One  desp'rate  grief  cure  with  another's  languish : 
Take  thou  some  new  infection  to  the  eye. 
And  the  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JuUd, 
Griefs  of  mine  own  lie  hea\y  in  my  breast ; 
Which  thou  wik  propagate,  to  have  them  prest 
With  more  of  thine :  this  love,  tliat  thoa  hast 

abown, 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own, 

Shaka.  Ronm  and  JuUet. 


SORROW. 
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lie  bean  the  eentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears ; 
Bat  he  boars  both  tlie  sentence,  and  the  sorrow, 
That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  borrow. 

Shaha,  Othello, 
A.mazM  he  stands,  nor  voice  nor  body  stirs ; 
Words  had  no  passage,  tears  no  issue  ibund ; 
For  sorrow  shut  up  words,  wrath  kept  in  tears ; 
Confused  efiectB  each  other  do  confound : 
Oppressed  with  grief^  his  passions  had  no  bound. 
Striving  to  tell  his  woes,  words  would  not  come ; 
For  light  cares  speak,  when  mighty  griefs  are 
dumb.  DanieTa  Rotamond, 

I  drink 
So  deep  of  grie^  that  he  must  only  think. 
Not  dare  to  speak,  that  would  express  my  woe : 
Small  rivers  murmur,  deep  gulfi  silent  flow. 

ManUnCB  Sophonitiba, 
Ob,  be  of  comfort! 
Make  patience  a  noble  fortitude. 
And  think  not  how  unkindly  we  are  ns'd : 
Man,  like  a  cassia,  is  proved  best  being  bruis'd. 
My  heart  ^s  tumM  to  a  heavy  lamp  of  lead. 
With  which  I  sound  my  danger. 

Webgter's  Duchess  pfMalfy. 
Fast  sorrows,  let  us  moderately  lament  them. 
For  those  to  come,  seek  wisely  to  prevent  them. 

Webster's  Duchess  ofMalfy, 
Unkindness  do  thy  office ;  poor  heart  break : 
Those  are  the  killing  griefs  which  dare  not  speak. 
Webster's  White  Demi. 
Be  of  comfort,  and  your  heavy  sorrow 
Part  equally  among  us ;  storms  divided, 
Abate  their  fi>rce,  and  with  less  rage  are  guided. 
HeyvDOod's  Woman  KiWd  with  Kindness, 
Great  sorrows  have  no  leisure  to  complain : 
Least  ills  vent  forth,  great  griefs  within  remain. 

Ooffe's  Raging  Turk, 
There  *8  no  way  to  make  sorrow  light 
But  in  the  noble  bearing;  be  content; 
Blows  ^iven  from  heaven  are  our  due  punishment ; 
All  shipwrecks  are  not  drownings ;  you  see  build- 

Aogs 

Made  iivirer  i^om  their  ruins. 

W,  Rowley's  New  Wonder. 
He,  sad  heart,  being  robb'd 
Of  an  ><«4  comfort,  having  lost  the  beauty 
Whid  gave  him  Ufo  and  motion,  seeing  Qaios 
£hijoy  those  lips,  whose  cherries  were  the  food 
Hiaf  iiursM  his  soul,  spent  all  his  time  in  sorrow, 
In  oaelancholy  sighs  and  discontents : 
Look*d  like  a  wither'd  tree  o*ergrown  with  moos ; 
His  ayes  were  ever  dropping  icicles. 

Randoljph's  Amynias. 


There  is  no  joy 
But  either  past  or  fleeting ;  and  poor  man 
Grows  up  but  to  experience  of  grief; 
And  then  is  truly  past  minority, 
When  he  is  past  all  happiness. 

QomersaWs  Lodooie  Sforxa, 
How  beautiful  is  sorrow,  when  *t  is  drest 
By  virgin  innocence  7  it  makes 
Felicity  in  others  seem  deformM. 

Sir  W.  Davenant's  Lote  and  Honour 

Grief  conceal*d,  like  hidden  fire,  consumes , 

Which,  flaming  out,  would  call  in  help  to  quenck 

it  Denham's  So^ 

A  great  man  vanquishing  his  destiny. 

Is  a  great  spectacle  worthy  of  the  gods. 

Crown's  Darms 
Who  that  hath  ever  been. 

Could  bear  to  be  no  more  ? 
Yet  who  would  tread  again  the  scene 
He  trod  through  life  before  7 

James  Montgomery, 
Sorrow  lives  with  those  whose  pleasures  add  untc 
their  sins, 

Tupper's  Proverbial  P7nlosophy> 
Sorrow  treads  heavily,  and  leaves  behind 

A  deep  impression,  e*cn  when  she  departs : 
While  joy  trips  by  with  steps  light  as  the  wind. 
And  scarcely  leaves  a  trace  upon  our  hearts 
Of  her  faint  foot-falls :  only  this  is  sure. 
In  this  world  nought,  save  misery,  can  endure. 

Mrs,  Embury, 
When  the  cold  breath  of  sorrow  is  sweeping 

O^er  the  chords  of  the  youthful  heart, 
And  the  earnest  eye,  dimmM  with  strange  weep 

ing. 
Sees  the  visions  of  fancy  depart ; 
When  the  bloom  of  young  feeling  is  dying. 

And  the  heart  throbs  with  passion^s  fierce  strife. 
When  our  sad  days  are  wasted  in  sighing, 
Who  then  can  find  sweetness  in  life  7 

Mrs,  Embury 

Ye  wither'd  leaves !    Ye  wither'd  leaves ! 

To  mark  your  premature  decay. 
With  sympathy  my  bosom  heaves. 

For  like  its  hopes,  ye  pass  away ! 
like  yoo,  they  brighten'd  in  the  gleaiP 

Of  summer's  sweetly  genial  ray^ 
But  brilliant,  transient  as  a  dream. 

The  aatumn  found  them  in  decay. 

Mrs,  Dimdfs 
What  bliss  is  bom  of  sorrow ! 

'T  is  never  sent  m  vain  — 
The  heavenly  Surgeon  maims  to  save^ 

He  gives  no  useless,  pain. 

Thmas  Wa    . 
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Wouldst  thoa  fhnii  mjimm  find  a  iweet  relief 
Or  18  thy  heart  opprewM  with  woei  untold  7 
Balm  wooldst  thou  gather  for  corroding  grief; 

Pour  blemngs  round  thee  like  a  shower  of  gold ! 
*T  is  when  the  roee  is  wrapp'd  in  man  j  a  fold 
Close  to  its  heart,  the  worm  is  wasting  there 
Its  life  and  beauty ;  not  when,  all  unroU'd, 
Leaf  after  lea^  its  bosom,  rich  and  £iir, 
Breathes  fireely  its  perfumes  throughout  the  am- 
bient air. 
Rouse  to  some  work  of  high  and  holy  lore, 
^d  thou  an  angel's  happiness  shalt  know. 

Carloi  WUcox. 
Alas,  for  my  weary  and  care-haunted  bosom ! 

The  spells  of  the  spring-time  arouse  it  no  more; 
The  song  in  the  wild-wood,  the  sheen  in  the  bios. 
som, 
The  iresh  swelling  fountain  —  their  magic  is 
o'er! 
When  I  list  to  the  stream,  when  I  look  to  the 
flowers. 
They  tell  of  the  Past,  with  so  mournful  a  tone. 
That  I  call  up  the  throngs  of  my  long-vanishM 
hours, 
And  sigh  that  their  transports  are  over  and  gone. 
WtUu  Gttylard  Clark, 


SOUL. 
Why  should  we  the  busy  sou}  bdieve. 
When  boldly  she  concludes  of  that  and  this; 
When  of  herself  she  can  no  judgment  give, 
Nor  how,  nor  whence,  nor  where,  nor  what  she  is. 

Sir  John  Datis. 
Some  her  chair  up  to  the  brain  do  carry ; 
Some  sink  it  down  mto  the  stomach's  heat; 
Some  place  it  in  the  root  of  life,  tlie  heart ; 
Some  in  the  liver,  fountain  of  the  reins ; 
Some  say,  she *s  all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  part; 
Some  say,  she  *s  not  contained,  but  aU  contains. 
Hius  these  great  clerks  their  little  wisdom  show. 
While  with  their  doctrines  they  at  hasard  pUy, 
rossjng  their  light  opinions  to  and  fro. 
To  mock  the  leamM,  as  leam*d  in  this  as  they. 

Sir  John  DatU. 
To  the  soul  time  doth  perfection  give. 
And  adds  fresh  lustre  to  her  beauty  still, 
And  make  her  in  eternal  youth  to  live ; 
Like  her  wliieh  nectar  to  the  gods  dolh  fiH 
llie  more  she  lives,  the  more  she  feeds  on  truth ; 
The  more  sne  feeds,  the  strength  doth  more  in- 
crease; 
Ana  wnat  is  strength  but  an  efiect  in  youth. 
Which  if  time  nurse,  how  can  it  ever  cease. 

fitr  John  Ikm$, 


Doubtless  in  man  there  is  a  nature  foond, 
Beside  the  senses,  and  above  them  fer ; 
Though  most  men  being  in  seDsual  pkasoiu 

drown'd. 
It  seenu  their  souls  but  in  their  senses  are. 

SirJekuDnU. 
That  our  souls,  in  reason,  are  immortal. 
Their  natural  and  proper  objects  prove ; 
Which  immortality  and  knowledge  are. 
For  to  that  object,  ever  is  referred 
The  nature  of  the  soul ;  in  which  the  acta 
Of  her  high  faculties  are  still  employ'd : 
And  that  true  object  must  her  powers  obtain. 
To  which  they  are  in  nature's  aim  directed. 

ChapmafCt  C^D$ar  and  Pompeif, 
How  formless  is  the  form  of  man,  the  soul! 
How  various  still,  how  diff  *rent  from  itself  I 
How  falsely  call'd  queen  of  tliis  little  world! 
When  she 's  a  slave,  and  subject  not.  alone. 
Unto  the  body's  temperature,  but  all 

The  storms  of  fortune. 

May^s  Cleopatra 

*T  is  true  that  the  sotds 
Of  all  men  are  alike ;  of  the  same  substanea, 
By  the  same  maker  into  all  infus'd ; 
But  yet  the  sev'ral  matters  which  they  work  on, 
How  difierent  they  are,  I  need  not  tell  yoo; 
And  as  these  outward  organs  give  our  sonls 
Or  more  or  less  room  as  they  are  contriv'd 
To  show  their  lustre ;  so  again  coMes  fortnne 
And  darkens  them  to  whom  the  gods  have  giTen 
A  soul  divine,  and  body  capable 
Of  that  divinity  and  excellence. 

AtfiUcr's  Shffherd^s  Hiofidsy. 

Oar  souls  but  like  unhappy  strangers  ooiiie 
From  heav'n,  their  country,  to  this  irorl^t  bad 

coast; 
They  land,  then  straight  are  backward  bound  fbr 

home. 
And  many  are  in  storms  of  passion  lost! 
Tiicy  long  with  danger  sail  through  life's  ve2t  sea^ 
In  bodies  as  in  vessels  fbll  of  leaks; 
Walking  in  veins,  their  narrow  galleries^ 
Shorter  than  walks  of  seamen  on  their  decks. 

Sir  W.  Dawnara's  Philotopher  to  tU  Chxiidn, 
Go,  soul,  the  body's  guest. 
Upon  a  thankless  errand; 
Fear  not  to  (ouch  the  best, 
For  truth  must  be  thy  warrant; 
Go,  since  I  needs  must  die, 
And  give  the  world  tlie  lie. 

Willmm  DavimmU  WtqM^ 
Life  IS  the  triumph  of  our  mouIdVing  day; 
Death,  of  the  spirit  infinite !  divine ! 
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is  not  the  mighty  mind,  that  ion  of  heaven ! 
By  tyrant  life  dethroned,  imprioon*d,  pain*d7 
Bj  death  enlar^M,  ennobled,  deify*d7 
Death  but  entombe  the  body ;  life  the  bohL 

Ywng'9  Night  ThottghU. 
TcH  wit  how  much  it  wrangles, 
In  treble  points  of  niceness, 
Tell  wisdom  she  entangles 
Herself  in  ovcr-wiseness ; 
And  when  they  do  reply. 
Straight  give  ^em  both  the  lie. 

WUliam  DammnC9  Rhapsody, 

Only  a  sweet'  and  yirtuous  soul. 
Like  season'd  timber  never  gives; 
Bat  when  the  whole  world  tarns  to  coal. 
Then  chiefly  lives. 

vf^SOTgt  ntthtvt* 

There  is,  they  say,  (and  I  believe  there  is,) 
A  spark  within  us  of  th*  immortal  ^r^ 
That  animates  and  moulds  the  grosser  frame ; 

I      And  when  the  body  sinks,  escapes  to  heaven ; 

I      Its  native  seat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods. 

Armstnm^a  Art  of  Preserving  Health, 

The  soul  on  earth  is  an  immortal  guest, 

Compeird  to  starve  at  an  unreal  feast : 

A  spark,  which  upward  tends  by  nature's  ferce : 

A  stream  diverted  from  its  parent  source ; 

A  drop  dissevered  from  the  boundless  sea; 

A  moment,  parted  fiom  eternity ; 

A  pilgrim  panting  ibr  the  rest  to  come ; 

An  exile,  anzioas  for  hts  native  home. 

iMWMh  Store* 

Tlic  soul,  of  origin  divine, 

God^s  glorious  image,  freed  from  clay, 

In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  shall  shine 

A  star  of  day ! 

The  sun  is  but  a  spark  of  fire, 

A  transient  meteor  in  the  sky ; 

The  soul,  immortal  as  its  sire. 

Shall  never  die. 

mofAgomery* 

We  endow 
Thoee  whom  we  love,  in  our  fond,  passionate  blind- 
ness, 
With  power  upon  our  souls  too  absolnte 
To  be  a  ffiortal's  trust 

Jlfrs.  HemoMfs  8kgs  (f  VaUnda. 
The  soul,  the  mother  of  deep  fears, 

Of  high  hopes  infinite. 
Of  glorious  dreams,  mysterioos  tears, 

Of  sleepless  inner  sight ; 
Lovoly,  but  solemn,  it  arose. 
Unfolding  iR^iat  no  nnra  might  doMt 

Mrt.  Hemnu'9  Pom$. 


*T  would  take  an  angel  6om  abofto 
To  paint  th'  immortal  souL 

Mn.  Wdhy*$  Pooh, 

The  soul  onoe  sav*d  shdl  never  eeaso  from  bliss, 
Nor  Ood  kM  that  He  buyeth  with  His  blood! 

BaUey's  Fe$tuM. 
The  soul. 
Advancing  ever  to  the  source  of  light 
And  all  perfection,  lives,  adores,  and  deigns 
In  cloudless  knowledge,  purity,  and  bliss. 

Henry  Ware^  Jr. 
Our  thoughts  ore  boundless,  though  our  fi'ames  an 
frail. 

Our  souls  immortal,  though  our  limbs  decay ; 
Though  darkcnM  in  this  poor  life  by  a  veil 

Of  suffering,  dying  matter,  we  shall  play 

In  truth's  eternal  sunbeams ;  on  the  way 
To  Heaven's  high  capitol  our  cars  shall  roll; 

The  temple  of  the  Power  whom  all  obey. 
That  is  the  mark  we  tend  to,  for  the  soul 
Can  take  no  lower  flight,  and  seek  no  meaner  goaL 
PerctooTs  PnmeUteuB, 
What,  my  soul,  was  thy  errand  here  7 

Was  it  mirth  or  ease, 
Or  heaping  up  dust  from  year  to  year  T 

••Nay,  none  of  these!" 
Speak,  soul,  aright  in  ffls  holy  sight. 

Whose  eye  loc^  still 
And  steadily  on  th^  through  the  night ; 

« To  do  His  will!" 

Oh,  laggard  soul !  mtdose'tliine  eyes-« 

No  more  in  luxury  tfoift 
Of  joy  ideal  waste  thyself: 

Awake,  and  soar  aloil! 
Unfurl  this  hour  those  fulcon  wings 

Which  thou  doet  fold  too  long; 
Raise  to  the  skies  thy  lightning  gaae, 

And  sing  thy  bAiest  song ! 

Mrs,  Osgss^s  Psi 
Inward  turn 

E^eh  thought  and  every  sense. 
For  sorrow  lingers  fVom  without, 

Hiou  canst  not  charm  it  thenoe 
But  all  attun'd  the  soul  may  be 
Unto  a  deathless  melody. 

Mrs.  E.  Oakss  Smitk. 

Oh  soul  I  I  said,  "thy  boding  mormnrs  eaate; 
Tliougfi  sorrow  bind  thee  as  a  finMral  pall. 
Thy  Father's  hand  Is  gtiiding  thea  through  aC, 
His  love  will  bring  a  true  and  pcrfeet  paaee. 
Look  upward  onoe  again;  thongh  drear  fhn 

mgnt, 
Earth  may  be  ^arknew,  Ifaawi  will  giwn  tki^ 
Kgfatr*  JTr*.  Nmu. 
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Awake  in  me  a  truer  life ! 

A  son]  to  labour  and  aspire; 
Touch  thou  my  mortal  lipe,  O  God, 

With  thine  own  truth*8  immortal  fire ! 

Sara  J.  Clarke. 
Oh !  press  on  ! 
For  the  high  ones  and  powerful  shall  come 
To  do  you  reverence ;  and  the  beautiful 
Will  know  the  purer  language  of  your  soul. 
And  read  it  like  a  talisman  of  love. 
Press  on !  fbr  it  is  godlike  to  unloose 
The  spirit,  and  forget  yourself  in  thought 
Bending  a  pinion  for  the  deeper  sky. 
And,  in  the  very  fetters  of  your  flesh. 
Mating  with  the  pure  essences  of  heaven. 
Press  on !  fiir  in  the  grave  there  is  no  work. 
And  no  device^^Prcss  on !  while  yet  ye  may. 

My  soul  would  wind  itself  in  love 
Around  all  human  things. 

it.  if,  J,  Duganne, 


SPLEEN. 

Hail,  wayward  queen 
Who  rule  the  sex  to  fifty  fi'om  fifteen; 
Parent  of  vapours,  and  of  female  wit, 
Who  give  th'  hysteric,  or  poetic  fit. 
On  various  tempers  act  by  various  ways. 
Make  some  take  physic,  others  scribble  plays : 
Who  cause  the  proud  their  visits  to  delay. 
And  send  the  godly  in  a  pet  to  pray. 

Pepe'i  Rape  ef  ^  Leek. 
The  spleen  is  seldom  fislt  where  Flora  reigns; 
The  lowering  eye,  the  petulance,  the  fiown. 
And  sullen  sadness,  that  o'ershade,  distort. 
And  mar  the  ^ce  of  beauty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  in^measnrable  veoe  appears. 
These  Ftora  banishes,  and  gives  the  fair 
Sweet  smiles,  and  bloom  less  transient  than  her 
•^  own.  Cowper» 

SPLENDOUR. 
What  peremptory,  eagle^igbted  eye 
Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
Tliat  is  not  blinded  by  her  majesty  ? 

Shake,  Lotk^e  Labour  LoeL 
I  *U  go  akmg,  no  such  sight  to  be  shown* 
But  to  rejoice  in  spleBdour  of  mine  own. 

Shake,  Ramea  and  JmUeL 
The  glorious  son 
.rfltays  in  bis  coarse,  and  plays  the  alchymist. 
Turning,  with  splendour  of  his  precious  eye, 
•llie  meagre,  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold* 

Shak9.KingJekii. 


To  splendour  only  do  we  live  7 
Must  pomp  alone  our  thoughts  employ  7 

All,  all  that  pomp  and  splendour  give. 
Is  dearly  bought  with  love  and  joy. 

Cariwrigkt, 

Can  wealth  give  happiness  7  look  around  and  see 
What  gay  distress  7  what  splendid  okisery  I 
I  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  show, 
I  envy  none  the  gilding  of  their  woe. 

Young, 
The  splendours  of  our  rank  and  state 
Are  shadows,  not  substantial  things. 

Young, 

SPRING. 

So  fiirth  issuM  the  seasons  of  the  year ; 
First  lusty  spring,  all  dight  in  leaves  of  flowers 
That  fireehly  budded,  and  new  blossoms  did  bear. 
In  which  a  thousand  birds  had  built  their  bowers. 
That  sweetly  song  to  call  forth  paramours ; 
And  in  his  hand  a  javelin  he  did  bear. 
And  on  his  head  (as  fit  fer  warlike  stores) 
A  gilt  engraven  morion  he  did  wear. 
That  as  some  did  him  love,  so  others  did  him  fear. 
Speneer'e  Fairy  Queen, 
Hail,  bounteous  May,  that  dost  inspire 
Mirth,  youth,  and  warm  desire : 
Woods  and  groves  are  of  thy  dressing. 
Hill  and  dale  doth  boast  thy  blessing. 

MUUnCe  May  Mondng 
Now  do  a  choir  of  chirping  minstreb  bring 
In  triumph  to  the  world,  the  youthful  fpring. 
The  valleys,  hills,  and  woods,  in  rich  array. 
Welcome  the  coming  of  the  long*d4br  May. 
Now  all  things  smile. 

Carew, 
How  Flora  decks  the  fields 
With  all  her  tapestry !  and  the  choristers 
Of  ev'ry  grove  chaunt  carols !  mirth  is  come 
To  visit  mortals.    Ev'ry  thing  is  blithe. 
Jocund,  and  jovial ! 

Randiifk*e  Jealaua  Looere, 

Come,  gentle  spring,  ethereal  mildness,  come, 
And  fix>m  the  bosom  of  yon  dropping  cloud. 
While  music  wakes  around,  veiled  in  a  shower 
Of  shadowing  roses,  on  our  plains  descend. 

Thamean^e  Seaeone, 
See  where  surly  winter  passes  ofi^ 
Far  to  the  north,  and  calls  his  ruffian  blasts ; 
His  blasts  obey,  and  quit  the  howling  hill. 
The  shatter'd  ferest,  and  the  ravaged  vale ; 
While  sofler  gales  succeed,  at  whose  kind  touch. 
Dissolving  snows  in  livid  torrents  lost. 
The  mountains  lift  their  green  heads  to  the  sky. 

Thouuon*e  Seaoone, 
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Am  yet  the  trembling  year  is  unconfirmM, 
And  winter  oft  at  eve  resumes  the  breeze, 
Chills  the  pale  morn,  and  bids  his  driving  sleets 
Deform  the  day  delightless. 

ThammnC*  SeoMom. 
No  more 
Hm  enjansive  atmosphere  is  eramp'd  with  cold ; 
Bat,  fnll  of  Isib  and  viTifying  soul. 
Lifts  the  bright  donds  subUme,  and  spreads  them 

thin, 
Fleecy  and  white,  o*er  aU-smromiding  heaven. 

Thonuon^s  Seoioni, 
FloshM  by  the  spirit  of  the  genial  year. 
Now  from  the  virgin's  cheek  a  fresher  bloom 
Shoots,  less  and  less,  the  live  oommotion  romid ; 
Her  lips  blosh  deeper  sweets;  she  breathes  of 

youth; 
The  shining  moisture  swells  into  her  eyes. 
In  brighter  flow ;  her  wishing  bosom  heaves, 
With  palpitations  wild ;  kind  tumults  seize 
Her  veins,  and  all  her  yielding  soul  is  love. 

Thomsm^a  S&umu, 
From  the  moist  meadow  to  the  wither'd  hill. 
Led  by  the  breeze,  the  vivid  verdure  runs, 
And  swells,  and  deepens ;  to  the  cherish*d  eye 
Hie  hawthorn  whitens ;  and  the  juicy  grovee 
Put  forth  their  buds,  unfolding,  by  degrees. 
Tin  the  whole  leafy  forest  stands  display'd. 
In  full  luxuriance  to  the  sighing  gales. 

TAemfon't  8ea»on$, 
In  these  green  days. 
Reviving  sickness  lifts  her  languid  head ; 
Li&  flows  afresh ;  and  young.ey*d  health  exalts 
The  whole  creation  round.    Contentment  walks 
The  sunny  glade,  and  feels  an  inward  bliss 
Spring  o*er  his  mind,  beyond  the  power  of  kings 
Topnrch.«^  IViomwi'.  S«m»i« 

Wide  flush  the  fields :  the  softening  air  is  balm ; 
Echo  the  mountains  round ;  the  forest  smiles ; 
And  every  sense,  and  every  heart,  is  joy. 

ThoauoiL 
Grateful  and  salutary  spring  the  plants 
Which  crown  our  numerous  gardens,  and 
Invite  to  health  and  temperance,  in  the  simple 

meal, 
UnpoiscmM  with  rich  sauces,  to  provoke 
Th*  unwilling  appetite  to  gluttony. 

Sweet  is  thy  coming  spring !  and,  as  I  pass 
Thy  hedge-rows,  where  from  the  half-naked  sprays 
Peeps  the  sweet  bud,  and  *midst  the  dewy  grass 
The  tufted  primrose  opens  to  the  day : 
My  spirits  light  and  pure  confess  thy  pow*r 
(If  balmiest  influence. 


Oh,  how  delightfld  to  the  soul  of  man. 

How  like  a  renovating  spirit  comes, 

Fanning  hit  cheek  the  breath  of  in&nt  spring ! 

Arum 
0*cr  the  moistenM  fields 
A  tender  green  is  spread ;  the  bladed  grass 
Shoots  forth  exuberant ;  th*  awaking  trees, 
Thaw*d  by  the  delicate  atmosphere,  put  forth 
Expanding  buds ;  while,  with  mellifluous  tliroat, 
The  warm  ebullience  of  internal  joy, 
The  birds  hymn  forth  a  song  of  gratitude 
To  him  who  shelterM  when  the  storms  were  deep. 
And  fed  them  through  the  winter's  cheerless  gloom* 

Antn. 

O  Spring!  of  hope,  and  love,  and  youth,  and 

gladness, 
Wind*winged  emblem !  brightest,  best,  and  fiiirest ! 
Whence  oomest  thou,  when,  with  dark  winter's 

sadness, 
The  tears  that  fade  in  sunny  smiles  thou  sharestT 
Sister  of  joy,  thou  art  the  child  that  wearest 
Thy  mother's  dying  smile  tender  and  sweet ; 
Thy  mother  Autumn,  for  whose  grave  thou  bearest 
Fresh  flowers,  and  beams  like  flowers,  with  gentle 

feet, 
Disturbing  not  the  leaves,  which  are  her  winding.  ' 

sheet  ShdUy, 

Lo !  where  the  rosy-boeom'd  hours, 
Fair  Venus'  train,  appear ; 
Disclose  the  long-expected  flowers, 
And  woke  the  purple  year ! 
The  Attic  warbler  poors  her  throat, 
Responsive  to  the  cuckoo's  note, 
llie  untaught  harmony  of  spring ; 
While,  whisp'ring  pleasmre  as  they  fly. 
Cool  zephyrs  through  the  clear  blue  sky 
Their  gather'd  fragrance  fling. 

Gray, 

The  busy  murmur  glows! 
The  insect  youth  are  on  the  wing, 
E^ger  to  taste  the  honied  spring. 
And  float  amid  the  liquid  noon : 
Some  lightly  o'er  the  current  skim. 
Some  show  their  gaily.gilded  trim 
Quick  glaring  to  the  sun. 

Soon  reviving  plants  and  flowers 
Anew  diall  deck  the  plain : 
The  woods  shall  hear  the  voioe  of  spring, 
And  flourish  green  again. 

Lqgam. 

'TIS  a  month  before  the  month  of  May 
And  the  spring  comes  slowly  up  this  way. 

Uileri^pe. 
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SPORTS  -  STAES  -  STATESMAN. 


I  markM  the  Spring  w  she  paseM  ■long, 
With  her  eye  of  light  and  her  Up  of  aong ; 
While  she  itole  in  peace  o*er  the  green  earth** 

hreast, 
While  the  itreami  iprang  ont  from  their  icy  rest 
The  hade  bent  low  to  the  breeze*8  sigh. 
And  their  breath  went  forth  in  the  scented  sky ; 
When  the  fields  look'd  fresh  in  their  sweet  repose, 
And  the  yonng  dews  slept  on  the  new -bom  rose. 
WiUU  Oaylord  Cktrlu 

There 's  perftune  iqwn  every  wind — 

Miisio  in  every  tree  — 
]>ewB  lor  the  moistiirBJoving  flowers — 

Bweets  for  the  saoking  bee ; 
The  sick  come  forth  for  the  hesJing  South, 

The  young  are  gathering  flowers ; 
And  life  is  a  tale  of  poetry, 

That  is  told  by  golden  hours,     

WtSts*s  Poems, 

F  His  not  a  true  philosophy. 

That  the  spirit  when  set  free 
Btill  lingers  about  its  olden  home. 

In  the  flower  and  the  tree, 
It  is  very  strange  that  our  pulses  thriU 

At  the  sight  of  a  voiceless  thing. 
And  our  hearts  yearn  so  with  tenderness, 

In  the  beautiful  time  of  Spring. 

WiSts*s  Poems, 

When  the  warm  sun  that  brings 
Seed-time  and  harrest,  has  retum'd  again, 

'TIS  sweet  to  visit  the  still  wood,  where  springs 
The  first  flower  of  the  plain. 

LongfJlow. 


SPORTS^See  Hunting  and  Shooting.) 


STARS. 

Whom  their  gieat  stars 
llirone  and  set  high. 

Shako.  Lear. 

Here 
Will  I  set  up  my  everlasting  rest. 
And  shake  the  yoke  of  inauspicious  stars 
From  this  world-wearied  flesh. 

Shaha,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

See,  at  the  call  of  night. 
The  star  of  evening  sheds  her  silver  light 

Qa^sDiuu, 

There  they  stand, 
Hnxning  in  order  like  a  living  hymn 
Written  in  light 

WUHo'o  Poems, 


They  are  all  up — the  innumeraUe  stars 

That  hold  their  place  in  heaven.    My  eyes  have 

been 
Searching  the  pearly  depths  through  wmch  thej 

spring 
Like  beautifld  creations. 

WiOitfsPoems 

Ye  stars,  that  are  the  poetry  of  heaven. 

Byron's  ChUde  HaroU 

The  sky 
Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high. 
Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light 
So  wildly,  spiritually  bright 
Who  ever  gazM  upon  them  shining, 
And  tumM  to  earth  without  repining, 
Nor  vriah'd  for  wiugs  to  flee  away. 
And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  7 

Byron's  Siege  of  CorwHi 

But  the  stars,  the  soft  stars !  —  when  they  glitter 
above  us, 
I  gaze  on  their  beams  with  a  feeling  divine ; 
For,  as  true  friends  in  sorrow  more  tenderly  love  us, 
The  darker  the  heaven,  the  brighter  they  shine 
Mrs.  Wdby's  Poems. 
And  infant  cherubs  piere*d  the  blue, 
Till  rays  of  heaven  came  shining  through. 

W.  B.  O.  Peaio^. 


STATESMAN. 

There  is 
A  statesman,  that  can  side  with  ev'ry  fiiction. 
And  yet  most  subtly  can  untwist  himself 
When  he  hath  wrought  the  business  up  to  danger. 
Skirley's  Court  SecreL 
Forbear,  you  things, 
That  stand  upon  the  pinnacles  of  state. 
To  boast  your  slipp'ry  height;  when  you  do  fidl. 
You  dash  yourselves  in  pieces,  ne'er  to  rise : 
And  he  that  lends  you  pity,  is  not  wise. 

JonsorCs  Sefatuts, 
Why  thus  should  statesmen  do, 
That  cleave  through  knots  of  craggy  policies. 
Use  men  like  wedges,  one  strike  out  another ; 
Till  by  degrees  the  tough  and  gnarly  trunk 
Be  riv'd  in  sunder. 

Marston's  Antomo  and  MeUda,    Part  11, 
I  now  perceive  the  great  thieves  eat  the  less. 
And  the  huge  leviathans  of  villany 
Sup  up  the  merits,  nay  then  men  and  all 
That  do  them  service,  and  spout  them  out  again 
Into  tl^e  air,  as  thin  and  unregarded 
As  drops  of  water  that  are  lost  i*  th'  ocean. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  False  0ns. 


STORM  ^  STUBBORiWNESS  -  STUDY. 


Toa  have  not,  aa  good  patriota  should  do,  atudy'd 

The  public  good,  but  yofar  particular  endi ; 

Factious  among  yourselves ;  preferring  such 

To  offices  and  honours,  as  ne*cr  read 

The  elements  of  saving  policy ; 

But  deeply  skillM  in  all  the  principles 

That  usher  to  destruction. 

Ma99inger*B  BondmaiL 

To  hold  a  place 
In  council  which  was  once  estcemM  an  honour, 
And  a  reward  for  virtue,  hath  quite  lost 
Lustre,  and  reputation,  and  is  made 
A  mercenary  purchase. 

Ma$9inger'$  Bondman, 

Thus  the  court-wheel  goes  round  like  fortune's 

ball;    ' 
One  statesman  rising  on  another's  fall. 

Richard  Brome^s  Queen^s  Exchange, 
He  was  not  of  that  strain  of  counsellors, 
That,  like  a  tuft  of  rushes  in  a  brook. 
Bends  every  way  the  current  turns  itself^ 
Yielding  to  every  puff  of  appetite 
That  conies  from  majesty,  but  with  true  zeal 
He  faithfully  declared  alL 

Brewer'8  Love-siek  King, 

D'ye  think  that  statesmen's  kindnesses  proceed 
From  any  principles  but  their  own  need  7 
When  they  're  afraid,  they  're  wondrous  good  and 

free; 
But  when  they  're  safe,  they  have  no  memory. 

Sir  Robert  Howard's  Vestal  Virgin. 

A  statesmen  all  but  interest  may  forget. 
And  only  ought  in  his  own  strength  to  trust : 
'T  is  not  a  statesman's  virtue  to  be  just. 

Earl  of  Orrery's  Henry  V, 
With  grave 
Aspect  he  rose,  and  in  his  rising  seem'd 
A  pillar  of  state ;  deep  on  his  front  engraven 
Deliberation  sat  and  public  care ; 
And  princely  counsel  in  his  face  yet  shone. 
Majestic  though  in  ruin. 

MiiUnCs  Paradise  LosL 

Taming  thought  to  human  pride ! — 
I'he  mighty  chiefi  sleep  side  by  side. 
Drop  upon  Fox's  grave  the  tear, 
'Twill  trickle  to  his  rival's  bier; 
O'er  Pitt's  the  mournful  requiem  sound. 
And  Fox's  shall  the  notes  rebound. 
The  solemn  echo  seems  to  cry, — 
"  Here  let  their  discord  with  them  die. 
Speak  not  for  those  a  separate  doom. 
Whom  fiite  made  brothers  in  the  tomb, 
But  search  the  land  of  living  men, 
Where  wilt  thou  find  their  like  again  T* 

SectL 


With  more  than  mortal  powers  endow'd 
How  high  they  soar'd  above  the  crowd ! 
Theirs  was  no  common  party  race. 
Jostling  by  dark  intrigue  for  place ; 
Like  fabled  gods,  their  mighty  war 
Shook  realms  and  notions  in  its  jar; 
Beneath  each  banner  proud  to  stand. 
Looked  up  the  noblest  of  the  land. 
Till  through  the  British  world  were  known 
The  names  of  Pitt  and  Fox  alone. 

SeaU 

He  that  seeks  safety  in  a  statesman's  pity. 
May  as  well  run  a  ship  upon  sharp  rocks. 
And  hope  a  harbour. 

Hoioard's  Duke  ef  Imw/a, 

And  minds  have  there  been  nurtur'd  whose  control 

Is  felt  even  in  their  nation's  destiny ; 
Men  who  sway'd  senates  with  a  statesman's  souL 

HaXleck, 

From  germs  like  these  htTe  mighty  statesmen 

sprung. 
Of  prudent  counsel  and  persuasive  toogoe ; 
Unblenching  minds,  who  rpl'd  the  willing  throng, 
Their  well>brac'd  nerves  by  early  labour  strung. 

Ifrt.  Sigoumey, 

STORM.— (See  Tempe?t.) 


STUBBORNNESS.  —  (See  Obstiic act.) 


STUDY. 

Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  sun. 
That  will  not  be  deep.«earch'd  with  saucy  looki, 
SmsU  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 
9ave  base  authority  from  others'  books. 

Shake,  Love's  Labour  Losi 

Why,  universal  plodding  prisons  up 
The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries ; 
As  motion,  and  long-during  action,  tures 
The  sinewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 

Shake,  Loee'e  Labour  Loot 

If  not  to  some  peculiar  end  assign'd, 
Study's  the  specious  trifling  of  the  mind ; 
Or  is  at  best  a  secondary  aim, 
A  chase  for  sport  alone  and  not  for  game. 

FsfcHf. 

I  know  what  study  is ;  it  is  to  toil 
Hard  through  the  hours  of  the  sad  midnight  watcu 
At  tasks  which  seem  a  systematic  curse, 
And  coarse  of  bootless  penance. 

BaXUtfs  Festus 
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STYLE-SUBMISSION-SUCCESS-SUICroE. 


•^  An  mankind  are  stadents.    How  to  live 
And  how  to  die  forms  the  great  leBson  still. 

BaiZey't  FutuM. 
I  am  devote  to  study.    Worthy  books 
Are  not  companions  —  they  are  solitudes; 
We  lose  ourselves  in  them  and  all  our  cares. 

Bailey's  Festtts, 

*^  Much  study  is  a  weariness."    The  sage 

Who  gave  his  mind  to  seek  and  search  until 
He  knew  aU  \^8dom — found  that  on  the  page 
Knowledge  and  grief  were  vowM  companions 
still! 
And  so  the  students  of  a  later  day 

Sit  down  among  the  records  of  old  time 
To  hold  high  commune  with  the    thoughts 
sublime 
Of  minds  long  gone : — so  they  too  pass  away, 
And  leave  us  what?  iheir  course,  to  toil  — 
reflect— 
To  ftel  the  thorn  pierce  through  our  gathered 
flowers-— 
Still  *midst  the  leaves  the  earth-worm  to  detect, 
And  this  is  Knowledge. 

Mr:  E.  J.  Eamea. 


STYLE.— (See  Criticism.) 


SUBMISSION. 

You  sliall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth 

My  voice  shall  sound  as  yon  do  prompt  mine  ear ; 

And  I  will  stoop  and  humble  my  intents 

To  your  well  practie'd^  wise  directions. 

Shaks.  Hemy  JV.    Part  IL 
My  other  seli^  my  counsePs  consistory, 
My  oracle,  my  prophet !  —  My  dear  cousin, 
I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 

Shaka.  Rkhard  III. 
Do  you  go  back  dismayM  7  H  is  a  lost  foar ; 
Man  but  a  niah  against  Othello's  breast. 
And  he  retires. 

Sbaks.  OthOo. 

It  grieves  me  to  the  soul 
To  see  how  man  submits  to  man's  control ; 
How  overpower'd  and  shackled  minds  are  led 
In  vulgar  tracks,  and  to  submission  bred. 

Crahbe'8  TaU$. 
And  I  said  it  underbreath — 
All  our  life  is  miz*d  with  death, — 

And  who  knoweth  which  is  best  7 

And  I  smii'd  to  think  Ood*s  greatness 

Plaw*d  around  our  inoompleteness, — 

Hound  oar  restlessness,  His  rest 

Mi98  BarreW$  Poem, 


SUCCESS. 

The  ample  proposition  that  hope  makes 

In  all  designs  begun  on  earth  below, 

Fails  in  the  promis'd  largeness :  checks  and  dis 

asters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highest  rearM ; 
As  knots,  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  sap, 
Infoct  the  sound  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  flrom  his  course  of  growth. 

Shak8,  TroiUu  and  Cretnda 
Proud  success  admits  no  probe 
Of  justice  to  correct  or  square  the  fate. 
That  bears  down  all  as  illegitimate ; 
For  whatsoe'er  it  lists  to  overthrow. 
It  either  finds  it,  or  eke  makes  it  so. 

Cleodand, 
In  tracing  human  story,  we  shall  find 
Hie  cruel  more  successful,  than  the  kind. 

Sir  W,  Davenantz  Siege  tfKhodu, 
'T  is  not  in  mortals  to  command  success ; 
But  we  '11  do  more,  Sempronius,  we  'U  deserve  it 

AdditofiCe  Cato, 
Had  I  miscarried,  I  had  been  a  villain ; 
For  men  judge  actions  always  by  events : 
But  when  we  manage  by  a  just  foresight. 
Success  is  prudence,  and  possession  right 

Higgone'e  Generous  Conqueror, 
It  is  success  that  colours  all  in  life : 
Success    makes    fooLi    admir'd,  makes  villains 

honest, 
All  the  proud  virtue  of  this  vaunting  worid 
Fawns  on  success  and  power,  howe'er  acquired. 

Thomson's  Agamemnon, 
What  though  I  am  a  villain,  who  so  bold 
To  tell  me  BO?  let  your  poor  petty  traitors 
Feel  the  vindictive  lash  and  scourge  for  wrong ; 
But  who  shall  tax  successful  villany. 
Or  call  the  rising  traitor  to  account  7 

Havard's  Scanderbeg, 
Applause 
Waits  on  success;  the  fickle  multitude. 
Like  the  light  straw  that  floats  along  the  stream. 
Glide  with  the  current  still,  and  follow  fortune. 

Franklin's  Earl  of  Warwick 


SUICIDE. 

To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  question : 
Whether,  H  is  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suficr 
The  slings  ara  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune; 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troublesi 
And,  by  opposing,  end  them  T 

Shako,  HamUu 


SUICIDE. 
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Against  self-Blanghtor 

There  is  a  prohibition  bo  divine, 

That  cravQDB  my  weak  hand. 

Shaks.  Cymbeline. 

I  know  not  how. 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life ;  arming  myself  with  patience, 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powVs 

I     That  govern  us  below. 

I  ShaJc8,  JuUUb  C(B»ar, 

Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit : 
I     It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves, 
Than  tarry  till  they  push  us. 

ShaJu.  Julhu  Casar, 

If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides. 

That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 

I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure. 

SJidkt,  JuUu8  Ca9ar, 

My  desolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life:  *Tis  paltry  to  be  Cflssar; 
Not  being  fortune,  he 's  but  fortune's  knave, 
A  minister  of  her  will;  and  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds ; 
Which  shackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change. 

Shaks.  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

He  is  dead; 
Not  by  the  public  minister  of  justice. 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife ;  but  that  self  hand 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did, 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart 

ShakB,  Antony  and  (JUapatra. 
Death  is  not  free  for  any  man's  election, 
*Till  nature,  or  the  law  impose  it  on  him. 

ChapmnCt  Ctuar  and  Pompey, 
He 
That  kills  himself,  t*  avoid  mis'ry,  fears  it ; 
And  at  the  best  shows  but  a  bastard  valour : 
This  life 's  a  fort  committed  to  my  trust. 
Which  I  must  not  yield  up,  till  it  be  ferc'd ; 
Nor  will  I :  he  *s  not  valiant  that  dares  die ; 
But  he  that  boldly  bears  calamity. 

Manringet's  Maid  if  Honour. 
T  is  not  courage,  when  the  darts  of  chance 
Are  thrown  against  our  state,  (o  turn  our  backs, 
And  basely  run  to  death ;  as  if  the  hand 
Of  heaven  and  nature  had  lent  nothing  else 
T*  oppose  against  mishap,  but  kiss  of  life : 
Which  is  to  fly,  and  not  to  conquer  it 

Jonmrn'o  Admoia. 
When  affliction  thunders  o'er  our  rooft; 
To  hide  our  heads,  and  run  into  our  graves, 
fibows  OS  no  men*  but  makes  xm  fertone's  slav«k 
JoNsofi'f  Adn&ia* 


Take  heed 
How  you  do  threaten  heav'n,  by  menacing 
Yourself;  as  we  have  no  authority 
To  take  avray  the  being  of  another,  whom 
Our  pride  contemns ;  so  we  have  less  t'  annihilate 
Our  own,  when  it  is  fall'n  in  our  dislike. 

Sir  W.  Davenanfo  Diotrouto 

Self-murder,  that  infernal  crime. 

Which  all  the  gods  level  their  thunder  at! 

Fane^o  Sacr\fic$ 

Let  us  seek  death,  or,  he  not  feund,  supply 
With  our  own  hand  his  office  on  ourselves : 
Why  stand  we  shivering  longer  imdcr  fears. 
That  show  no  end  but  death,  and  have  the  power 
Of  many  ways  to  die,  the  shortest  choosing. 
Destruction  with  destruction  to  destroy. 

MUttnCs  Paradise  LoeL 

He  who,  superior  to  the  checks  of  nature. 
Dares  make  his  life  the  victim  of  ills  reason, 
Does  in  some  sort  that  reason  deiQr, 
And  take  a  flight  at  heav'n. 

Young'o  Retengo, 

Fear,  guilt,  despair,   and    moon-struck   frenzy, 

rush 
On  voluntary  death  :  the  wise,  the  brave. 
When  the  fierce  storms  of  fortune  round  'em  roar 
Combat  the  billows  with  redoubled  force : 
Then,  if  they  perish  ere  the  port  is  gain'd. 
They  sink  with  decent  pride ;  and  from  the  deep 
Honour  retrieves  them  bright  as  rising  stars. 

Fenton'e  Mariamne, 

Our  time  is  set  and  fiz'd ;  cur  days  are  told; 
And  no  man  knows  th&  limit  of  his  life ; 
This  minute  may  be  mine,  the  next  another's ; 
But  still  all  mortals  ought  to  wait  the  summons. 
And  not  usurp  on  the  decrees  of  fate. 
By  hastening  their  own  ends. 

Smith's  Princess  ef  Parma, 

Venture  not  rashly  on  an  unknown  being -~ 
ETen  the  most  perfect  shun  the  brink  of  death. 
And  shudder  at  the  prospect  of  futurity. 

Satage's  Sir  Thomas  Overhmry 

What  beek*ning  ghost  along  the  moonlight  shade 

Invites  my  steps,  and  points  to  yonder  glade  T 

'TIS  she! — ^but  why  that  bleeding  bosom  gor'd? 

Why  dimly  gleams  the  visionary  sword  7 

Oh !  ever  beauteous,  ever  fi'iendly !  tell. 

Is  it  in  heav'n  a  crime  to  love  too  well  t 

To  bear  too  tender,  or  too  firm  a  heart, 

To  act  a  lover's,  or  a  Roman's  part? 

Is  there  no  bright  reversion  in  the  sky 

For  those  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  die  I 
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SUMUSB. 


Our  time  is  fiz*d ;  and  all  oar  days  are  numberM ; 
How  long,  how  short,  we  know  not :  this  we  know, 
Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  sommona, 
Nor  dare  to  stir  till  heaven  shall  give  permission. 
Like  sentries  that  must  keep  their  dostinM  stand. 
And  wait  th*  appointed  hour,  till  they  're  relieved. 
Thoee  only  are  the  brave  who  keep  their  ground. 
And  keep  it  to  the  last    To  run  away 
Is  but  a  coward*s  trick :  to  run  away 
r  /rom  this  world's  ills,  that  at  the  very  worst 
Will  soon  blow  o*er,  thinking  to  mend  ourselves 
By  boldly  venturing  on  a  world  unknown, 
And  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark !  'tis  mad : 
No  frenzy  half  so  desperate  as  this. 

Blair*9  Grave. 
If  there  be  an  hereafter. 
And  that  there  is,  conscience,  unlnfluenc*d 
And  suficr*d  to  speak  out,  tells  every  man. 
Then  must  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  die ; 
More  horrid  yet  to  die  by  one's  own  hand. 

Blair's  Orave, 
Far  about  they  wander  from  the  grave 
Of  him,  whom  his  ungentle  fortune  urg'd 
Against  his  own  sad  breast  to  lifl  the  hand 
Of  impious  violence. 

Thomson, 

When  all  the  blandishments  of  life  are  gone,  | 
The  coward  sneaks  to  death  —  the  brave  live  on. 

Beware  of  desp'rate  steps.    The  darkest  day. 
Live  till  to-morrow,  will  have  pass'd  away. 

Cowper, 
He,  with  delirious  laugh,  the  dagger  hurl'd. 
And  borst  the  ties  that  bound  him  to  the  world ! 
Campbdfs  PUaaurei  of  Hope, 
Then  plung*d ;  the  rock  below  receiv*4  like  glass 
His  body  crush'd  into  one  goiy  mass, 
With  scarce  a  shred  to  tell  of  human  form. 
Or  fragment  fi>r  the  sea-bird  or  the  worm. 

Byrott'f  Jeland, 
My  spirit  shrunk  not  to  sustain 
The  searching  throes  of  ceaseless  pain ; 
Nor  sought  the  seli^accorded  grave 
Of  ancient  ibols  and  modern  knaves ; 
Yet  death  I  have  not  fear'd  to  meet; 
And  in  the  field  it  bad  been  sweet 

Bym^t  GUumr, 
Fool !  I  mean  not 
fnat  poor.soul'4  piece  of  heroism,  self-slaughter : 
Oh  no  I  the  misemblest  (}&7  we  live 
There '»  many  a  better  thing  co  do  than  die ! 

George  JDarUsf* 

Let  it  not  be  said 
lU  ifiqpot  hif  God  in  the  sf4f^yer'8  way. 

Bmlafo  Fe$tu§. 


SUMMER. 

Then  came  the  jolly  summer,  being  digfat 
In  a  thin  silken  cassock  coloured  green. 
That  was  unlined  all,  to  be  more  light, 
And  on  his  head  a  garland  well  beseene 
He  wore,  from  which,  as  he  had  chaffed  been, 
The  sweat  did  drop,  and  in  his  hand  he  bore 
A  bow  and  shafb,  as  he  in  forest  green 
Had  hunted  late  the  libbard  or  the  boar, 
And  now  would  bathe  his  limbs,  with  labour 
heated  sore.  Spenser's  Fairy  Quees, 

Now  comes  thy  glory  in  the  summer  months, 
With  light  and  heat  refulgent 

'T  is  raging  noon ;  and  vertical  the  sun 
Darts  on  the  head  direct  his  forceful  rays. 
O'er  heaven  and  earth,  far  as  the  ranging  eye 
Can  sweep,  a  dazzling  deluge  reigns ;  and  aU 
From  pole  to  pole  is  undistinguish'd  blaze. 

TAomson's  Season, 

From  brightening  fields  of  ether  fiur  disclos'd, 
Child  of  the  sun,  refulgent  summer  comes. 
In  pride  of  youth,  and  felt  through  nature's  depth, 
He  comes  attended  by  the  sultry  hours, 
And  ever  fanning  breezes  on  his  way ; 
While,  from  his  ardent  look,  the  turning  Bpriog 
Averts  her  basliful  face ;  and  earth,  and  skies, 
All  smiling,  to  his  hot  dominion  leaves. 

Thomson's  Statost, 

'T  was  noon ;  and  every  orange-bud 
Hung  languid  o'er  the  crystal  flood. 
Faint  as  Uio  lids  of  maiden  gjcb 
Beneath  a  lover's  burning  sighs ! 


Users, 


Thou  art  bearing  hence  thy  roses, 

Glad  Summer,  fare  thee  well ! 
Thou  art  singing  thy  last  melodies 

In  eveiy  wood  and  delL 

Mrt.  Hemsai 

Brightly,  sweet  Summer,  brightlj 

Thine  hours  have  floated  by. 
To  the  joyous  birds  of  the  woodland  boughs, 

To  the  rangers  of  the  sky. 

Mrs,Hemam, 

Unto  mQ,  glad  summer. 

How  hast  thou  flown  to  me? 
My  ch»inless  footsteps  nought  hath  kept 

From  thy  haunts  of  seog  and  glee 
Thou  hast  flown  in  wayward  visions, 

In  memories  of  the  dead — 
In  shadows  from  a  troubled  heart. 

O'er  thy  sunny  pathway  shed. 


SUN. 
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I  dread  to  aee  the  summer  8im 

Come  gbwing  op  the  eky, 
Ajud  early  pansie^  one  by  one. 

Opening  the  violet  eye : 
They  ipeak  of  one  who  sleepe  in  death. 

Her  raee  untimely  o*er« 

3frt.  Whitman, 

Nor  longer  in  the  lingering  fight 

Of  summer  eve,  shall  we, 
LockM  hand  in  hand,  together  sit 

Beneath  the  greenwood  tree. 

Mr9,  WkUman, 

Tlie  Spring's  gay  promise  melted  into  thee. 
Fair  Summer !  and  thy  gentle  reign  is  here ; 

Thy  emerald  robes  are  on  each  leafy  tree ; 
In  the  blue  sky  thy  voice  is  rich  and  clear ; 

And  the  free  brooks  have  songs  to  bless  thy  reign — 

They  leap  in  music  ^midst  thy  bright  domain. 

WiUU  O,  Clark. 

That  gazing  on  thy  void  and  sapphire  sky, 
O,  Summer !  in  my  inmost  soul  arise 

Uplifted  thoughts,  to  which  the  woods  reply, 
And  the  bland  air  with  its  soft  melodies ;  — 

Till  basking  in  some  vision's  glorious  ray, 

I  long  tat  eagles*  plumes  to  flee  away  I 

WiUi9  G.  Clark. 


SUN. 


Kaow'st  thou  not. 
That  when  the  searching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world. 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unseen. 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage,  bloody  here ; 
But  when,  from  under  this  terrestrial  ball. 
He  fires  the  proud  tope  of  the  eastern  pines. 
And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole. 
Then  murders,  treasons,  and  detested  sins. 
The  doak  of  night  being  pluck'd  firom  off  their 

backs, 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themselves ! 
Shaks.  Richard  II. 
I  marvel  not,  O  sun !  that  unto  thee. 
In  adoration,  man  should  bow  the  knee, 
And  pour  the  prayer  of  mingled  awe  and  love ; 
For  like  a  God  thou  art,  and  on  thy  way 
Of  glory  sheddest,  with  benignant  ray. 
Beauty  and  life,  and  joyance  from  above. 

Soulhey, 

There  was  not,  on  that  day^  a  speck  to  stain 
The  azure  heaven ;  the  blessed  sun  alone. 
In  unapproachable  divinity, 
Career*d«  rejoicing  in  his  fields  of  l^ht 

Smdhey. 


Thou  tide  of  glory  which  no  rest  doth  know. 

But  ever  ebb  and  ever  fiow  2 

Thou  golden  shower  of  a  true  Jove ! 

Who  doth  in  thee  descend,  and  hearan  to  earth 

make  love!  C<wl^» 

AD  the  vrorld*s  bravery  that  delights  our  eyes, 
Is  but  thy  several  liveries ; 
Thou  the  rich  dye  on  them  bestow'st, 
Thy  nimble  pencil  paints  this  landscape  as  thou 

go*8t  Cnsky* 

Through  the  soft  ways  of  heaven,  and  air,  and  sea, 
Which  open  all  their  pores  to  thee. 
Like  a  clear  river  thou  dost  glide. 
And  with  thy  living  stream  through  the  close 

channel  slide.  ComUy. 

Blest  power  of  sunshine !  genial  day. 
What  balm,  what  life  are  in  tliy  ray ! 
To  feel  thee  is  such  real  bliss, 
That,  had  the  vrorld  no  joy  but  this. 
To  sit  in  sunshine  calm  and  sweet. 
It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 
For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom, 
The  deep  cold  shadow  of  the  tomb. 

MOOTt* 

And  see  —  the  sun  himself!  on  wings 
Of  glory  up  the  east  he  springs. 
Angel  of  light !  who  from  the  time 
Those  heavens  began  their  march  sublime. 
Hath  first  of  all  the  starry  choir 
Trod  in  his  Maker's  steps  of  %r^ ! 

Moore*  LaUa  Rookk. 
Most  glorious  orb !  that  wert  a  worship^  ere 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  was  revealM ! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladden'd,  on  their  mountain-tops,  the 

-hearts 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  pourM 
Themselves  in  onsons !    Thou  material  God ! 
And  representative  of  the  unknovni^- 
Who  chose  thee  fi>r  his  shadow !  Thou  chief  star ! 
Centre  of  many  stars !  which  mak*st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays ! 
Sire  of  the  seasons !    Monarch  of  the  dimes. 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them !  Ibr  near  or  fixi 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee. 
Even  as  our  outward  aspects ; — thou  dost  rise. 
And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.    Fare  thee  well ' 
I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more*    As  my  int  glance 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  tor  thee,  tnen  take 
My  latest  look :  thou  vrilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  li&  and  warmth  ha«e  beea 
Of  a  more  fiUal  nature.    Heisgooet 
I  follow. 

Byron*o  Manpod 
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Would  that  joa  orb,  whoM  matin  glow 
Thy  liatleM  eyes  bo  much  admire. 
Did  lend  thee  iomething  of  his  fire ! 

Byron*f  BritU  of  Ahydoi. 
Bat  yonder  comes  the  powerful  king  of  day. 
Rejoicing  in  the  east    The  lessening  cloud. 
The  kindling  azure,  and  tlie  mountain's  brow, 
Illum'd  with  fluid  gold,  his  near  approach 
Betoken  glad.    Lo !  now,  apparent  all. 
Aslant  the  dew-bright  earth,  and  cdomrM  air, 
He  looks  in  boundless  majesty  abroad ; 
And  sheds  the  shining  day,  that  bomish'd  plays 
On  rocks,  and  hills,  and  towers,  and  wandVing 

streams. 
High  gleaming  from  afar. 

ThomBon. 

Centre  of  light  and  energy !  thy  way 
Is  through  the  unknown  void ;  thou  hast  thy  throne, 
Morning  and  evening,  and  the  close  of  day. 
Far  in  the  blue,  untended,  and  alone : 
Ere  the  first  waken*d  airs  of  earth  had  blown. 
On  thou  didst  march,  triumphant  in  thy  light; 
Then  thou  didst  send  thy  glance,  which  still 
hath  fiown 
Wide  through  the  never-ending  worlds  of  night, 
And  yet  thy  keen  orb  bums  with  flash  as  keen 
and  bright  PercivaVt  Poeau, 

The  summer  day  has  closed — the  sun  is  set; 
Well  have  they  done  their  office,  those  bright  hours. 
The  latest  of  whose  train  goes  softly  out 
In  the  red  West 

BryanC9  Poemt, 

Open  the  casement,  and  up  with  the  sun ! 
His  gallant  journey  has  now  begun, 
Over  the  hills  his  chariot  is  rolled, 
Banner'd  with  glory  and  bumiahM  with  gold ; 
Over  the  hills  he  comes  sublime. 
Bridegroom  of  earth,  and  brother  of  time ! 

Martin  F.  Tupper. 
It  is  no  task 
For  suns  to  shine. 

BoUey'9  FtttuM, 

Hie  sunshine  is  a  glorious  birth, — 

And  yet  I  know,  where'er  I  go. 
That  there  hath  pass'd  away  a  gbry  fifom  the  earth, 
WwdtwaihU  Poema. 
We  faivoke  the  sun's  warm  ray, 
And  we  bless  it  all  the  day; 
Looking  up  as  to  a  fiiend. 
When  its  beams  on  us  descend; 
And  we  watch  it  down  the  west, 
As  it  early  sinks  to  rest; 
Then,  with  sorrow  at  our  hearts, 
High— •<  How  sooo  th«  son  deports  !'* 


Summer  has  gone. 
And  fitutfel  autunm  has  advane'd  so  ftr 
Tliat  there  is  warmth,  nor  heat,  in  the  broad  son 
And  you  may  look  with  naked  eye,  upon 
The  ardours  of  his  car ! 

PhiUp  P.  Cools. 

SUPERIORITY.  — (See  Equality.) 


SUPERSTITION. 

England  a  happy  land  we  know. 
Where  fiillies  naturally  grow. 
Where  without  culture  they  arise. 
And  tow'r  above  the  common  size ; 
EIngland  a  fortune-telllng  host. 
As  num'rous  as  the  stars  could  boast. 
Matrons,  who  toss  the  cup,  and  see 
The  grounds  of  fate  in  grounds  of  tea. 

CkunkUL 
Gypsies,  who  every  ill  can  cure. 
Except  the  ill  of  being  poor. 
Who  charms  'gainst  love  and  agues  sell. 
Who  can  in  heupToost  set  a  spell, 
Prepar'd  by  arts,  to  them  best  known. 
To  catch  all  feet  except  their  own. 
Who  as  to  fortune  can  unlock  it. 
As  easily  as  pick  a  pocket 

CkvekaL 
"Tis  a  history 
Handed  fix>m  ages  down;  a  nurse's  tilo 
^Vhich  children,  open-ey'd  and  mouth'd,  devour; 
And  thus  as  garrulous  ignorance  relates. 
We  learn  it  and  believe. 

Southey*9  ThaUba 
We  may  smile,  or  coldly  sneer. 
The  while  such  ghostly  tales  we  hearr-- 
And  wonder  why  they  were  believ'd. 
And  how  wise  men  could  be  deceiv'd : — 
Bathing  our  renovated  sight 
In  the  fire  Gospel's  glorious  light. 
We  marvel  it  was  ever  night ! 

Mr9.HaU'9  VigUifLoee 
'T  is  Christian  science  makes  our  day. 
And  fireedom  lends  her  lovely  ray; 
And  we  forget  'neath  our  fair  skies. 
The  world  that  still  in  shadow  liesj** 
That  India  bows  to  Juggernaut  ^— 

And  China  worships  gods  of  clay  j 
And  healing  amulets  are  bought. 

Even  where  oar  Saviour's  body  lay; 
And  holy  miracles  are  wrought 

Beneath  St  Peter's  cross-crowu'd  sway; 
And  over  AiHc's  wide  domain 
The  powers  of  Death  and  Darkness  reign! 

Mr9.  HM%  VigUffLtm, 


SUSPENSE  -  SUSPICION  -  SWAN  -  SWIMMING  -  SYMPATHY. 
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SURPRISE.  — (See  Astonishment.) 


SUSPENSE. 

But  be  not  long,  for  in  the  tedious  minutes. 
Exquisite  interval,  I  'm  on  the  rack ; 
For  sure  the  greatest  evil  man  can  know, 
Bears  no  proportion  to  the  dread  suspense. 

Frowde's  Fall  (fSaguntum. 
Uncertainty ! 
Fell  demon  of  our  fears !  Ilie  human  soul. 
That  can  support  despair,  supports  not  thee. 

MaUeVt  Muttapha. 

SUSPICION. 

He  lour'd  on  her  with  dangerous  eye-glance, 
Showing  his  nature  in  his  countenance ; 
Hb  rolling  eyes  did  never  rest  in  place. 
But  walk*d  eaob  where  fox  fear  of  hid  mischanoe, 
Holding  a  lattis  still  before  his  face, 
Through  which  he  still  did  peep  as  forward  he 
did  pace.  Speiuet*$  Fairy  Queen, 

Suspicion  is  a  heavy  armour,  and 
With  its  own  weight  impedes  more  than  it  pro- 
tects. Byron't  Werner. 
Suspect !  -^  that  *s  a  spy*s  office.    Oh !  we  lose 
Ten  thousand  precious  moments  in  vain  words. 
And  Tuner  feai..               g^^,,  g^^j^j^^ 

Better  is  the  mass  of  men,  Suspicion,  than  thy 

fears: 
Yea,  let  the  moralist  condemn,  there  be  large  ex- 

tenuations  of  his  verdict. 
Let  the  misanthrope  shun  men  and  abjure,  the 
most  arc  rather  loveable  than  hateful. 

Tupper'e  Proverbial  PhUosophy, 
Better  confide  and  be  deceiv'd, 

A  thousand  times,  by  treacherous  foes, 
Hian  once  accuse  the  innocent, 
Or  let  suspicion  mar  repose. 

jHfrf  •  O^foodm 

SWAN. 

The  swan  with  arched  neok 
Between  her  white  wings  mantling  proudly,  rows 
Her  state  with  oary  feet 

MUion't  Paradise  Latt, 
The  stately-sailing  swan 
Gives  out  his  snowy  plumage  to  the  gale , 
And,  arching  iMt>ud  his  neck,  with  oary  foet 
Bears  forward  fierce,  and  guards  his  osier  isle, 
Protective  of  his  young. 

T^onmnCe  Seaaont. 


Hark!  hark!  what  music!  from  the  rampart 

hills. 
How  like  a  far-off  bugle,  sweet  and  clear. 
It  searches  through  the  listening  wilderness !  •— 
A  swan !  I  know  it  by  the  trumpet-tone ; 
Winging  her  pathless  way  in  the  cool  heavens, 
Piping  her  midnight  melody,  she  comes ! 

L,  L.  NoUe 
There  is  a  panting  in  the  zenith — hush ! 
The  swan !  how  strong  her  great  wings  time  the 

silence ! 
She  posses  over  high  and  quietly. 

Ah !  thou  wilt  not  stoop : 

Old  Huron  haply  glistens  on  thy  sky. 

X.  L.  Nofite 


SWIMMING. 

I  saw  him  beat  the  surges  under  him. 
And  ride  upon  their  backs ;  he  trod  the  water, 
Whose  enmity  he  flung  aside,  and  breasted 
The  surge  most  swoln  that  met  him. 

Shake,  Tempeat 
The  torrent  roarM ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 
With  lusty  sinews ;  throwing  it  aside, 
And  stenmiing  it  with  hearts  of  controversy. 

Shake,  Julvae  Ctuar, 

There  was  one  did  battle  with  the  storm 

With  careless,  desperate  force ;  full  many  times 

His  life  was  won  and  lost,  as  though  he  reck*d 

not  — 
No  hand  did  aid  him,  and  he  aided  none  •» 
Alone  he  breasted  the  broad  wave,  alone 
That  man  was  sav*d. 

Maturin^e  Bertram 

How  many  a  time  have  I 
Cloven  with  arm  stiU  lustier,  breast  more  daring 
The  wave  all  roughen*d ;  with  a  swimmer*s  stniio 
Flung  the  billows  back  from  my  drench*d  hair, 
And  laughing  fit)m  my  lip  the  audacious  brine, 
Which  kiss'd  it  like  a  wine-cup  rising  o^er  > 
The  waves  as  they  rose,  and  prouder  still 
The  loftier  they  uplifted  me. 

Byrui'e  Two  Fmeari, 


SYCOPHANT.— (See  Flattert.) 


SYMPATHY. 

Thou  hast  given  me,  in  this  beauteous  iaoe» 
A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul, 
If  sympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Shake,  Henry  VL    Pati  i 


5fO 


SYMPATHY. 


O,  he  is  even  in  my  mistress'  case, 
Just  in  her  case  — O  woeful  sympathy ! 

Shaki,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 
What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  shall 
say.  Shaks.  Richard  11. 

Kindness  by  secret  sympathy  is  tied, 
For  noble  souls  in  nature  are  allied. 

Jhyden. 

Love's  soft  sympathy  imparts 
That  tender  transport  of  delight 
That  beats  in  undivided  hearts. 

CartwnghL 

A  knight  and  a  lady  once  met  in  a  grove, 
While  each  was  in  quest  of  a  fugitive  love : 
A  river  ran  monmftilly  murmuring  by. 
And  they  wept  in  its  waters  for  sjrmpathy. 
**  Oh,  never  was  knight  such  a  sorrow  that  bore, 
**  Oh,  never  was  maid  so  deserted  before." 
**  From  life  and  its  woes  let  us  instantly  fly, 
And  jump  in  together  for  sjmipatby  !•* 
At  length  spoke  the  lass,  Hwixt  a  smile  and  a  tear ; 
••  The  weather  is  cold  for  a  watery  bier, 
When  the  summer  returns,  we  may  easily  die ; 
Till  then  let  os  sorow  in  sympathy.** 

Reginald  HAer. 
Oh !  ask  not,  hope  thou  not  too  much 

Of  sympathy  below ; 
Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  swoct^untain  flow. 

Jlrt.  Hemamt. 

If  there  be  one  that  o'er  thy  dead 

Hath  in  thy  griof  bonio  part, 
And  watch'd  through  sickness  by  thy  bed,—- 

Call  this  a  kindred  heart ! 

Jlfs.  HematiM, 

We  pine  for  kindred  natures 

To  mingle  with  our  own ; 
Tor  communings  more  full  and  high 

Hian  aught  by  mortals  known. 

Jiffs'.  HenuM$m 

Oh  !  who  the  exquisite  delights  can  tell, 

Tlie  joy  which  mutual  confidence  imparts  T 
t)r  who  can  paint  the  charm  unspeakable. 

Which  links  in  tender  bands  two  faithful  hearts? 
Mra.  Tighe'9  Psyche. 
ft  is  the  secret  sympathy, 
'Fhe  silver  link,  the  silken  tie, 
Which  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind, 
in  body  and  in  soul  can  bind. 

SeaiL 
I  know  thee  not — and  yet  our  vpirits  seem 

Together  hnk'd  by  sympathy  and  bve, 
inil,  like  the  mingling  waters  of  a  stream. 

Our  tliougkts  and  fancies  all  united  rove. 

Mn.  Wdby'9  Poemg. 


I  know  thee  not — I  never  heard  thy  voice ; 

Yet  could  I  choose  a  friend  from  all  mankind. 
Thy  spirit  high  should  be  my  spirit's  choice. 

Thy  heart  should  guide  my  heart,  thy  mind,  my 
mind.  Ifrt.  Wdb^t  Poeuu, 

Like  warp  and  woof  all  destinies 

Are  woven  ftst, 
Link'd  in  sympathy  like  the  keys 

Of  an  organ  vast ; 
Pluck  one  thread,  and  the  web  ye  mar ; 

Break  but  one 
Of  a  thousand  keys,  and  the  paining  jar 

Through  all  will  run. 

Whittier'9  Poemt 

In  the  same  beaten  channel  still  have  mn 

The  blessed  streams  of  human  sympathy; 

And  though  I  know  this  ever  hath  been  done, 

The  why  and  wherefore  I  could  never  see  I 

PkmbeCanif. 
It  is  not  wen, 
Here  in  this  land  of  Christian  liberty. 
That  honest  worth  or  hopeless  want  should  dwelt 
Unaided  by  oar  care  and  sympathy. 

PhaibeCan^ 

Oh,  there  is  need  that  on  men's  hearts  diould  fall 
A  spirit  that  can  sympathize  with  all ! 

Phmbi  Catty 
Like  the  sweet  mek>dy  which  faintly  lingers 

Upon  tlie  wind-harp's  strings  at  dose  of  day. 
When  gently  touch'd  by  evening's  dewy  fingers 

It  breathes  a  low  and  melancholy  lay. 
So  the  calm  voice  of  sympathy  me  seemeth ; 

And  while  its  magic  spell  is  round  me  cast. 
My  spirit  in  its  clolster'd  silence  dreameth. 

And  vaguely  blends  the  future  with  the  past 

Airs.  I^iaittfy* 

He  spoke  of  Bums :  men  rude  and  roqgh 

Press'd  round  to  hear  the  praise  of  one 
Whose  heart  was  made  of  manly,  simpler  tAM 

As  homespun  as  their  own. 
And  when  he  read,  they  forward  lean'd. 

Drinking,  with  thirsty  hearts  and  ears, 
His  brook-Iike  songs  whose  glory  never  wean'd 

From  humble  smiles  and  tears : 
Slowly  there  grew  a  tenderer  awe, 

SunJike,  o'er  fiiccs  brown  and  hard. 
As  if  in  him  who  read  they  felt  and  saw 

Some  presence  of  tlie  bard. 
It  was  a  sight  for  sin  and  wrong 

And  slavish  tyranny  to  see, 
A  sight  to  make  our  faith  more  pure  and  stros^ 

In  high  humanity. 
Jamm  R.  LotedL  —  An  Ineideni  im  a  RdLRaad. 
Cm. 
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TALKING. 

What  cracker  is  this  same,  ffaat  deafi  oar  ears 
With  Ihtfl  abimdBnoe  of  Boporflaoat  breath  7 

8hak9,  King  Jehn, 
He  gives  the  baitinado  witfi  his  tongue ; 
Our  cars  are  codgelM ;  not  a  word  of  his, 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fist  of  France : 
Zounds !  I  was  never  so  bethumpM  with  words, 
Since  I  first  call'd  my  brother's  father,  dad. 

Shaks,  King  John, 
You  cram  these  words  into  mine  ears,  against 
The  stomach  of  my  sense* 

ShaJa,  TempesL 

Why  what  a  wasp.stung  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman^s  mood ; 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own ! 

Shak9,  Henry  1 V.    Part  L 
These  haughty  words  of  hers 
Have  batterM  me  Kke  roaring  cannon-shot, 
And  made  me  almost  yield  upon  my  knees. 

8hak».  Hwmy  IV.    Part  L 
O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  is  a  tired  horse,  or  railing  wife ; 
Worse  than  a  smoky  boose :  —  I  had  rather  live 
With  cheese  and  garlic,  in  a  wind-mill,  fiur, 
Jlian  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 
In  any  summer-house  in  Christendom. 

Shakg.  Henry  JV.   Part  L 
When  he  speaks, 
The  air,  a  chartered  libertine,  is  still, 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears, 
To  steal  his  sweet  and  honied  sentences. 

Shak$.  Henry  IV.    Part  L 
The  ibol  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words :  and  I  do  know 
A  many  fools,  that  stand  in  bitter  place, 
GamishM  like  him,  that  fiir  a  tricky  word 
Defy  the  matter. 

Shak$,  Merchant  cf  Venice, 

Tut,  tut,  my  lord,  we  will  not  stand  to  prate, 

Talkers  arc  no  good  doers ;  be  assur'd, 

We  go  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

Shak9.  Ridmrd  III. 
I  hold  my  peace,  sir?    No; 
No,  I  will  speak  as  liberal  as  the  air; 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all. 
All,  all  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  1 41  speak. 

Shake.  OtheBo. 
,My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart; 
Or  else  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  break : 
And,  rather  than  it  shall,  I  will  be  firee, 
EHren  to  the  Uttermost,  as  I  please,  in  words. 

\  Skakaptan, 


But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear. 
That  the  bmis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the 
ear.  Shake,' Othello, 

These  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways, 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearisome : 
And  yet  your  fair  discourse  hath  been  as  sugar. 
Making  the  hard  way  sweet  and  delectable. 

Shaks.  Richard  II. 
Why,  what  an  ass  am  I !  this  is  most  brave 
That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  &ther  murder'd. 
Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell. 
Must,  like  a  •  •  •  *,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 
And  fall  a  cursing,  like  a  very  drab, 
A  scullion! 

Shake.  Hamlet 
Think  you  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears  7 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  7 
Have  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field. 
And  heaven's  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  7 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue 
That  gives  not  half  so  great  a  blow  to  the  ear. 
As  will  a  chestnut  in  a  fiirroer's  fire  7 

Shake.  Taming  the  Shrew 
A  flourish,  trumpets !  •^strike  alarum,  drums ! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  these  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  the  lord's  anointed :  strike,  I  say. 

Shake.  Richard  III. 
It  was  the  copy  of  our  conferene 
In  bed,  he  slept  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
At  board,  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it : 
Alone,  it  was  the  subject  of  my  theme; 
In  company,  I  oflcn  glanc'd  it; 
Still  did  1  tell  him  it  was  vile  and  bad. 

Shake.  Comedy  of  Brrore 
But  still  his  tongue  ran  on,  the  less 
Of  weight  it  bore,  with  greater  ease; 
And  with  its  everlasting  clack. 
Set  all  men's  ears  upon  the  rack. 

BuOer'e  HudShraa 
And  made  the  stoutest  yield  to  mercy. 
When  he  engag'd  in  controversy. 
Not  by  the  force  of  carnal  reason. 
But  indefatigable  teasing ; 
With  volleys  of  eternal  babble. 
And  clamour  more  unanswerable. 

Bailer's  Hudihraa. 

In  various  talk  the  instructive  hours  they  jnsB'd, 
Who  gave  tlie  ball,  or  paid  the  visit  last; 
One  speaks  the  glory  of  the  British  queen, 
And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen 
A  third  interprets  motions,  looks,  and  eyes. 
At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snuff,  or  the  fan,  supply  each  pause  of  chat 
With  singing,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  that 

P9pe 
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TASTE -TAXATION. 


A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  need  not  fear^ 
Bat 't  is  a  task  indeed  to  learn  —  to  hear : 
In  that  the  skill  of  conversation  lies ; 
That  shows  or  makes  you  both  polite  and  wise. 
Young* 9  Love  of  Fame. 

Wine  may  indeed  excito  the  meekest  dame ; 
But  keen  Zantippe,  scorning  borrow'd  flame, 
Cant  vent  her  thunders,  and  her  lightnings  play, 
0*c:r  cooling  gruel,  and  composing  tea. 

Young*9  Love  of  Fame, 

Words  leam'd  by  rote  a  parrot  may  rehearse. 
But  talking  is  not  always  to  converse ; 
Not  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine. 
The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  ^g^n. 

Cot0per*f  Convereation, 

But  light  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alert. 
And  shone  in  the  best  part  of  dialogue. 
By  hmnouring  always  what  they  might  assert, 
And  listening  to  the  topics  most  in  vogue ; 
Now  grave,  now  gay,  but  never  dull  or  pert; 
And  smiling  but  in  secret — cunning  rogue ! 
He  ne*er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer  — 
In  short,  there  never  was  a  better  hearer. 

Byron. 

Nor  did  we  fall  to  see  within  ourselves 
What  need  there  is  to  bo  reserved  in  speech, 
And  temper  all  our  thoughts  with  charity. 

Wordeteorth. 

And  we  talk'd  — oh,  how  we  talked !  her  voice  so 

cadencM  in  tlie  talking, 
Made  another  singing— of  the  soul !  a  music  with- 

out  bars— 
While  the  leafy  sounds  of  woodlands,  humming 

round  where  we  were  walking. 
Brought  interposition  worthy — sweet, — as  skies 

about  the  stars, 
Auu  she  spake  such  good  thoughts  natural,  as  if 

she  always  thought  them. 

Mii9  BarretL 

Every  one  within  the  house 

Loves  to  talk  about  thee; 
What  an  altered  place  it  were, 

Beatrice,  without  thee. 

Mary  HotoitL 

It  may  be  glorious  to  write 

l*hoaghts  that  shall  glad  the  two  or  three 
High  souls,  like  those  far  stars  that  come  in  sight 

OatjQ  in  a  century;  — 
But  better  far  it  is  to  speak 

One  simple  vroro,  which  now  and  then 
Shall  waken  their  fieo  nature  in  the  weak 

And  friendless  sons  of  men. 

Jamee  RuaMdL  Low^ 


Thy  talk  is  the  sweet  extract  of  all  speech. 
And  holds  mine  ear  in  hiissfbl  slavery. 

BaiUf9  FettMM, 
She  spake. 
And  his  lovo-wilderM  and  idolatrous  sool 
Clung  to  the  airy  music  of  her  words, 
Like  a  bird  on  a  bough,  high  swaying  in  the  wind. 

BaiUy'9  fVstut. 
I  cannot  tell  thee,  hour  by  hour. 

That  I  adore  thee  dearly; 
I  cannot  talk  of  passion^s  power— 
But  oh!  I  feel  sincerely! 

Mr9.  Osgood. 
Speak  gently!    *Tis  a  little  thing 

Dropped  in  the  hearths  deep  well ; 
The  good,  the  joy  which  it  may  bring 
Etemi^  shall  tell 

David  Bate9. 


TASTE.  — (See  Criticism.) 


TAXATION. 

By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart. 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  bard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trash. 
By  any  indirection. 

Shak9.  JuUu9  C^ear, 

Why  tribute  7  why  should  we  pay  tribute  7  if 
Ciesar  can  hide  the  sun  from  us  with  a 
Blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in  his  pocket. 
We  will  pay  him  tribute  for  light ;  else,  sir. 
No  more  tribute. 

Skak9.  CymbeUne. 

A  moderation  keep ; 
Kings  ought  to  shear,  not  skin  their  sheep. 

Herrick. 
The  law  takes  measure  of  us  all  for  dothea. 
Diets  us  all,  and  in  the  sight  of  all. 
To  keep  us  ftoim  all  private  leagues  with  weal& 
Crot9R*«  R^uku. 
What  is  H  to  us,  if  taxes  rise  or  fall,  • 
Thanks  to  our  fortune,  we  pay  none  at  aJL 
Let  muckworms  who  in  dirty  acres  deal. 
Lament  those  hardships  which  we  cannot  feel. 
His  grace  who  smarts,  may  bellow  if  he  pleaaat 
But  must  I  bellow  too,  who  sit  at  ease  7 
By  custom  safe,  the  poets*  numbers  flow. 
Free  as  the  light  and  air  some  years  aga 
No  statesman  e'er  will  find  it  worth  his  pains 
To  tax  our  labours,  and  excise  our  brains. 
Burthens  like  these  will  earthly  buildings  heart 
•No  tributes  laid  on  castles  in  tha  air. 

CkMnUH 


TEACinaL  ^TEABa 


TEACHER.  — (See  School.) 


TEARS. 

With  that  adown,  tmt  of  hur  crjvtal  eyae^ 
Few  tricklixi£r  teon  she  sofUy  Ibrth  let  iaU,. 
That  like  two  orient  peorla  did  purely  ehine 
Upon  her  snowy  cheek. 

Spenser's  Fairy  Qimch. 

Trost  not  those  eumung  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  viUany  is  not  without  such  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
Like  rivers  of  remorse  and  innocency. 

Shaks,  King  /s&n. 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew. 
That  silently  doth  progfress  on  thy  cheeks. 

Shaks.  King  John, 

I  am  not  prone  to  weeping^,  as  our  sex 
Commonly  are ;  the  want  of  which  vain  dew, 
Perchance  shall  dry  your  pities :  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodg'd  here,  which  bums 
Worse  than  tears  drown. 

Shafts,  Winter's  TaU. 

Friends,  I  owe  more  tears, 
To  this  dead  man,  than  you  shall  see  me  pay. 

Shaks,  Julius  CsBsar, 

Thy  heart  is  big !  get  tliee  apart  and  weepw 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catching ;  fi>r  mine  eyes. 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine. 
Began  to  water. 

Shaks,  JuUus  C4BSar, 

No^  I  *U  not  weep.    Though  I  have  full  cause  of 

weeping. 
This  heart  shall  break  into  a  thousand  flaws. 
Or  e'er  I  weep. 

Shaks,  King  Lear, 

Patience  and  sorrow  strove 
Which  should  express  her  goodliest    You  have 

seen 
Snn-shine  and  rain  at  once :  those  happy  smiles 
That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  seemM  not  to  know 
What  guests  were  in  her  eyes ;  which  parted  thence, 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropped. 

Shaks,  King  Lear, 
Touch  me  with  noble  anger ! 
O,  let  not  woman's  weapons,  water-drops. 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks ! 

Shaks,  King  Lear, 

My  manly  eyes  did  scorn  an  hnmbler  taar ; 
And  what  these  sorrows  could  not  thence  exhale. 
Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with 
weeping.  Shaks,  Richard  IIL 


Those  ^es  of  tfaiae  fiom  mine  have  drcwn  aaH 

te«r% 
Stained  their  aspaets  with  aove  childish  drops. 

Skaks,  Richard  111 
I  did  not  think  to  shed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miseries ;  but  thou  hast  fiiro'd  me 
Out  of  thy  honest  truth  to  play  the  woman.      , 
Shaks,  Henry  VI JL 
What  I  should  say, 
My  tears  gainsay :  ior  every  word  I  speak, 
Ye  see,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes. 

Shaks.  Henry  VL    PaH  IIL 
To  weep,  is  to  make  less  the  depth  of  grief: 
Tears,  then,  for  babes ;  blows,  and  revenge  for  me  I 
Shaks.  Henry  VL    Part  IIL 
Then  fresh  tean 
Stood  on  her  cheeks ;  as  doth  the  honey-dew 
Upon  a  gather'd  lily  almost  withered. 

Shaka,  TUus  Andrsmcus, 
The  pretty  and  sweet  manner  of  it  ibrc'd 
These  waters  from  me  which  I  would  have  stopp'd ; 
But  I  had  not  so  much  of  man  in  me. 
But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  03^68, 
And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

oAocs.  Henry  r  • 

Command  these  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes. 
With  a  light  heart 

Shaks,  Mea,  for  Mea 

I  am  a  fbol. 
To  weep  at  what  I  am  glad  of. 

Shaks,  Tempest 

Yet  on  she  moves,  now  stands  and  eyes  thee  fix'd« 
About  t'  have  spoke,  but  now,  with  head  declin'd. 
Like  a  fair  flow*r  surcharg'd  with  dew,  she  weeps, 
And  words  suppress'd  seem  into  tears  dissolv'd, 
Wettmg  the  borders  of  her  silken  veil 

Jfibon's  ^Sofi^sofi  Agonistes. 
Compassion  qnell'd 
His  best  of  man,  and  gave  him  up  to  tears 
Apace,  till  firmer  thoughts  restrain'd  excess. 

MUtan's  Paradiss  LotU 

These  thanks  I  pay  you: 
And  know  that  when  Sebastian  weeps,  his  tears 
Come  harder  than  his  blood. 

Dryden^s  Don  SAatttmtu 

Believe  these  tears,  which  from  my  woonded 

heart. 

Bleed  at  my  eyes. 

Dryden^s  Spanish  Fmr, 

But  these  are  tean  of  joy !  to  see  yon  thM,  bs» 

lUl'd 
My  eyes  with  more  deUght  than  they  caa  hold 
Congrev^s  Mourning  Brias 
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By  heav^  my  love,  thon  dost  diitraet  my  aonl ! 
There  *0  not  a  tear  that  falls  from  those  dear  eyefi, 
Bat  makes  my  heart  weep  blood. 

IrM^f  MUhridai€8, 

I  ftond  her  on  the  floor 
In  an  the  storm  of  gfrief ;  yet  beantiftd ! 
8i|rhin|f  such  a  breath  of  sorrew»  that  her  lips, 
Whieh  lafe  appeared  like  bods,  were  now  o*er. 

blown ! 
Powin^  forth  tears,  at  such  a  lavish  rate, 
That  were  the  world  on  fire,  they  mig[ht  have 

drown*  d 
The  wrath  of  heaven,  and  qnenchM  tho  mighty 

ruin.  Lee's  MilhridaUt. 

I  coold  percefre  with  joy,  a  silent  show'r 

Ron  down  his  silver  beard. 

Lee*9  Junius  Brutus, 

I  weep,  *t  is  tnie  ;  but  Maehiavel,  I  swear 
They  *re  tears  of  vengennee ;  drops  of  liquid  fire ! 
80  marble  weeps,  when  flames  surround  the  quarry. 
And  the  pilM  oaks  spout  fiurth  such  scaldingf  bub- 

bles. 
Before  the  feneral  blaie. 

Lee^s  Casar  Borgia. 

Stop,  stop  these  tears,  Mcnima !  for  they  fall 
Like  baneful  dew  from  a  distempered  sky ! 
I  feel  tliem  chill  me  to  the  very  heart. 

Otway^s  Orphan, 
TboQ  weep^st:  O  stop  that  shower  of  falling 

sorrows. 
Which  melts  me  to  the  softness  of  a  woman. 
And  shakes  my  beet  resdlves. 

Trafs  AVbramuU, 

Down  her  cheeks  fl^wM  the  romid  drops : 
And  as  we  see  thi  sun  shine  thro*  a  show*r. 
So  lookM  her  beauteous  eyes, 
CoHting  fbrtli  light  and  tears  together. 

Lansdown^s  Herme  htne. 

Dorr  tion*s  self  shall  steal  a  thought  from  heaven. 
One  human  tear  shall  drop,  and  be  forgiven. 

Tuipe^s  EUnsa, 
From  his  big  heart  o*erchargM  with  generous 

sorrow; 
iSee  the  tide  working  upward  to  his  eye, 
And  stealing  from  him  in  large  silent  drops. 
Without  his  leave. 

Ydung*s  Busiris, 

Our  funeral  tears  fVom  different  causey  rise : 
Of  various  kinds  they  flow.    From  tender  hearts. 
By  Kofl  contagion  calPd,  some  burst  at  once, 
And  stream  obsequious  to  the  leading  eye. 
Homo  ask  more  time,  by  carious  art  distili'd. 
f^*me  hearts,  in  secret  hard,  unapt  to  melt, 
(*friii:k  by  the  public  eye,  gush  out  amain. 

Ymmg, 


Her  tears,  like  drops  of  molten  lead* 

With  torment  bum  the  passage  to  mr  heart 

Youngs  BuMs 
Heav*n,  that  knows 
The  weakness  of  our  natures,  will  forgive. 
Nay,  must  applaud  kyve's  debt,  when  decent  pud : 
Nor  can  the  bravest  mortal  blame  the  tear 
Which  glitters  on  the  bier  of  faDen  worth. 

Slmiejf's  Parrieiis, 
Her  eft  did  seem  to  labour  with  a  tear. 
Which  suddenly  took  birth,  but  overweigb*d 
With  its  own  weight,  swelling,  dropp*d  upon  her 

bosom^ 
Which,  by  reflection  of  her  light,  appearM 
As  nature  meant  her  sorrow  fiir  an  ornament 

SMrUj/'s  BnxAm, 
Hide  not  thy  tears ;  weep  boldly— and  be  proud 
To  give  the  flowing  virtue  manly  way: 
*Tis  nature's  mark,  to  know  an  honest  heart  by. 
Shame  on  those  breasts  of  stone  that  eannot  melt 
In  soft  adoption  of  another's  sorrow. 

HlSE^sAUnrm. 
The  eye  that  will  not  weep  another's  sorrow. 
Should  boast  no  gentler  brightness  than  the  glare, 
That  reddens  in  the  eye-ball  of  the  wolC 

Jtfiisott'f  Elfrida, 

How,  thro'  her  tears,  with  pale  and  trembling 

radiance. 
Hie  eye  of  beauty  shines,  and  lights  her  sorrowB ! 
As  rises  o'er  the  storm  some  silver  star. 
The  seaman's  hope,  and  promise  of  his  safety. 

FranMs  Eugenia, 
No  radiant  pearl,  which  crested  fortune  wears, 
No  gem,  that  twinkling  hangs  from  beauty's  ean  | 
Not  the  bright  stars,  which  night's  blue  arch 

adorn; 
Nor  rising  son  that  gilds  the  vernal  mom ; 
Shine  with  such  lustre  as  the  tear,  that  flows 
Down  virtue's  manly  cheek  for  others*  woes. 

Zlsf  MPua 

The  rose  is  fairest  when  *t  is  budding  new. 
And  hope  is  brightest  when  it  dawns  Cmm  fears ; 
Tho  rose  is  sweetest  wash'd  with  morning  dew. 
And  love  is  loveliest  when  embalm'd  in  tears. 

ScoWs  Lady  of  the  LaU 
With  haughty  laugh  his  head  he  tnm'd. 
And  dash'd  away  the  tear  he  scornM. 

Scow's  Lord  sflhs  I^es 
A  child  will  weep  a  bramble's  smart, 
A  maid  to  sec  her  sparrow  part 
A  stripling  for  a  woman's  heart. 
But  woo  awaits  a  countxy,  when 
She  sees  the  tears  of  bearded  men. 

Stm's  Mmmiha 


TEMPER-TEMPEST. 


519 


He  toni'd  away — hu  heart  throbb'd  hi^h, 
Tb6  tear  wa^bursting  from  hia  eye. 

SeaW$  XflMjr. 
What  ^m  hath  dropp'd,  and  iparklea  o*er  hla 

chain  7 
Hm  tear  most  sacred  ihed  ftr  others^  pain, 
That  ttartB  at  once  —  bright,  pnre — from  pity's 

mine, 
Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine. 

Oh !  too  convincing  —  dangerously  dear  — > 
In  woman's  eye  th*  unanswerable  tear ! 
That  weapon  of  her  weakness  she  can  wiold. 
To  save,  subdue  — >  at  once  her  spear  and  shield ; 
Avoid  it — virtue  ebbs  and  wisdom  errs, 
Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hers ! 
What  lost  a  world,  and  made  a  hero  fly  7 
The  timid  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye. 
Yet  be  the  soil  triumvir's  fault  forgiven. 
By  this— how  many  lose  not  earth — but  heaven ! 
Consign  their  souls  to  man's  eternal  foe. 
And  seal  their  own  to  spare  a  wanton's  woe ! 

Byron's  Corsotr. 

'   In  a  gushing  stream 
The  tears  rush'd  forth  from  her  unckmded  brain. 
Like  mountain  mists,  at  length  dissolv'd  in  rain. 

ByrmL 

I  wish'd  but  for  a  single  tear. 
As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear, 
I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  it  still. 
Despair  is  stronger  than  my  wilL 

Byron*9  Oiamir, 

Hide  thy  tears — 
I  do  not  bid  tlice  not  to  shed  them  ^  't  were 
Basier  lo  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 
Tlian  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  heart — 
But  let  me  not  bchuld  them ;  they  unman  me. 

jByn>n*s  Sardanapahu, 

The  toar  that  is  shed,  though  in  secret  it  roll. 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  my  soul. 

Afoore. 

Thank  God,  bless  God,  all  ye  who  suffer  not 
More  grief  than  ye  can  weep  lor. 

Mtst  Barrett 

Tears  \  what  are  tears  7    The  babe  weeps  in  his 

cot, 
Tho  mother  singing ;  at  her  marriage  bell, 
The  bride  weeps :  and  belbre  the  oracle 
Of  high-fim'd  hills,  tho  poet  hath  forgot 
The  moisture  on  his  cheeks. 

Miss  BsmO. 

Commend  the  grace, 
Moomcts  who  weep. 

MttfBamtt. 


Oh !  those  are  tears  of  bitterness. 

Wrung  fWNn  the  Breaking  heart, 
When  two,  blest  in  their  tenderness. 

Must  learn  to  live  apart ! 

Misi  Lndom, 

Raise  it  to  heaven,  when  thine  eye  fills  with  tears, 
For  only  in  a  watery  sky  appears 
The  bow  of  light ;  and  from  the  invisible  skies 
Hope's  glory  shines  not,  save  through  weeping 
eyes.  Mrs.  F,  A.  Butler. 

Give  our  tears  to  the  dead !  For  humanity's  claim 
From  itB  silence  and  darkness  is  ever  the  same ; 
The  hope  of  the  world  whose  existence  is  bliss. 
May  not  stifle  the  tears  of  the  mourners  of  this. 

WHttier. 
Yet  thou,  didst  thou  but  know  my  &te, 

Wouldst  melt,  my  tears  to  see ; 
And  I,  methinks,  would  weep  the  less, 

Wouldst  thou  but  weep  with  me. 

Ptrefvoia 
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Sodden  they  see  from  midst  of  all  the  main 
The  surging  waters  like  a  n^puntain  rise. 
And  the  great  sea,  puff'd  up  with  proud  4*'4^\\ 
To  swell  above  tho  measure  of  his  guise^ 
As  threat'ning  to  devour  all  that  his  power  despiet, 
fijpsnssr's  Fmj  Qimsa 

Tlie  tyranny  of  th*  open  night 's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure. 

OatUt^p&tt^ 

I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  seen 
Hie  ambitious  ocean  swell,  rage,  and  fi>am. 
To  be  ezahcd  with  the  threat'ning  clouds; 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 

Skakg.  JvUna  C4un 

The  southern  wind 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purposes ; 
And,  by  his  hollow  whistling  in  tlic  leaves^ 
Foretels  a  tempest,  and  a  blustering  day 

ShMkB.  Hmuy  JV.    Pmt  h 

TtiM  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  bear  wooji 

couch. 
Hie  lion,  and  the  beny.pinched  wdlf 
Keep  their  fbr  dry,  unboimetcd  he  ron^ 
And  bids  what  wiV.  take  alL 

Steftt.  KiMg  Lm 
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Let  the  g-roat  gods, 
That  keep  this  dreadful  pother  o*er  our  heads. 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.     Tremble,  thou 

wretcli. 
That  haM  wUbin  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwhipt  of  juKtice !   Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand. 
Thou  perjur'd,  and  thou  simular  man  of  virtue. 
That  art  incestuous !    Caitiff,  to  pieces  shake. 
That  under  coyert  and  convenient  seeming. 
Host  practisM  on  man*s  life !   Closo  pent-up  guilts, 
Rive  jrour  concealing  continents,  and  cry 
These  dreadilil  summoners  grace. 

Shak$,  King  Lear, 

Blow,  wind,  and  crack  your  cheeks !  rage !  blow ! 

You  cataracts  and  hurricanoes,  spout 

Till  you  have  drench*d  our  steeples,  drownM  the 

cocks! 
Yon  sulphurous  and  thought-executing  fires, 
Vaunt-oouriers  to  oak-deaving  thunder-bolts, 
Singe  my  white  head!    And  thou,  all^haking 

thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o*  the  world ! 
Crack  nature's  moulds,  all  germens  spill  at  once. 
That  make  ungrateful  man. 

Shakt.  King  Lear. 

I  tax  not  you,  ye  elements,  with  unkindness, 
I  never  gave  you  kingdoms,  call'd  you  children. 
Yon  owe  me  no  subscriptian ;  why  then  let  ftll 
Yvu  horrible  displeasure;  here  I  stand,  your 

slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak  and  despis'd  old  man. 

SkakM,  King  Lear, 
Alaa,  mr !  are  yon  here  7  things  that  love  night. 
Love  not  such  nights  as  these ;  the  wrathful  skies 
Gallow  the  very  wand*rers  of  the  dark, 
'  Aad  make  them  keep  their  caves :  since  I  was 


Such  sheets  of  fire,  such  bursts  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Bemembei  to  have  heard. 

Shake,  King  Lear. 

For  do  but  stand  upon  the  fiiaming  shore, 
The  chiding  billows  seem  to  belt  the  clouds ; 
The  wind^hakM  surge,  with  high  and  monstrous 

main, 
Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fixed  pole : 
I  never  did  like  molestation  view 
'>!  the  enchafed  flood. 

Shake.  OthtUo. 

I  heard  the  wrack 
As  earth  and  skv  would  mingle ;  but  myself 
U'aa  distant ,  ana  these  flows,  though  mortals  fear 

them, 
As  dangerous  to  the  pillarM  fi-ame  of  heaven. 


Or  to  the  earth*s  dark  basis  underneath, 
Are  to  the  main  as  inconsiderable. 
And  harmless,  if  not  wholesome,  as  a  sneeze 
To  man*s  less  universe,  and  soon  are  gone. 

MiUan'e  Paradiee  Regained 
Call  you  these  peals  q£  thunder  bat  the  yawn 
Of  bellowing  clouds  7  by  Jove«  they  seem  to  me 
The  world's  last  groans !   and  these  vast  sheets 

of  flame 
Are  its  last  Uaze !  the  tapers  of  the  gods. 
The  sun  and  moon,  run  down  like  waxen  globes, 
And  chaos  is  at  hand. 

Le^e  (Ediptts. 

Tlie  gathering  clouds  like  meeting  armies 

Come  on  apace. 

Lte^e  Miihridatee. 

*T  is  wen,  said  Jove,  and  for  consent. 
Thundering  he  shook  the  firmament 

Pamdl 

Look,  from  the  turbid  south 
What  floods  of  flame  in  red  diflfusion  burst. 
Frequent  and  furious,  darted  thro*  the  dark 
And  broken  ridges  of  a  thousand  clouds, 
Pil'd  hiU  on  hill ;  and  hark,  the  thunder  rous'd. 
Groans  in  long  roarings  through  the  distant  gloom. 

MaUeCe  Mustapha, 
*T  is  listening  fear  and  dumb  amazement  all : 
When  to  the  startled  eye  the  sudden  glanee 
Appears  far  south,  eruptive  thro*  the  cloud; 
And  following  slower,  in  explosion  vast. 
The  thunder  raises  his  tremendous  voice. 

T^»nsoii*«  Seatene, 
From  cloud  to  cloud  the  rending  lightnings  rage ; 
Till,  in  the  furious  elemental  war 
DissoIv*d,  the  whole  precipitated  mass 
Unbroken  floods  and  solid  torrents  pour. 

ThoiMinCe  Seaeons. 
A  boding  silence  reigns. 
Dread  through  the  dun  expanse;  save  the  dull 


That  fixun  the  mountain,  previous  to  the  storm, 
Rolls  o*er  the  muttering  earth,  disturbs  the  flood. 
And  shakes  the  fonest  leaf  without  a  breath. 
Prone,  to  the  lowest  vale,  aerial  tribes 
Descend :  the  tempest-loving  raven  scarce 
Dares  wing  the  dubious  dusk.    In  awful  gaxa 
The  cattle  stand,  and  on  the  scowling  heavens 
Cast  a  deploring  eye ;  by  man  forsook. 
Who  to  the  crowded  cottage  hies  him  &at. 
Or  seeks  the  shelter  of  the  downward  cave. 

Thomeon'e  Seaeone, 
Guilt  hears  appall'd,  with  deeply-troubled  thought. 
And  yet  not  always  on  the  guilty  head 
Descends  the  fated  flash. 

Thmean'e  Seaeene* 
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llien  JMoes  forth  the  storm  with  tudden  burst, 
And  hurls  the  whole  precipitated  air, 
DowD,  in  a  torrent    On  the  passive  main 
Descends  the  ethereal  force,  and  with  strong  gost 
Toms  from  its  bottom  the  discoIourM  deep. 
Thio*  the  black  night  that  sits  immense  aronnd, 
Lash'd  into  ibam,  the  fierce  contending  brine 
Seems  o'er  a  thousand  raging  waves  to  bnm. 

Thomsoii'B  SmiOM. 
Along  the  woods,  along  the  moorish  fens, 
Sighs  the  sad  genins  of  the  coming  storm ; 
And  up  among  the  loose  disjointed  cliS, 
And  fractor'd  mountains  wild,  the  brawling  brook 
And  cave,  presageful,  send  a  hollow  moan, 
Resoutading  long  in  listening  fancy's  ear. 

Thom$an^9  Smions, 
Thro'  all  tlie  burden'd  air. 
Long  groans  are  heard,  shrill  sounds  and  distant 

sighs. 
That,  utter'd  by  the  demon  of  the  night. 
Warn  the  devoted  wretch  of  woe  and  death. 

ThomtorCt  SeoBons, 

In  vain  fiir  him  the  officious  wife  prepares 
The  fire  fair  blazing,  and  the  vestment  warm ; 
In  vain  his  little  children,  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingling  storm,  demand  their  sire, 
With  tears  of  artless  innocenoe.    Alas ! 
Nor  wife,  nor  children,  more  shall  he  behold. 
Nor  friends,  nor  sacred  home.    On  every  nerva 
The  deadly  winter  seizes ;  shuts  up  sense ; 
And,  o*er  his  inmost  vitals  creeping  cold. 
Lays  him  along  the  snows,  a  stifibn'd  corse, 
StretchM  out,  and  bleaching  in  the  northern  blast 
7%om«on'«  Seamm$. 
Oh !  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  sounding  forest  fluctuates  in  the  storm ; 
To  sink  in  warm  repose,  and  hear  the  din 
Howl  o*cr  the  steady  battlements,  delights 
Above  the  luirary  of  vulgar  sleep. 

Amutrcng^t  Art  efPretermng  HidWL 

Peace,  peace — ^thou  rash  and  unadvised  man 
Oh !  add  not  to  this  night  of  nature's  horrors 
Tlie  darker  shadowing  of  thy  wicked  fears. 
The  hand  of  heaven,  not  man,  is  dealing  with  us, 
And  thoughts  like  thine  do  make  it  deal  thus 
sternly.  Mmturin^M  Bertram, 

The  strife  of  fiends  is  on  the  battling  clouds. 
The  glare  of  hell  is  in  these  sulphurous  lightnings ; 
This  is  no  earthly  storm. 

Maturin^M  Bertram, 
Of  winds  and  waves,  the  strangely  mingled  sounds 
Ride  heavily ;  the  night-winds  hollow  sweeps 
Moaking  the  sounds  of  human  lamentation. 

Maturin'B  Bertmn. 


Monk,  —  How  hast  thou  fared  in  this  most  awful 

time? 
Prior. — As  one  whom  fear  did  not  make  pitiless : 
I  bow'd  me  at  the  cross  for  those  whose  heads 
Are  naked  to  the  visiting  blasts  of  heav'n 
In  this  its  hour  of  wrath.— 
For  the  lone  traveller  on  the  hill  of  storms, 
For  the  toes'd  shipman  on  the  perilous  deep ; 
Till  the  last  peal  that  thunder'd  o'er  mine  head 
Did  ibrce  a  cry  of —  mercy  for  myself. 

MaUtrin's  Bertram, 

Stonns,  when  I  was  young. 
Would  still  pass  o'er  like  nature's  fitful  £eveis, 
And  render'd  all  more  wholesome.    Now  their 

rage. 
Sent  thus  unseasonably  and  profitless, 
Speaks  like  the  threats  of  heaven. 

Maturing  Bertram, 
Hie  night  grows  wond'roos  dark:  deep  swelling 

gusts 
And  sultry  stillness  take  the  rule  by  turn, 
Whibt  o'er  our  heads  the  black  and  heavy  clouds 
Roll  Bk>wly  on.    This  surely  bodes  a  storm. 

Joanna  Baitiu^e  Rayner. 
Ev'n  o'er  my  head 
The  soft  and  mbty-teztur'd  obuds  seem  chang'd 
To  piles  of  harden'd  rooks,  which  fi'om  their  base, 
Like  the  npbreaking  of  a  ruin'd  world. 
Are  hurrd  with  force  tremendous. 

Joanna  BaUUe'e  Bayner, 

He  comes  I  dread  Brama  riiakes  the  sunless  sky 
With  murmuring  wrath,  and  thunders  from  on 

high! 
Heaven's  fiery  horse,  beneath  his  warrior  fbna,  * 
Paws  the  light  clouds,  and  gallops  on  the  stoon  1 
Wide  waves  his  flickering  sword,  his  bright  arms 

glow 
like  summer  sons,  and  light  the  world  below! 
Earth,  and  her  trembling  isles  in  ocean's  bed, 
Are  shook ;.  and  nature  rocks  beneath  his  tread ! 
CtffiifM^s  Phamiree  vfMtpe 

'TIS  pleasant  by  the  cheerful  hearth  to  hear 
Of  tempests,  and  the  dangers  of  the  deep, 
And  pause  at  times  and  feel  that  we  are  safe ; 
Then  listen  to  the  perilous  tale  again, 
And  with  an  eager  and  suspended  soul 
Woo  tenor  to  delight  us ;  but  to  hear 
The  roaring  of  the  raging  elements. 
To  know  all  human  skill,  all  human  strength, 
Avail  not;  to  look  round,  and  only  see 
Hie  mountain  wave  incumbent  with  its  weigln 
Of  bursting  waters  o'er  the  reeling  bark<^ 
O  God !  this  is  indeed  a  dreadful  thing ! 
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TEMPERANCE. 


The  sky  is  changed  I  and  sach  a  change !  oh  night, 
And  storm,  and  darkness,  ye  are  woodrons  strong. 
Yet  lovely  in  yonr  strength*  as  is  the  light 
Of  a  dark  eye  in  woman !  &r  ak»g, 
Prom  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among 
Leaps  the  live  thuider  I  not  from  one  kne  ckmd. 
But  ev«(ry  moontain  now  hath  ftnnd  a  tongue* 
And  Jura  answers  through  her  misty  shroud. 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  oall  to  her  aloud  I 
And  this  is  in  the  night:— Most  gkNTious  night! 
Thoa  wert  not  sent  for  dumber  I  let  me  be 
A  sharer  in  ihj  fierce  and  far  delight,-^ 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  and  of  thee ! 
How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a  phosphoric  sea. 
And  the  big  rain  comes  dancing  on  the  earth ! 
And  now  agi^  'tis  blacky— and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain-mirth. 
As  if  they  did  rejoice  o'er  a  young  earthquake's 
birth.  Bynn'9  ChiUe  HarM. 

lie  sky 
Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder. 
In  eknids  that  seem  approaching  ftst,  and  show 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest 

Byron's  Sardanapalug, 
Hark,  hark  I  deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still, 
Are  howling  fhnn  the  mountain's  bosom : 
There's  not  a  breath  of  wind  upon  the  hill. 
Yet  quivers  every  leaf^  and  drops  each  blossom : 
EaiVi  groans  as  if  beneath  a  heavy  load. 

Byrwi's  Heatem  ttnd  Earth. 
Hie  biOows  are  leaping  around  it. 

The  bark  is  weak  and  frail. 
The  sea  looks  black,  and  the  clouds  that  bound  it 

Darkly  strew  the  gak.  SkeOeu, 

I  stood  where  the  deepening  tempest  pass'd, 
Hie  strong  trees  groan'd  in  the  sounding  blast. 
The  murmuring  deep — ^with  its  wrecks  roll'd  on ; 
The  clouds  o'ershadow'd  the  mighty  sun ; 
The  low  reeds  bent  by  the  streamlet's  side, 
And  hills  to  the  thnnder-peal  replied ; 
The  Hghtning  burst  on  its  foaifU  way. 
While  the  heavens  were  Ut  in  its  red  array. 

WUUi  Gayhrd  Ckai. 
The  night  came  down  in  terror.    Hirough  the  air 
Mountains  of  clouds,  with  lurid  summits  roU'd ; 
The  lightniog.kindling  with  its  vivid  glare 
llieir  outlines,  as  they  rose,  heap'd  fold  on  fiild, 
The  wind,  in  fitful  sighs,  swept  o'er  the  sea ; 
And  then  a  sudden  lull,  gentle  as  sleep, 
Soft  as  an  infant's  breathing,  seem'd  to  be 
l4Lin,  like  enchantment,  on  the  throbbing  deep^ 
But  false  the  calm !  for  soon  the  sirengthen'd  gale 
Burrt  in  one  iood  explosion,  far  and  wide^ 
t>rtim)uig  the  thunder's  voice ! 

£«M9  Sargenfg  Ptemg, 


TEMPERANCE. 

Tho'  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  strong  and  lusty 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  mj  bk)od ; 
Nor  did  I  with  unbashfiil  fi)rebead  woo 
The  means  of  weakness  and  dehiiity : 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lusty  winter. 
Frosty,  but  kindly, 

Shak$,  A$^Uktk 

Philosophy,  religious  sc^tude 
And  labour  wait  on  temperance ;  in  these 
Desire  is  bounded :  they  instruct  the  mind's 
And  body's  action. 

Nttbil's  Micnamttt 

Health  and  liberty 
Attend  on  these  bare  meals ;  if  all  were  blest 
With  such  a  temperance,  what  man  would  fawn. 
Or  to  his  belly  sell  his  liberty  7 
There  would  be  then  no  slaves,  no  sycophants 
At  great  men's  tables. 

May'tOJdCwpk 

With  riotous  banquets,  sicknesses  came  in, 
When  death  *gan  muster  all  his  dismal  band 
Of  pale  diseases. 

M4iy'9  0UCm^ 

FVom  our  tables  here,  no  painful  surfeits, 
No  fe6  diseases  grow,  to  strangle  nature. 
And  suffocate  the  active  brain ;  no  fevers, 
No  apoplexies,  palsies  or  catarrhs 
Are  here ;  where  nature,  not  entic'd  at  all 
With  such  a  dang'rous  bait  as  pleasant  cates, 
Takes  in  no  more  than  she  can  govern  well. 

May'9  Old  CwpU, 

He,  who  the  rules  of  temperance  neglects. 
From  a  good  cause  may  produce  vile  effects. 

Tuke't  AdveiUures  of  Fwe  Hourt 

If  thou  wen  observe 
Hie  rule  of — not  too  muoh, —  by  temperinee 

taught 
In  what  thou  eat'st  and  drink'st,  seeking  from 

thence 
Due  nourishment,  not  gluttonous  delight, 
'Till  many  years  over  thy  head  return : 
So  may's  tliou  live,  till  like  ripe  fhut  thou  dropi 
Into  thy  mother's  lap,  or  be  with  ease 
Gather'd,  not  harshly  pluck'd ;  in  death  mature 

JVOftM. 

O  madness,  to  think  use  of  strongest  wines 
And  strongest  drinks  our  chief  support  of  health; 
When  God,  with  these  forbidden,  made  choioe  to 

rear 
His  mighty  champion,  strong  above  compaie, 
Whose  drink  was  only  from  tho  liquid,  brook* 

Jf iZlon's  S^tmnm  Agmtlf. 


TBMPTATHm. 


0t0 


If  men  will  sh«tt  fwoln  fiMrUne'a  ruinous  blasts, 
Let  them  use  temperance :  nothixig  violent  lasts. 

ir.  fifracAcy. 

Fatal  effects  of  huniry  and  ease ! 

We  drink  oar  poison,  and  we  eat  disease, 

Induljre  our  senses  at  our  reason's  cost. 

Tin  sense  is  pain,  and  reason  hurt  or  lost 

Not  so,  O  temperance  bland!  when  rul'd  by 

thee. 
The  brute  %  obedient,  and. the  man  is  free. 
Soft  are  his  slumbers,  balmy  is  bis  rest, 
Ifis  veins  not  boiling  from  the  midnight  feast 
TouchM  by  Aurora's  rosy  hand,  he  wakes 
Peaceful  and  calm,  and  with  the  world  partakes 
The  joyful  dawnings  of  returning  day, 
For  which  their  grateiu]  thanks  the  whole  creation 

An  but  the  haman  brute :  'tis  1m  alone. 
Whose  works  of  darkness  fly  the  rising  sun, 
*T  is  to  thy  rules,  O  temperance !  that  we  owe 
AU  pleasures,  which  iirom  health  and  strength  can 

flow; 
VigDur  of  body,  purity  of  mind. 
Unclouded  reason,  sentiments  refin'd, 
Unmizt,  mtainted  joys,  without  remorse, 
Th'  intemperate  sinner's  never-fitiling  curse, 

Mary  Chaudkr. 

To  mix  the  food  by  yieious  rules  of  art. 
To  kill  the  stomach  and  to  sink  the  heart. 
To  make  mankind  to  social  virtue  sour. 
Cram  o'er  each  dish,  and  be  what  they  devour; 
For  this  the  kitchen  muse  first  fram'd  her  book. 
Commanding  sweat  to  steam  from  ev'ry  cook ; 
Children  no  more  their  antic  gambols  tried. 
And  friends  to  physic  wonder'd  why  they  died« 
Not  so  the  Tanke ;  his  abundant  feast. 
With  simples  fumish'd,  and  with  plainness  dress'd, 
A  numerous  offiipring  gathers  round  his  board. 
And  cheers  alike  the  lervant  and  the  lord ; 
Whose  welLbought  hunger  prompts  the  joyous 

taste. 
And  health  attends  them  from  the  short  repast 

JodBmhw. 

Temperate  in  every  place, — abroad,  at  home. 
Thence  will  applause,  and  hence  will  profit  come ; 
And  health  fix>m  either  he  in  time  prepares 
For  sickness,  age,  and  their  attendant  cares. 

Craifbe.—  The  Borough, 

Beware  the  bowl  I  though  rich  and  bright 
Its  rubies  flash  upon  the  sight. 
An  adder  ooils  its  depths  beneath. 
Whose  hire  is  wee,  whose  sting  is  death. 

Stroett  Poeum, 


TEMPTATION. 
But  an  in  vain :  no  &rt  can  be  so  stroiigt 
No  fleshly  oreast  can  armed  be  so  sound, 
But  win  at  last  be  won  with  battery  long, 
Or  unawares  at  disadvantage  finmd : 
Nothing  is  sure  that  grows  on  earthly  ground : 
And  who  most  trusts  in  arm  of  fleshly  might* 
And  boasts  in  beauty's  chain  not  to  be  bound. 
Doth  soonest  fafl  in  disadventurous  fight. 
And  yields  his  caitiflTneck  to  victor's  mostdespight 
Spenaer'o  Fawy  QuesB. 
What !  do  I  love  her. 
That  I  desire  to  speak  to  her  again  7 
And  feast  upon  her  eyes  T  what  is 't  I  dream  on  ' 
O  cunning  enemy,  that  to  catch  a  saint, 
With  saints  dost  bcit  thy  hook !  most  dangerous 
Is  that  temptation  that  doth  goad  us  on 
To  sin,  in  loving  virtue. 

Shako.  Moo,  for  Mm. 
Look  upon  the  very  mother  of  mischief^ 
Who  as  her  daqghters  ripen,  and  do  bud 
Their  youthfiil  flpcing,  straight  she  instroets  thsoi 

how 
To  Bet  a  gloss  on  beauty,  add  a  lustre 
To  the  defect  of  nature ;  how  to  use 
Hie  mystery  of  painting,  curling,  powd'ring. 
And  with  strange  periwigs,  pin-knots,  borderings 
To  deck  them  up  like  a  winter's  bush, 
For  men  to  gaae  at  on  a  midsummer  night 

Swttniom  tho  Woaian»Hait9 

And  these  once  leam'd,  what  wanti  the  teraptef 

now, 
To  ssare  the  stoutest  champion  of  men  7 

Sweinam  the  Wonum-BaUr, 
What  a  frail  thing  is  man !  it  is  not  worth 
Our  glory  to  be  chaste,  while  we  deny 
Mirth  and  oonverw  with  women :  He  is  good« 
That  dares  the  tempter,  yet  corrects  his  blood. 

Shirley' 0  Lady  qfPleaown^ 
The  devil  was  piqwd  such  sainlihip  to  behold. 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old; 
But  Satan  now  is  wiser  than  of  yore. 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor 

Pope's  Moral  Eesayo* 
But  who  can  view  the  ripen'd  rose,  nor  seek 
To  wear  it?  who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauty's  cheet. 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  aU  grow  old  7 

Byron'9  ChUde  HarM 
Could'st  thou  boast,  oh  child  of  weaknessT 

O'er  the  sons  of  wrong  and  strife, 
Were  their  strong  temptations  planted 
Inthy  pathof  Uft? 

WMttifr't  FscMs 
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TmSVES  -  THOUGHT. 


And  while  in  peace  abiding 

Within  a  shelterM  home, 
We  fee.  as  sin  and  evil 

Could  never,  never  come; 
But  let  the  strong  temptation  rise, 

As  whirlwinds  sweep  the  sea — 
We  find  no  strength  to  'scape  the  wreck. 

Save,  pitjing  God,  in  Thee! 

Mr$.  HM9  AUee  Ruf. 

THIEVES. 

Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority. 
When  judges  steal  themselves. 

Shak9.Mea,forMea. 
Nay,  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  that; 
Vmi  take  my  house,  it^en  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  doth  sustain  my  house :  you  take  my  lift. 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

Shak§,  Merchani  tf  Venice, 
1 11  example  you  with  thievery. 
The  sun  *s  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraotton 
Kobs  the  vast  sea :  the  moon  *s  an  arrant  thie^ 
And  her  pale  face  she  snatches  from  the  sun ; 
The  sea  *b  a  thief^  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 
The  moon  into  salt  tears ;  the  earth 's  a  thie( 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composlure  stolen 
From  general  excrement:  each  thing 's  a  thief; 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough 

power 
Have  unchecked  theft 

Shak$.  Tinum. 
Bankrupts,  hold  fast; 
Rather  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives. 
And  cut  your  tmsters*  throats;  bound  servants, 

steal! 
Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  masters  are. 
And  pill  by  laW. 

Shake,  Tinum, 

Shun  such  as  lomge  through  afternoons  and  eves. 
And  on  thy  dial  write — *^  Beware  of  thieves !" 
Felon  of  minutes,  never  taught  to  feel 
The  worth  of  treasures  which  thy  fingers  steal; 
Pick  my  left  pocket  of  its  silver  dime, 
Hut  spare  the  right,  —  it  holds  my  golden  time ! 
O.  W.  Hoknee — A  Rhymed  Leeeon. 


THOUGHT. 

lltice  oi)t  our  imperfections  with  your  thoughts. 
Shake.  Hemy  V. 
Love's  heralds  should  be  thoughts, 
l^hich  ten  times  fkster  glide  than  the  sunbeams, 
llriving  back  shadows  over  lowering  hills. 

IShokei  Retnee  tttul  JuUet» 


Could  we  but  keep  our  Mfuh  to  tlMt  height, 
We  might  be  happy ;  but  the  day  will  sink 
Its  thoughts  immortal. 

Bym 

Return,  my  thoughts,  come  home ! 
Ye  wild  and  wing'd !  what  do  ye  o'er  the  doepT 
And  wherefore  thus  th'  abyss  of  time  o'ersweep 

As  birds  the  ocean  foam  7 

Oh,  no !  return  ye  not ! 
Still  farther,  lofHer  let  your  soarings  be ! 
Go,  bring  me  strength  firom  joumeyings  bright 
and  free 

O'er  many  a  haunted  spot 

Go,  visit  cell  and  shrine 
Where  woman  has  endur'd !  —  through  wrong, 

through  scorn, 
Unshar'd  by  fame  —  yet  silently  upborne 

By  promptings  more  divine ! 

ilfr«.  Hemau 

To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  give 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  Ibr  tears. 

WordevDortJu 
Who  can  mistake  great  thoughts? 
They  seize  upon  the  mind ;  arrest,  and  search, 
And  shake  it;  bow  the  tall  soul  as  by  the  wind; 
Rush  over  it  like  rivers  over  reeds, 
Which  quiver  in  the  current;  turn  us  cdd, 
And  pale,  and  voiceless ;  leaving  in  the  brain 
A  rocking  and  a  ringing,  —  glorious, 
But  momentary;  madness  might  it  last, 
And  close  the  soul  with  Heaven  as  with  a  seal 

Badey't  FettuM, 
Not  a  single  path 
Of  thought  I  tread,  but  that  it  leads  to  God. 

BaUey'e  Fatiu. 
Fine  thoughts  are  wealth,  fi>r  the  right  use  of 

which 
Men  are,  and  ought  to  be,  accountable. 

BaOey's  FeeUA 

-^ All  the  past  of  Time  reveals 

A  bridal  dawn  of  thunder-peals, 
Whenever  Thought  hath  wedded  Fact 

Temtyeon. 

We  met,  and  we  drank  from  the  crystalline  wcD, 
That  flows  from  the  fountains  of  science  above; 
On  the  beauties  of  thought  we  would  silently 
dwell. 
Till  we  kx>k'd — though  we  never  were  talking 
of  love.  PefdvuL 

An  thoughts  that  mould  the  age,  begin 
De6p  down  within  the  primitive  soul; 
And  from  the  many,  slowly  upward  win 
To  one  who  grasps  the  whole. 

Jamee  RuemU  Lewdl 
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AH  tlioa§;lit  begins  in  fooling, — wide 

In  the  gxe&t  maee  its  bue  is  hid, 

And,  narrowing  up  to  thought,  stands  glorified, 

A  moveless  pyramid. 

Jamf  RvM9dL  LwoeU. 

Many  are  the  thoughts  that  come  to  me 

In  my  lonely  musing; 
A&d  they  drift  so  strange  and  swift, 

There 's  no  time  ibr  choosing 
Which  to  follow,  for  to  leave 

Any,  seems  a  losing.  ^  p  ^^^ 

Hiooghts  of  my  soul,  how  swift  ye  go  I 

Swifl  as  the  eaglets  glance  of  fire, 
Or  arrows  from  the  archer's  bow. 

To  the  fiir  aim  of  your  denre !  % 

Thought  after  thooght,  ye  thronging  rise, 

lake  spring-dovos  firom  the  startled  wood. 
Bearing  like  them  your  sacrifice 

Of  m»ic  unto  God! .  ^^^^^^^  p^,^ 

The  car  without  horses,  the  var  without  vrings. 
Roars  onward  and  flies 
On  its  pale  iron  edge, 
*Neath  the  heat  of  a  thought  sitting  still  in  our 
eyes.  Mia$  Bamtf9  Poems, 

As  streams  the  lightning  o*er  a  stormy  sky, 

Thos  Thought  aAiid  the  tumult  flashes  forth ! 
For  mighty  minds  at  rest  too  often  lie, 
like  clouds  in  upper  air,  cold,  calm  and  high. 

Till,  tempest-toBsM  and  driven  toward  the  earth, 
They  meet  the  uprising  mass,  —  and  then  is 

wrought 
The  burning  thunderbolt  of  human  Thought, 
That  sends  the  living  light  of  Truth  abroad. 
And  dashes  down  the  towers  of  Force  and  Fraud, 
And  awes  the  trembling  world  like  oracle  of 
God !  JITrs.  HaU. 

Hioughts  flit  and  flutter  through  the  mind. 
As  o*er  the  waves  the  shifting  wind ; 
Tmeldess  and  traceless  is  their  flight, 
As  fidling  Stan  of  yesteniight, 
Or  the  old  tide-marks  on  the  sh^re. 
Which  other  tides  have  rippled  o*er. 

J9r«  Bcwftng* 
Stay,  winged  Thought !  I  fain  would  question  thee ! 
Though  thy  bright  {nnion  is  less  palpable 
Tlian  filmy  gossamer,  more  swift  in  flight 
Than  light's  transmitted  ray. 

Mf9,  Sigmtmey. 

Human  thought, 
Oh  poet,  lightly  may  take  wondrous  wings. 
Tliy  careless  link  binds  words  to  travel  £u; 
And  as  thy  sway  of  the  world's  heart,  will  be 
Thy  reckoning  irith  thy  Maker.  


So  truly,  faithfhlly,  my  heart  is  thine. 

Dear  Thought,  that  when  I  am  debarred  &cm 

thee, 
By  the  vain  tumult  of  vain  company ; 
And  when  it  seems  to  be  the  fix'd  design 
Of  heedless  hearts,  who  never  can  incline 
Themselves  to  seek  thy  rich,  though  bidder. 

charms. 
To  keep  me  daily  fi-om  thy  outstretch'd  arms— » 
My  soul  sinks  faint  within  me,  and  I  pine 
As  lover  pines  when  fiiom  his  love  apart; 
For  thou  *rt  the  honoured  mistress  of  my  hearty 
Pure,  quiet,  beautiful,  beloved  Thought ! 

CaroUne  May. 


THREATENING. 

Hence, 

Horrible  villain !  or  I  '11  spurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me ;  I  '11  unchain  thy  head ; 
Thou  shalt  be  whipt  with  wire,  and  stew'd  in  brine, 
Smartittg  in  ling'ring  pickle. 

8hak9,  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 
Hence,  begone :  — 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  dost  return  to  pry 
In  what  I  further  shall  intend  to  do, 
By  heaven,  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint. 
And  strew  this  hungry  churchyard  with  thy  limbs. 
Shake,  Romeo  and  JulieL 
If  thou  neglect'st,  or  dost  unwillingly 
What  I  command,  I'll  rack  thee  with  old  cramps, 
Fill  all  thy  bones  with  aches ;  make  thee  roar. 
That  beasts  shall  tremble  at  thy  din. 

Skaka.  TempetL 

If  thou  more  murm'r^t,  I  will  rend  an  oak. 
And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  entrails,  till 
Thou  hast  howl'd  away  twelve  winters. 

Shake,  Temped, 
Unhand  me,  gentlemen ;  -^ 
By  heaven,  I  'U  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me. 

Shake,  HemlH, 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands :  peace ;  sit  you 

down. 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart :  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff; 
If  damned  custom  hath  not  braz'd  it  so, 
Hiat  it  be  prooif  and  bulwark  against  sense. 

Shake,  Hamtet 
He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  forth  his  own  rage, 
Holds  his  soul  light;  he  dies  i^n  his  motion. 

Shake.  OlheUm 
Villains,  set  down  the  corse ;  or,  by  Saint  PauL 
I  'U  make  a  corse  of  him  that  disobeys. 

Shake.  Rkhatd  W 
4i« 


THIROT-TIME. 


I  *U  note  foa  in  mj  book  of  memory, 
To  toow^  faa  fir  this  Tepreheoiioft ; 
AiOok  to  it  well,  and  say  yon  are  well  warnM. 

Skskg.  Hmry  VI.    Pari  I, 

I7nmanner*d  dog !  stand  thou  when  I  command : 
Advance  thy  halbcrt  higher  than  my  breast. 
Or,  by  Saint  Paul,  I  '11  strike  thee  to  my  foot, 
And  spurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  tliy  boldness. 

Skakt,  Richard  III. 

Percy  is  but  my  &ctor,  good  my  brd, 

T*  engross  up  glorious  deeds  on  ray  behalf; 

And  I  will  call  him  to  so  strict  account, 

That  he  shall  render  every  glory  up, 

Yea,  even  the  slightest  worship  of  his  time, 

Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart 

ShaJf.  Henry  IV.    Pari  J. 

Back  to  thy  punishment, 
False  fugitive,  and  io  thy  speed  add  wings, 
Lest  with  a  whip  of  scorpions  I  pursue 
Thy  ling'ring. 

MiUm*9  ParadiBe  LotL 

Do  me  justice, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  I  *II  lay  a  scene  of  blood, 
flhall  make  this  dwelling  horrible  to  nature. 

Ottoay'B  Orphan, 

Oh !  wert  thou  young  again,  I  would  put  off 
My  majesty  to  be  more  terrible ; 
That  like  an  angel  I  might  strike  this  bare. 
Trembling  on  earth!   shake  thee  to  dust,  and 

tear 
lliy  heart  for  this  bold  lie,  thou  feeble  dotard. 

Lee'g  Alexanders, 

Speak  then,  or  I  will  tear  thee  limb  fVom  limb : 
Thou  shalt  be  safe,  if  thou  confess  the  truth ; 
But  if  thou  hide  aught  from  me,  I  will  rack  thee. 
Till  with  thy  horrid  groans  thou  wake  the  dead : 
Or  I  will  cut  thee  to  anatomy. 
And  search  through  all  thy  veins  to  find  it  out 
Lee'e  Caear  Borgia, 

Old  as  I  am,  and  quench*d  with  scars  and  sor- 
rows, 
Tet  could  I  make  this  withered  arm  do  wonders, 
And  open  in  an  enemy  such  wounds, 
Mercy  would  weep  to  look  on. 

Rochesier't  ValentiniarL 

Stand  there,  damn'd  meddling  villain,  and  be 

silent; 
For  if  thou  uttVest  but  a  single  word, 
A  cough  or  hem,  to  cross  roe  in  my  speech, 
*  *1!  msnC  thy  cursed  spirit  from  the  earth. 
To  bellow  with  tno  aann'd ! 

JsawM  BotSseV  Aittl 


THIRST. 

Tin  taught  by  pain. 
Men  really  know  not  what  good  water  *s  worth 
If  you  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 
Or  with  a  iamish*d  boat* s-crew  had  your  both. 
Or  in  the  desert  heard  the  camel's  bell, 
You*d  wish  yourself  where  truth  is — ^in  a  well 

Bynm 

The  panting  thirst,  which  scorches  in  the  breath 
Of  those  that  die  the  soldier's  fiery  death. 
In  vain  impels  the  burning^mouth  to  crave 
One  drop — one  last  —  to  cool  it  for  the  grave. 

Byron's  Lara, 

The  inoessant  fover  of  that  arid  thirst 
Which  welcomes  as  a  well  the  clouds  that  bunt 
Above  their  naked  heads,  and  feels  delight 
In  the  cold  drenchings  of  the  stormy  night 

Byim't  /sIsmL 


TIME. 


Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back, 
Wherein  he  puti  alms  for  oblivion, 
A  grcat-siz'd  monster  of  ingratitudes: 
Those  scraps  are  good  deeds  past:  which  are 

devour'd 
As  fast  as  they  are  made,  forgotten  as  soon 

As  done. 

ShaU,  Trmlua  and  Cremda. 

I  bring  the  truth  to  light,  detect  the  ill ; 
My  native  greatness  scometh  bounded  ways; 
Untimely  power,  a  fow  days  ruin  will ; ' 
Yea,  worth  itself  falls,  till  I  list  to  raise. 
The  earth  is  mine ;  of  earthly  things  the  care 
I  leave  to  men  that,  like  them,  earthly  are. 

Lord  Brooke  a  Mudajgfm, 
Even  such  is  time,  that  takes  on  trnst 
Our  youth,  our  joys,  our  all  we  have. 
And  pays  us  but  with  age  and  dust; 
Who  in  the  dark  and  silent  grave. 
When  we  have  wander'd  all  our  waj^ 
Shuts  up  the  story  of  our  days ! 

Sir  W.KMgk 

Time  is  the  feather'd  thing, 

And,  whilst  I  praise 

The  sparkling  of  thy  locki,  and  call  thdm  rayi^ 

Takes  wing  — 

Leaving  behind  him,  as  he  flies, 

An  onperceived  dimness  in  thine  eyes. 

Maya$. 

Old  time  will  end  our  story ; 
Btit  no  time,  if  we  end  well,  will  end  oar  gloiy. 
BoaunumL  and  FleUher'o  Sea  Vofog^ 


TilfB. 


rirae*s  minutes,  whilst  they're  told, 
Do  make  us  old ; 
And  ewery  sand  of  his  fleet  glass, 
Increasing  age  as  it  doth  pass, 
Insensibly  iows  crinkles  there,* 
Where  flowers  and  roses  do  appear* 


Jlfayiie. 


Time  flows  from  instants,  and  of  these,  each  one 
Should  be  esteemed,  as  if  it  were  alone : 
The  shortest  space,  which  we  so  highly  prize 
When  it  is  coming,  and  before  our  eyes. 
Let  it  but  slide  into  th*  eternal  main. 
No  realms,  no  worlds  can  porchase  it  again : 
Remembrance  only  makes  the  footsteps  last. 
When  winged  time,  which  fix*d  the  prints,  is  past. 
Sit  Jwn  BBOutnont. 
Time  lays  his  hand 
On  pjrramids  of  brass,  and  ruins  qmte 
What  all  the  fond  artificers  did  think 
Immortal  workmanship;*  he  sends  his  warms 
To  books,  to  old  records,  and  they  devour 
Th*  inscriptions.    He  loves  ingratitude. 
For  he  destroys  the  memory  of  man. 

Sir  W»  DavntanCt  Cnui  BnAer. 

Our  time  consumes  like  smoke,  and  posts  away ; 
Nor  can  we  treasure  up  a  month  or  day. 
The  sand  within  the  transitory  glass 
Doth  haste,  and  so  our  silent  minutes  pass. 

Waikym. 

Desire  not  to  live  loAg,  but  to  live  well ; 
How  long  we  live,  not  years,  but  actions  tell. 

Wa%fiff. 
rime,  the  prime  minister  of  death, 
lliere  's  nought  can  bribe  his  honest  will ; 
He  stops  the  richest  tyrants  breath. 
And  lays  his  mischief  still. 

Mand. 

Time  wears  all  his  locks  behind ; 
Take  thou  hold  upon  his  forehead ; 
When  he  flies,  he  turns  no  more, 
And  behind  his  scalp  is  naked. 
Works  adjoum*d  have  many  stays : 
Long  demurs  breed  new  delays. 

Rab^  SmitiwdL 

Fly,  envions  Time,  till  thou  run  out  thy  race, 
Call  on  the  lazy  leaden  stepping  hours. 
Where  speed  is  but  the  heavy  plummet's  pace ; 
And  glut  thyself  with  what  thy  womb  devours. 
Which  is  no  more  than  what  is  false  and  vmin. 
And  merely  mortal  dross. 

The  greatest  schemes  that  human  wit  can  forge. 
Or  bold  ambition  dares  to  put  in  praottce. 
Depend  upon  our  husbanding  a  moment 


The  bell  strikes  one.    We  lake  no  note  «f  tiaei 
But  from  its  loss*    To  give  it  then  a  tongoei 
Is  wise  in  man.    As  if  an  angel  spoke, 
I  feel  the  solemn  sound.    If  heard  aright, 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours ; 
Where  are  they  7  With  the  years  beyond  the  flood. 
It  is  the  signal  that  demands  despatch : 
How  much  is  to  be  done ! 

YoufigU  Night  ThoughU, 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  time,  it  may  be  poor 
Part  with  it  as  with  money,  sparing ;  pay 
No  moment  but  in  purchase  of  its  worth ; 
And  what  it  *s  worth  ask  death-beds ;  they  ean 
teU.  Fmsf  *•  Night  Thougktk 

Time,  in  advance,  behind  him  hides  his  wings, 
And  seems  to  creep  decrepit  with  his  age ; 
Behold  him  when  past  by :  what  then  is  seen. 
But  his  broad  pinions  swifler  than  the  winds  7 
And  all  mankind  in  contradiction  strong, 
Rueful,  aghast!  cry  out  on  his  career. 

young's  Night  Tte^Als. 
The  day  in  hand. 
Like  a  bird  struggling  to  get  loose,  is  going. 
Scarce  now  possess'd — so  suddenly  't  is  gone. 

Yoting'B  Night  ThoughtM, 
Time,  which  all  things  else  removes, 
Still  heightens  virtue  and  improves. 

Oaf. 
Hme  hurries  on. 
With  a  resistless,  unremitting  stream, 
Tet  treads  more  soft  than  e'er  did  midnight  thie^ 
That  slides  his  hand  under  the  miser's  pillow. 
And  carries  off  his  prize. 

BUir'B  Gmvu 

What  does  not  fode  ?  the  tower,  that  long  had  stood 
The  crush  of  thunder  and  the  warring  winds, 
Shook  by  &e  slow,  but  sure  destroyer,  time. 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o'er  its  base. 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  walls  of  brass. 
Descend ;  the  Babylonian  spires  are  sunk ; 
Aehaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt  moulder  down. 
Time  shakes  the  stable  tyranny  of  thrones. 
And  tottering  empires  crush  by  their  own  weight 
Arm»lnnff9  Art  tf  Preserving  Heaitk 
Time,  as  he  passes  us,  has  a  dove's  wing, 
UnsoU'd  and  swift,  and  of  a  silken  sound. 

Coteper*9  T0»L 
Still  on  it  creeps, 
Each  little  moment  at  another's  heeb. 
Till  hours,  days,  years,  and  ages  are  made  op 
Of  such  small  parts  as  these,  and  men  look  back. 
Worn  and  bewilder'd,  wondering  how  it  is. 
Thou  travllest  like  a  ship  in  the  wide  ocean. 
Which  hath  no  bounding  shore  to  mark  Its  progroi 


time: 


Ves,  s^eBtle  tima,  thy  gredoal,  healing  hand 
Ilatb  stolen  from  aorrow's  grasp  the  enTS&omM 

dart; 
Sabmitting-  to  thy  skill,  my  passive  heart 
Feels  that  no  grief  can  thy  soft  power  withstand ; 
And  though  my  aching  breast  still  heaves  the  sight 
Though  oft  the  tMur  swells  silent  in  mine  eye ; 
Yet  the  keen  pang,  the  agony  is  gone ; 
Sorrow  and  I  shall  part ;  and  these  faint  throes 
Are  but  the  remnant  of  severer  woes. 

ilfrSa  Tig^iBt 
The  beautifier  of  the  dead, 
Adomer  of  the  ruin,  comforter 
And  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  bled  — 
Time !  the  corrector  when  our  judgments  err, 
The  test  of  truth,  love, — sole  phi^ssopher, 
For  all  beside  are  sophists. 

Byron. 

*  Where  is  the  world,**  cries  Young,  ■*at  eighty? 

WJiere 
The  world  in  which  a  man  was  bom  ?**    Alas ! 
Where  is  the  world  of  eight  yean  past  7    *T  was 

there  — 
I  look  for  it  —  *t  is  gone,  a  globe  of  glass ! 
Cracked,  8hi\'er*d,  vanish'd,  scarcely  gazed  on  ere 
A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittering  mass. 
Statesmen,  chicfk,  orators,  queens,  patriots,  kings, 
And  dandies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wind*s  wings. 

Byron, 
On!  on!  our  moments  hurry  by, 
LilLe  shadows  of  a  passing  cloud. 
Till  general  darkness  wraps  the  sky. 
And  man  sleeps  senseless  in  his  shroud* 
He  sports,  he  trifles  time  away, 
l^II  time  is  his  to  wasto  no  more : 
Heedless  he  hears  the  surges  play; 
And  then  is  dashM  upon  the  shore 
He  has  no  thought  of  coming  days. 
Though  they  alone  deserve  his  thought. 
And  BO  the  heedless  wanderer  strays, 
And  treasmcs  nought  and  gathers  nought 
Though  wisdom  speak  — his  ear  is  dull; 
ThoMgh  virtue  smile  —  he  sees  her  not ; 
His  cup  of  vanity  is  full ; 
And  all  besides  foregone— forgot. 

Bcwritiff, 
Time  rolls  his  ceaseless  course.    The  race  of  yore, 
Who  danc*d  our  infancy  upon  their  knee. 
And  told  our  marvelling  boyhood  legend*s  store. 
Of  their  strange  ventures  happ'd  by  land  or  sea. 
How  are  they  blotted  from  the  things  that  be ! 
How  few,  all  weak  and  wither'd  of  their  force. 
Wait  on  die  verge  of  dark  eternity, 
like  stranded  wrecks,  the  tide  returning  hoarse, 
*rt»  sweep  .Ihean  from  ow  nght 

SealL 


O  time,  that  ever  with  resistless  wing 
Guts  off  our  joys  and  shortens  all  our  paSa, 
Thon  great  destroyer  that  doth  always  bring 
Relief  to  man — all  bow  beneath  iby  reign ; 
Nations  before  thee  &]],  and  the  grim  king 
Of  death  and  tenor  fhUows  in  thy  timin! 

Time  past,  and  time  to  come,  are  not — 
Time  present  is  om:  on^  k>t; 
O  God,  henceforth  our  hearts  incline 
To  seek  no  other  love  than  thine ! 

Jssfi^oiiwry. 

Touch  us  gently.  Time! 

Let  us  glide  adown  thy  stream 
Gently — as  we  sometimes  glide 

Through  a  quiet  dream! 

Brym  W.  Proctstm 

Then  haste  thee.  Time — *tis  kindneu  all 

That  speeds  thy  winged  feet  so  fast; 
Thy  pleasures  stay  not  till  they  pall. 

And  all  thy  pains  are  quickly  past 

Bryanfs  Poemi, 
Art  is  kmg  and  Time  is  fleeting, 

And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 
Still  like  muffled  drums  are  beating 

Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 

LongfeOow's  Ptalm  if  Life. 

Hiere  is  no  charm  in  time  as  time,  nor  good : 
The  long  days  are  no  happier  than  the  short  ones. 

BaUey'B  Festiis, 
Time!  Time !  in  thy  triumphal  flight 

How  all  life*s  phantom's  fleet  away ! 
The  smile  of  hope  and  young  delight, 

Fame's  meteor  beam,  and  fancy's  ray ; 
They  fade ;  and  on  the  heaving  tide. 

Rolling  its  stormy  waves  a&r. 
Are  borne  the  wredi  of  human  pride. 

The  broken  wreck  of  Fortune's  war. 

•Tsmes  O.  Broekt, 

Remorseless  Tima  I 
Fierce  spirit  of  the  glass  and  soytho-^what  power 
Can  stay  him  in  his  silent  course,  or  melt 
His  iron  heart  with  pity ! 

George  D.  Preeike, 

Time 
Knows  not  the  weight  of  sleep  or  weariness, 
And  night's  deep  darkness  has  no  chain  to  bind 
His  mriiing  pinion. 

George  D.  Pradke, 

The  hours  are  viewless  angels. 

That  still  go  gliding  by, 
And  bear  each  minote*s  record  up 

To  Him  who  sits  on  high. 

C.P  Crmmk 


TiMrorry  •titlss  -token. 


fm 


O  Time !  whose  Terdicto  mock  our  own. 
The  only  righteous  judge  axt  thou ! 

ThomM  TT.  Panom, 
Oh !  never  chide  the  wing  of  time. 

Or  say  *t  is  tardy  in  its  flight; 
Tou  *11  find  the  days  speed  quiek  enoogfa, 
If  you  but  husband  them  aright 

JHtsf  Cook. 

Time  is  indeed  a  precious  boon. 
But  with  the  boon  a  task  is  given ; 

The  heart  must  learn  its  duty  well 
To  man  on  earth  and  God  in  heaven. 

Mi$$Cook. 

Not  wholly  can  the  heart  unlearn 
Hie  lesson  of  its  better  hours, 
Nor  yet  has  Timers  dull  footstep  worn 
To  common  dust  the  path  of  flowers. 

WhitHer. 

Who,  looking  backward   from    his    manhood*s 

prime, 
Sees  not  the  spectre  of  his  misspent  time  7 

Whittitr'o  Poemo. 

Ah,  sigh  not,  love,  to  mark  the  trace 

Of  Timers  unsparing  wand  ! 
It  was  not  manhood*s  outward  grace, 
No  charm  of  faultless  form  or  face, 

That  won  my  heart  and  hand. 

Wiiiiam  Pitt  Pahmr. 


TIMIDITT.  — (See  Modesty.) 


TITLES. 
'Htlcs  of  honour  add  not  to  his  worth, 
Who  is  an  honour  to  his  title. 

Ford'o  Lady'o  Trial 
Man — is  name  of  honour  for  a  king; 
Additions  take  away  from  each  chief  thing. 

Chapman*8  Buaoy  D*Amhoi$, 
AH  transitory  titles  I  detest, 
A  virtuous  life  I  mean  to  boast  alone : 
Our  birth  *s  our  sires*,  our  virtues  be  our  own. 

Drayton*8  Legend  ofMatUda, 

I  look,  down  upon  him 
With  such  contempt  and  soom,  as  on  my  slave; 
He  *s  a  name  only,  and  all  good  in  him 
He  must  derive  from  his  great-grandsijre*s  ashes: 
For  bad  not  their  victorious  acts  bequeathM 
His  titles  to  him,  and  wrote  on  his  forehead— 
This  is  a  lord  —  he  had  liv*d  unobserv'd 
By  any  man  of  mark,  and  died  as  one 
Amongst  the  common  rout 

BesMNOitf  and  Fldeker. 


Brush  ofi" 

This  honoured  dust  that  soils  your  company ; 
This  thing  whom  nature  carelessly  obtruded 
Upon  the  world  to  teach  that  pride  and  &Uy 
M&kd  titular  greatness  the  envy  but 
Of  fix>Is  —  the  wise  man^s  pity. 

HaLUngton'o  Queen  of  Arragon, 
I  learnM  to  admire  goodness ;  that 
Gives  the  distinction  to  men ;  without 
This,  I  behold  them  but  as  pictures,  which 
Are  floorishM  with  a  pencil,  to  supply 
The  absence  of  inward  worth,  their  titles 
like  landskips  gracing  them  only  far  off. 

Sh  W.  DavenanCo  Sieg9, 
A  fi)ol,  indeed,  has  great  need  of  a  title. 
It  teaches  men  to  call  him  count  and  duke. 
And  to  forget  his  proper  name  of  fooL 

CrowneU  Ambitious  Statesman, 
Titles,  the  servile  courtier's  lean  reward, 
Sometimes  the  pay  of  vurtue,  but  more  oft 
The  hire  which  greatness  gives  to  slaves  and 
sycophants.  Rowers  Jans  Shorn 

With  their  authors  in  oblivion  sunk 
Vain  titles  lie,  the  servile  badges  oft 
Of  mean  submission,  not  the  meed  of  worth. 

Thomson  • 
The  rank  is  but  the  guinea  stamp,  > 
The  man*s  the  gowd,  hi  a'  that 

Bums. 

Our  God  has  said 
That  He  will  reign  on  earth !  and  it  is  here 
His  empire  wiD  begin ;  and  send  its  light 
Through  the  dark  labj^rinths  of  human  pride. 
Showing  oppression's  hideon8ness;^the  chains 
That  bind  old  Europe  to  the  bigots'  car. 
Keeping  her  nobles  slaves  to  sense  and  sin ; 
1111  lords  shall  feel  their  titles  are  a  scofi; 
Blotting  man's  dignity,  and  throw  them  by. 
Like  gaudes  whose  tinsel  fashion  has  decay'd, 
— ^And  put  on  the  true  gold  of  worthiness» 
And  learn  their  duty  from  the  people's  voioe. 
And  3rield  their  homage  to  the  God  of  heaven ! 
This  time  will  come;—- but  first  the  trial  comes, 
Mrs,  Hales  Ormond  Orosvsnsr 


TOKEN. 

She  so  loves  the  token, 
(For  he  oonjur'd  her  she  should  ever  keep  it^ 
Tliat  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her. 
To  kiss  and  talk  to» 

Shaks.Othsii^ 

This  is  some  token  flrom  m  neww  friend. 

ShaH, 


TO-MORROW. 


Accept  of  this ;  and  could  I  add  beside 
What  wealth  the  rich  Pcravian  moontains  hide ; 
If  all  the  gems  in  Eastern  rocks  were  mine, 
On  thee  alone  their  glittering  pride  ahonld  shine. 

Littleton. 

All  the  token  flowers  that  tell 
What  words  can  never  speak  so  well 

Jfyivn. 

All  my  offering  must  be 
Truth,  and  spotless  oonstancj. 

I  send  this  flower  to  one  mada  vp 

Of  loveliness  alone ; 
A  woman  of  her  gentle  sex 

The  seeming  paragon; 

0  would  that  on  the  earth  there  movM 
Others  of  such  a  frame, 

That  life  might  be  all  poetry, 

And  weariness  a  name. 

Edward  C.  Pinekfuy, 

0 1  what  tender  thoughts  beneath 
Those  silent  flowers  are  lying. 

Hid  within  the  mystic  wreath. 
My  love  hath  kiss'd  in  tying ! 

Jfoore. 

I  fbrmM  for  thee  a  small  bouquet, 
A  keepsake  near  thy  heart  to  lay, 
Because  *t  is  tliere,  I  know  full  well, 
That  charity  and  kindness  dwclL 

Mi$$  Gould. 

I  look  upon  the  fading  flowers 

Thou  gav*st  me,  lady,  in  thy  mirth. 
And  mourn  that  with  the  perishing  hours 

Such  fair  things  perish  from  the  earth ; 
For  thus  I  know  the  moment's  feeling 

Its  own  light  web  of  life  unweaves. 
The  dearest  trace  from  memory  stealing. 

Like  perfume  from  the  d3'ing  leaves ;-~ 
The  thought  that  gave  it,  and  the  flower. 
Alike  tlie  creatures  of  an  hour. 

wau. 

Thou  may*st  live  to  bless  the  giver, 

Who,  himself  but  frail  and  weak. 
Would  at  least  tlie  highest  welfare 

Of  another  seek. 
And  Ills  gifl,  though  poor  and  lowly 

It  may  seem  to  other  eyes. 
Yet  may  prove  an  angel  holy 

In  a  pilgrim*s  guise 

WkUHer, 


TO-MORROW, 

To-morrow  yoa  will  live,  yoa  always  ery : 
*n  what  far  ODuntry  does  tliis  morrow  lioi 
That  *tis  so  mighty  kng  ere  it  mniv*} 
fisvond  the  Indies  ikmi  this  marrow  livt  T 


*T  is  so  fiu'-ftcehM  this  morrow,  that  I  fear 
•T  will  be  both  very  old  and  very  dear. 
To-morrow  I  will  live,  the  fool  does  say ; 
To-day  itselTs  too  late ;  the  wise  liv*d  yesterday. 

To-morrow,  and  txMnorrow,  and  to-morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  petty  space  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time ; 
And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fbob 

The  way  to  dusty  death; 

Shak$.  Macbdk 

Seek  not  to  know  to-morrow's  doom ; 
That  is  not  ours,  which  is  to  come. 
The  present  moment's  all  our  store : 
The  next,  should  heaven  allow. 
Then  this  will  be  no  more : 
So  all  our  tifb  is  but  one  instant  now. 

OoRgJfSSi 

Arrest  the  present  momenls ; 
For  be  assurM  they  are  all  arrant  tell-tales; 
And  though  their  flight  be  sikmt,  and  their  path 

trackless 
As  the  wing*d-  couriers  of  the  air« 
They  post  to  heaven,  and  there  record  their  fblly-^ 
Because,  tho*  stationed  on  the  important  watch, 
Tbou,  like  a  sleeping,  faithless  sentinel. 
Didst  let  them  pass  unnotic'd,  unimprov'd. 
And  know,  for  that  thou  slumber*st  on  the  guard, 
lliou  shalt  bo  made  to  answer  at  the  bar 
For  every  fugitive :  and  when  thou  thus 
Shalt  stand  impleaded  at  tlie  high  tribunal 
Of  hood-winkM  Justice,  who  shall  tell  tliy  audit? 
Then  stay  the  present  instant,  dear  Horatio, 
Imprint  the  marks  of  wisdom  on  its  wings ; 
'Tis  of  more  worth  than  kingdoms!  iar  more 

precious 
Than  all  the  crimson  treasures  of  life's  fimntaia 
Oh !  let  it  not  elude  thy  grasp,  but,  like 
The  good  old  patriarch  upon  record. 
Hold  the  fleet  angel  fust  until  ho  bless  thee. 

Cottm, 

To-morrow's  action  ?  can  tliat  hoary  wisdom. 
Borne  down  witli  yoars,  still  duat  upon  to-morrow  1 
That  fatal  midlrcsa  of  the  young,  tile  lazy. 
The  coward,  and  Uie  fool,  condeinn*d  tu  lose 
An  useless  lUe  in  wishing  ibr  UMnarrow, 
Till  inttir|x>8ing  death  destroys  the  p1^os|>cct ! 
Strange  tiiat  this  gcncr..!  fraud  from  day  to  day 
Stiould  fill  the  world  with  wretches  undiitcctcd. 
Hie  soldier  lab'ring  Uiroogh  a  winter's  march, 
Still  sees  to-morrow  dress'd  in  robes  ot*  triumph; 
Still  to  the  lover*s  long-expecting  arms, 
To-morrow  brings  the  visionary  bride ; 
But  thou,  too  old  to  bsar  another  cheat, 
Learn,  that  the  present  hour  alone  is  man's. 

JDr.  Jdbtfm'«  Irtm 
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To-morrow,  didst  thou  say  7 
Methought  I  heard  Horatio  tay,  to-morrow. 
Go  to  —  I  will  not  hear  of  it  —  to-morrow ! 
Tis  a  aharper  that  stakea  hit  penury 
Against  thy  plenty  —  who  takes  thy  ready  cash. 
And  pays  thoe  naught  but  wishes,  hopesi  and 

promises. 
The  curreney  of  idiots.    Injurious  bankrupt, 
That  gulls  the  easy  creditor  I  to-morrow  1 
It  is  a  period  nowhere  to  be  ibund 
In  all  the  hoaiy  registers  of  time. 
Unless  perchance  in  the  foors  calendar. 
Wisdom  disclaims  the  word,  nor  holds  society 
With  those  that  own  it.    No,  my  Horatio, 
Tis  fiuicy's  child,  and  folly  is  its  fiither : 
Wrought  on  such  stuffas  dreams  are ;  and  baseless 

As  the  fantastic  visions  of  the  evening. 

Cotton. 

In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thoughts  can  rise. 

Than  man*s  presumption  on  to<niorrow*8  dawn  7 

Where  is  to-morrow  7    In  another  world. 

For  numbers  this  is  certain ;  the  reverse 

Is  sure  to  none ;  and  yet  on  this  **  perhaps,** 

Thia  **  peradvcnture,"  infkmous  fiir  lies. 

As  on  a  rock  of  adamant  wo  build 

Our  mountain  hopos;  spin  out  eternal  solienMS 

As  wo  the  &tal  sisters  could  out-spin. 

And,  big  with  life's  futurities,  expire. 

Ytmng'M  Night  Tkuflts. 

Abroad  in  the  world,  like  a  shadow 

I  pass,  and  am  passM  in  my  turn ; 
We  *re  civil  to-day  —  does  it  matter, 

To-morrow,  who 's  civil  or  stem  7 

IftM  Jetofftvry. 
I  have  friends-— and  they  vow  that  they  love  me. 

Far  bettor  than  praise,  or  than  polf — 
I  trust  them  to-day ;  and  to-morrow 

I  Icavo  to  take  care  of  itsclC 

Jlfi«s  Jinos&ury. 

To-morrow  yet  would  reap  to-day. 
As  we  bear  blossoms  of  tlie  dead : 
£ara  well  the  Uiriily  montlis,  nor  wod 

Raw  Haste,  halfUistcr  to  DuUy. 

Xcniiyion. 

Thoughts  that  ftovm  upon  our  mirth 

Will  smile  upon  our  sorrow. 
And  many  dark  fears  of  to-day 

M^y  be  bright  hopes  to-morrow; 

Pimckne^, 


TORTURE. 
Wire-draw  his  skin,  spin  all  his  nervim  like  hair« 
And  work  his  tortttr'd  flesh  as  thin  as  flame. 

Lee's  CsMteiiltM. 


Bring  forth  tlie  rack : 
Fetch  hither  cords,  and  knives,  and  sulphurous 

flames ! 
He  shall  be  bound  and  gash'd,  h»  skin  fleec'd  ofl, 

and  burnt  alive : 
He  shall  be  hours,  days,  years,  a-dying. 

Lee's  (EdipuM, 
Thou  shalt  behold  him  stretchM  in  all  the  agonies 
Of  a  tormenting  and  shameful  death ! 
His  bleeding  bowels,  and  his  broken  limbs. 
Insulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  villain. 

Ohoay*$  Venice  Preserved  ^ 

To-morrow  —  yea,  to-morrow's  evening  sun 
Will  sinking  see  impalement's  pangs  begun. 
And  rising  witli  the  wonted  blush  of  morn. 
Behold  how  well  or  ill  tliosc  pangs  are  borne. 
Of  torments  this  tlie  longest  and  the  worst. 
Which  adds  all  otlicr  agony  to  thirst. 
That  day  by  day  death  still  forbears  to  slake. 
While  fkmish'd  vultures  flit  around  the  stake. 

Byron's  Corsair 

TRANSPORT.  — (See  Ecstasy.) 


TRAVELLER.    TRAVELLING. 

He  did  request  me  to  importune  you. 
To  let  him  spend  his  time  no  more  at  home, 
Which  would  be  great  impeachment  to  his  age, 
In  having  known  no  travel  in  his  youth. 

S/utks.  Two  Gentlemen  if  Vtrom. 

I  have  considcr'd  well  his  loss  of  time; 
And  how  he  cannot  be  a  perfect  man. 
Not  being  try'd,  and  tutor'd  in  the  world ; 
Experience  is  by  industry  achiev'd. 
And  perfected  by  tlic  swifl  course  of  time. 

Shuks.  Two  OenUemen  of  Keroaa 

As  &r  as  I  sec,  all  the  good  our  English 
Have  got  by  their  late  voyage,  is  but  merely 
A  fit  or  two  o*  til*  face. 

Shoks.  Henry  Vlli 

This  is  a  traveller,  sir ;  knows  men  and 
Manners,  and  has  plougli'd  up  the  sea  so  far 
Till  both  tlic  polc«  have  knock'd ;  has  seen  the  so 
Take  coach,  and  can  distinguish  the  colour 
Of  his  horses,  and  their  kinds. 

Beaumont  and  Fteleher^s  Seontful  Lad^ 
He  returns,  his  travel  spent. 
Less  knowing  of  himself  than  Mrhen  he  wenl 
Who  knowledge  hunt,  kept  under  foreign  loek% 
May  bring  homo  wit  to  lio>4  a  paradox; 
Yet  be  fools  stlU. 

BiekepKt^f 
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TREASON. 


His  travel  has  not  utoppM  him 

Ab  you  sappoee,  nor  altered  any  freedom. 

But  made  him  far  more  clear  and  excellent : 

It  drains  the  grossncss  of  the  understanding', 

And  renders  active  and  industrious  spirits : 

He  that  knows  mcn^s  manners,  must  of  necessity 

Best  know  his  own,  and  mend  those  by  examples : 

'T  is  a  dull  thing  to  travel  like  a  mill-borse, 

Still  in  the  place  he  was  bom  in,  round  and  blinded. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher' t  Queen  tf  Corinth, 
He  foreign  countries  knew,  but  they  were  known 
Not  for  themselves,  but  to  advance  his  own. 

LIudUn. 
Those*  travcird  youths,  whom  tender  mothers 

wean. 
And  send  abroad  to  see,  and  to  be  seen ; 
With  whom,  lest  they  should  lose  their  way,  or 


A  tutor 's  sent,  by  way  of  a  dry-nurse ; 
Each  of  whom  just  enough  of  spirit  bears 
To  show  our  follies,  and  to  bring  home  theirs, 
Have  made  all  Europe's  vices  so  well  known, 
They  seem  almost  as  nat*ral  as  our  own. 

ChurcMU. 
Me  other  eares  in  other  climes  engage. 
Cares  that  become  my  birth,  and  suit  my  age : 
In  various  knowledge  to  instruct  my  youth, 
And  conquer  prejudice,  worst  foe  to  truth ; 
By  foreign  arts,  domestic  faults  to  mend. 
Enlarge  my  notions,  and  my  views  extend ; 
The  useAil  science  of  the  world  to  know. 
Which  books  cnn  never  teach,  nor  pedants  show. 

Lord  Lyttleton, 

fhough  sluggards  deem  it  but  a  foolish  chase. 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chair. 
The  toilsome  way,  and  long,  long  league  to  trace ; 
Oh !  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air. 
And  life,  that  bloated  ease  can  never  hope  to 
share.  Byron*»  Childe  Harold, 

She  had  resolv'd  that  he  should  travel  through 

All  European  climes,  by  land  or  sea. 

To  mend  his  former  morals,  and  get  new. 

Especially  in  France  and  Italy, 

(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do.) 

Bynnu 
I  can*t  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  sight 
To  see  one*s  native  land  receding  through 
The  growing  waters ;  it  unmans  one  quite 
EspeciaBy  when  liie  is  rather  new. 

Byron. 

Returning  be  proclaims  by  many  a  gtace, 
By  shrugs  and  strange  oontOBtiona  of  his  fiice, 
Huw  much  a  dunoe  thai  has  been  aent  to  roam. 
Excels  a  dunce  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 

Cmoper*  Progren  tf  Error, 


With  rev'iend  tutor  dad  in  habit  lay, 
To  tease  for  cash,  and  quarrel  vrith  all  day  ; 
With  memorandum-book  fi>r  cv*ry  town. 
And  ev*ry  post,  and  where  the  chaise  broke  down ; 
His  stock,  a  few  French  phrases  got  by  heart. 
With  much  to  learn,  but  nothing  to  impart. 
The  youth,  obedient  to  his  sire*s  commands, 
Sets  off  a  wandVer  into  foreign  lands. 
Surpris*d  at  all  they  meet,  the  gosling  pair. 
With  awkward  gdit,  strctch'd  neck,  and  siHy  stare^ 
Discover  huge  cathedrals  built  with  stone. 
And  steeples  tow*ring  high  much  like  our  own ; 
But  show  peculiar  light,  by  oaaay  a  grin 
At  popish  practices  observ*d  wilhiti. 

CoibpBr*«  Pr^om  ofBrror, 
I  travel  aD  the  irksome  night. 

By  ways  to  me  unknown ; 
I  travel,  like  a  bird  of  flight. 

Onward,  and  all  alone. 

Joy !  the  lost  one  is  restorM ! 
Sunshine  oomea  to  hearth  and  board. 
From  the  far-off  countries  old, 
Of  the  diamond  uid  red  gold. 
From  the  dusky  archer  bands, 
Reamers  of  the  desert  sands. 
He  hath  reaoh'd  his  home  again. 

Mr9.Ha 


Wherever  thou  joumeyest,  or  whate  er  thy  care. 

My  heart  shall'  follow  and  my  spirit  share. 

Mrt.  Sigoumeif. 


TREASON. 
Treason  is  but  trusted  like  the  ibz' 
Who,  ne*er  so  tame,  so  cherishM,  and  ]oek*d  up^ 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  hu  ancestors. 

Shako,  Henry  IV.    Port  I. 
That  man,  that  sits  within  a  monarch's  heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  sunshine  of  his  fkvoor. 
Would  he  abuse  the  countenance  of  the  king. 
Alack,  what  mischiefs  might  be  set  abroach. 
In  shadow  of  such  greatness ! 

Shako,  Henry  IV.    Pari  IL 
Hast  thou  not  spoke  like  thunder  on  my  aide  7         i 
Been  sworn  my  soldier  ?  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  stars,  thy  fertune,  and  thy  strength?         j 
And  dost  thou  now  Ml  over  to  my  &ea  7 
Thou  wear'st  a  lion^s  hide !  doff  it  £>r  shame. 
And  hang  a  calPs-skia  on  those  recreant  limbBi 

SkO^Ki^J^    j 
Thus  do  all  traitors ; 
If  theii  purgatioD  did  eoosint  in  words,  j 

They  art  as  innocent  as  grace  itselfl  ' 

Shako,  Am  you  UkeU 


1 


TREASON. 


He  has  betraj'd  your  boaiQefa,  and  givea  up. 
For  certain  drops  of  salt,  your  city  Rome, 
(I  say,  your  city,)  to  liia  wife  and  mother : 
Breaking  his  oath  and  resolution,  like 

A  twist  of  rotten  silk. 

Shaks.  Coriolantu, 

I  protest, 
Maufpre  thy  strenfth,  youth,  place,  and  eminence. 
Despite  thy  victor-sword,  and  fire-new  fbrlune. 
Thy  Talour,  and  thy  heart,  —  thou  art  a  traitor : 
False  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father ; 
CoDSfHrant  'gainst  this  high  illustrious  prince ; 
And  from  th'  eztremest  upward  of  thy  head. 
To  the  deseent  and  dust  beneath  thy  feet, 
A  most  toad-epotted  traitor. 

Shak$,  King  Lear, 

I  tell  ye  an, 
I  am  your  better,  traitor»  ae  ye  are ;  — 
And  thou  usorp'st  my  fiither*s  rights  and  mine. 
8hak9.  Hairy  VI.    Part  III. 

TEJk*8t  thou  to  me  of  ifs  7  thou  art  a  traitor :  — 
Off  with  his  head: — now,  by  Saint  Paul,  I  swear, 
I  win  not  dine  until  I  see  the  same. 

Shaki,  Richard  III. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  miscreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  bad  to  live. 

Skak$.  Richard  II. 

Treason  and  murder  ever  kept  together. 
As  two  yoke-deyils  sworn  to  cither's  purpose : 
Working  so  grossly  in  a  natural  cause. 
That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them. 
But  thou  'gainst  all  proportion,  didst  bring  in 
Wonder  to  wait  on  treason,  and  on  rourther ; 
And  whatsoever  cunning  fiend  it  was. 
That  wrought  upon  thee  so  prepost'ronsly, 
Hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence. 

Shaks.  Henry  V. 

Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep^ 

And  in  his  simple  show  he  harboun  treason. 

The  fixK  barks  not,  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 

ShaJt9.  Hfnry  VI.    Part  II. 

Were  my  breast 
Transparent,  and  my  thoughts  to  be  discerned. 
Not  one  spot  should  be  found  to  taint  the  candour 
Of  my  allegiance.    And  I  must  be  bold 
To  tell  yon,  sir,  for  he  that  knows  no  guilt 
Can  know  no  lear,  til  tyranny  t*  o*ercharge 
An  honest  man,  and  such  till  now  I *Te  Wd,% 
And  such,  my  lord,  will  die. 

Maewigef's  Great  Duke  cf  Florence. 

The  man,  who  pauses  on  the  paths  of  treason. 
Halts  on  a  quicksand,— the  first  step  engulphs  him. 

KilTs  Henry  V. 
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He  therefore  wisely  oast  about. 
All  ways  he  could,  t'  ensure  his  throat, 
And  hither  came,  t'  observe  and  smoke 
'What  courses  other  riskers  took ; 
And  Ui  the  utmost  do  his  best 
To  save  himself,  and  hang  the  rest 

BuOer's  Hudibrat. 

How  saie  is  treason,  and  how  saered  ill. 
When  none  can  sin  against  the  people's  will 
Where  crowds  can  wink  and  no  offenoe  be  known. 
Since  in  another's  guilt  they  find  their  own. 

Dryden. 
1m  there  not  some  chosen  curse. 
Some  hidden  thunder  in  the  stores  of  heav|n 
Red  with  uncommon  wrath,  to  blast  the  man, 
Who  owes  his  greatness  to  his  country's  ruin  ? 

AddimmCe  Cato. 

He  who  contends  ibr  freedom. 
Can  ne*er  be  justly  deem'd  his  sovereign's  foe : 
No,  'tis  the  wretch  who  tempts  him  to  subvert  it, 
The  soothing  slave,  the  traitor  in  the  bosom. 
Who  best  deserves  that  name. 

TAsmson's  Edward  and  EUanom, 

It  is  the  curse  of  treachery  like  mine. 

To  be  most  hated,  where  it  most  has  serv'd. 

Hamrd's  fteguXuM 

The  man  who  rises  on  his  country's  ruin, 
Lives  in  a  crowd  of  foes,  himself  the  chief: 
In  vain  his  power,  in  vain  his  pomp  and  pleasure ! 
His  guilty  thoughts,  those  tyrants  of  the  soul. 
Steal  in  unseen,  and  stab  him  in  his  triumph 

Martyn'e  TVmsfeoM. 

By  heav'n,  there 's  treason  in  his  aspect ! 

That  cheerless  gloom,  those  eyes  that  pore  on 

earth. 
That  bended  body,  and  those  folded  arms. 
Are  indications  of  a  tortur'd  mind. 
And  blason  equal  villany  and  shame. 

SktrUy'e  Edaard  tJU  Black  Prints 

For  know  that  treason, 
And  prostituted  fkith,  like  strumpets  vile. 
The  slaves  of  appetite,  when  lust  is  sated— 
Are  tum'd  adrift  to  dwell  with  infiuny. 
By  those  that  us'd  them. 

Brown's  Athdtiau 

Think  on  th*  insulting  scorn,  the  conscious  pangs, 
The  flttnre  miseries  that  await  th*  apostate. 

Dr.  Jolm$on*$  Irene. 

Oh  fi>r  a  tongue  to  curse  the  slave, 
Whose  treason,  like  a  deadly  blif^t. 
Comes  o'er  the  ooundls  of  the  brave, 
And  bkurts  them  in  their  hoar  of  miglitl 
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His  ooantry*8  enrae,  his  cUldrea's  ahame, 
Ootcast  of  ▼irtoe,  peace,  and  fiune. 

Moon, 

Treason  does  never  prosper ;  what  *s  the  reason  7 
Why,  when  it  prospers,  none  dare  call  it  treason. 

iittOR. 

Tis  he  —  'tis  he — >I  know  him  now, 
I  know  him  ky  bis  pallid  brow ; 
I  know  him  by  the  evil  eye 
That  aids  his  envioos  treachery, 

Bj/rwCo  Giaour, 
Lies  it  within 
The  bounds  of  possible  tfainifs,  that  I  should  link 
My  name  to  that  word  ^' traitor  f 

Mrs.  Hemano, 

At  last  I  know  thee  —  and  my  soul 

Fium  an  thy  arts  set  free, 
Abjures  the  cold  consummate  art 

Shrin*d  as  a  soul  in  thee, 
Priestess  of  falsehood  —  deeply  learn*d 

In  all  heari-treachery ! 

Sara  J.  Clarke, 


•I'RrUMPH.  — (See  Victort.) 


TRUTH. 
The  seat  of  truth,  is  in  our  seeret  hearts. 
Not  in  tho  tongue,  which  falsehood  ofl  imparts. 

Brandon'o  Octatia. 

ITiie  hi  all  true  as  it  is  strange : 
Nay  it  is  ten  times  true ;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  the  end  of  reckoning. 

Shako.  Mea.  for  Mem. 

If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  troth  ie  bid,  thongii  it  woia  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centse. 

Shako,  HamleL 

nh  above  all,  to  fliine  own  self  be  true ; 
And  it  must  fbUow,  as  the  night  the  day. 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  &]se  to  any  man. 

Shako.  Hamkt 
The  truth  you  speak,  doth  lack  some  gentleness. 
And  time  to  speak  it  in :  ytnt  rub  the  sore. 
When  you  should  bring  the  plaster. 

SMm.  Toii^ot$ 

lie  IB  an  adorer  of  chaste  truth. 

And  speaks  religiously  of  cv'ry  man : 

He  will  not  trust  obscure  traditions^ 

Or  fdith  implicit,  but  concludes  of  things 

Within  hip  own  cicar  knowledge :  what  he  says 

Yvn  may  believe,  and  pawn  your  so«l  upon  X. 


The  dignity  ot  tmtli  i»  lost 
With  much  protesting. 

Jensen's  CaUbm. 

Upon  her  head  she  wears  a  crown  of  stars. 

Through  which  her  orient  hair  waves  to  her  waist, 

By  which  believing  mortals  hold  her  fiut. 

And  in  tliose  golden  cords  are  carried  even 

Till  with  her  breath  she  blows  them  up  to  heaven. 

She  VTcars  a  robe  enchasM  with  eagles'  eyes, 

Tb  signify  her  sight  in  mysteries ; 

Upon  each  shoulder  sits  a  milk-white  dove, 

And  at  her  feet  do  wily  serpents  move : 

Her  spacious  arms  do  reach  from  east  to  west, 

And  you  may  see  her  heart  shine  thren^  her 

breast : 
Her  right  hand  holds  a  sun  with  brnning  rays, 
Her  left  a  curious  bunch  of  golden  keys ; 
With  whioh  heav'n*s  g«lss  she  keh«tfa»  ead  difc 

plays, 
A  crystal  mirror  hanging  at  her  bfeast. 
By  which  men's  coasoiences  are  aearch'd  and 

drest : 
On  her  coach-wheels  hypocrisy  lies  rack'd, 
And  squint-eyM  slander,  with  vain  glory  back'd ; 
Her  bright  eyes  bum  to  dust ;  in  which  sfatnos  &te: 
An  angel  ushers  her  triumphant  gait ; 
Whilst  with  her  fingers  fkns  of  stars  she  twists^ 
And  with  them  beats  back  error,  clad  in  mists : 
Eternal  unity  behind  her  shines; 
That  fire,  and  water,  earth  and  air  conibtnes^ 
Her  voice  is  like  a  trumpet,  loud  and  shrill  i 
Which  bids  all  sounds  in  earth,  and  heav'n  be  still. 
JoRSSn's  Maoqmo, 
'Twixt  truth  and  error,  there  is  this  diffrenfte 

known. 
Error  is  iruHful,  truth  is  only  one. 

Horriek 

Vice  ibr  a  time  may  shine,  and  virtue  sigh ; 
But  truth,  like  heav Vs  sun,  plainly  dolh  reveal, 
And  scourge  or  crown,  what  daricness  did  oonoeaL 
DaoenforVo  Citaf  Ni^Cap, 
(Ml  truth. 
Thou  art,  whilst  tenant  in  a  noble  breast, 
A  crown  of  crystal  in  an  ivVy  chest ! 

DavenporVo  King  John  and  Matilda 
Yet  an  of  us  hokl  this  Ibr  true. 
No  fuith  is  to  the  wicked  due; 
For  truth  is  precious  and  dirine. 
Too  rich  a  pearl  for  sarnal  swine. 

BuOer'o  Hu£h-aM. 

Truth,  like  a  single  point,  escapes  ihe  sight. 
And  claims  attention  to  perceive  it  right; 
But  what  resembles  truth  is  soon  descry'd, 
C^Npeads  like  a  surface,  and  expanded  wide; 

Poafiit 


TWILIGHT. 
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What  mark  does  trnA,  ivfmt  briglit  distinction 

bear? 
How  do  we  know  that  what  we  know  is  true  T 
How  shall  we  falsehood  flj,  and  truth  panvtt  7 

PctnjTtL 

•T  is  not  enongh  yout  counsel  shall  be  true ; 

Blunt  truths  more  mischief  than  nice  falsehoods  do. 

Men  must  be  taught  as  if  you  taught  them  not. 

And  things  unknown  proposM  as  things  forgot 

Without  good  breeding,  truth  is  disapproved ; 

That  only  makes  superior  sense  belovM. 

Pope, 

Truth  needs  no  Hewers  of  speech. 

Pope. 

When  fiction  rises  pleasing  to  the  eye. 
Men  win  believe,  because  they  lore  the  lie; 
But  truth  berMlf,  if  ctduded  with  a  fK>wn, 
Most  have  tome  ■olemn  parooft  to  pats  her  down. 

ChtLrcktU, 

Truth !  why  shall  cv*ry  wretch  of  letters 
Dare  to  speak  truth  against  his  betters ! 
Let  r&gged  virtue  stand  aloof, 
Nor  mutter  accents  of  reproof  i 
Let  ragged  wit  a  mute  become, 
When  wealth  and  power  would  have  her  dnmb. 

ChurcMU, 

An  truth  is  precious,  if  not  all  divine. 
And  what  dilates  the  powers  must  needs  re6ne. 

€7ot0pfr« 

The  sages  say,  dame  truth  delights  to  dwell, 
Strange  mansion !  in  the  bottom  of  a  well 
Questions  are,  then,  the  windlass  and  the  rope 
That  poll  the  grave  old  gentlewoman  up. 

Dr,  Wokott  Peln  Pindar. 

What  Is  truth  7  —  a  staff  rejected. 

lTorasi0ortA. 

It  is  a  weary  and  a  bitter  task 
Back  from  the  lip  the  burning  word  to  keep, 
And  fo  shut  out  heaven's  air  with  falsehood's  mask, 
And  in  the  dark  urn  of  the  soul  to  heap 
Indignant  feelings  —  making  e*en  of  thought 
A  buried  treasure. 

Jllf'J.  /itSffUMS. 

Verily  tliere  is  nothing  so  false,  that  a  sparkle  of 
truth  is  not  in  it. 

Tupper*8  Pnoerhiid  PhUoeophy. 


No  soul  oftn  soar  too  loiUly  whose  aiui 

Is  God-given  Truth  and  btoiher  love  of  man* 

J.  Bayard  Taylor. 

—  The  grave's  dark  portal 
Soon  shuts  this  world  of  shadows  from  tlie  view ; 
Then  shall  we  grasp  realities  immortal. 
If  to  the  troth  within  us  we  ai-e  true. 

mre,  Jsmoury. 

Ask  me  not  why  I  should  love  her ;  — 

Look  upon  those  soul-full  eyes ! 
Look  while  mirth  or  feeling  move  her. 

And  see  there  how  sweetly  rise 
llioughts  gay  and  gentle  from  a  breast 
Which  is  of  innocence  the  nest  — 
Which,  though  each  joy  were  from  it  shred* 
By  truth  would  still  be  tenanted ! 

Hi^fmafCs  P^mM, 


TWILIGHT. 

I  love  thee,  twilight !  for  thy  gleams  impart 
Their  dear,  their  dying  influence  to  my  heart, 
When  o'er  the  harp  of  thought  thy  passing  wind 
Awakens  all  the  music  of  the  mind. 
And  joy  and  sorrow,  as  the  spirit  bums. 
And  hope  and  memory  sweep  ^e  chords  by  tbms. 
Xontgommfe  World  before  the  FUod. 

It  is  the  hour  when  from  the  boughs 
The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heard ; 
It  is  the  hour  when  lovers'  vows 
Seem  sweet  in  every  whisper'd  word ; 
And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  neai; 
Make  music  to  the  lonely  ear. 

BjyrM* 

The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  akme, 

The  nwy  flood  of  twilight's  sky  adAiired: — 

Ave  Maria !  o'er  the  earth  and  sea. 

That  heavenliest  hoar  of  heaven  is  worthiest  thee  • 

•Twas  twilight,  for  the  sunless  day  went  down 
Over  the  waste  of  waters  like  a  Teil 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  wotdd  but  disclose  th«  frowa 
Of  one  who  hates  wl 


When  we  have  hop'd,  sought,  striven,  lost  our  aim  j  Fling  back  a  lingering  lovely  afler-day ; 


Then  the  truth  fronts  us,  beaming  out  of  darkness, 
lake  a  white  brow  through  its  o'ershadowing  hair. 

Bailey'e  Pethu. 
Tiuth  crush'd  to  earth  shall  rise  again 
The  eternal  years  of  God  are  hers ; 
Bat  Error,  wounded,  writhes  in  pain. 
And  dies  among  lus  worshippers. 

BrytmCs  Poem$t 


^How  fine  to  view  the  son's  departing  ray 


The  moon  of  summer  glides  serenely  by. 
And  sheds  a  light  enchantment  o'er  the  sky. 
These,  sweetly  mingling,  pour  upon  the  sight 
A  penciird  shadowing,  and  a  dewy  Ught — 
A  softened  day,  a  half-unconscious  night 
Alas !  too  finely  pure  on  earth  to  stay,      , 
It  fidntly  spots  the  hill,  and  dies  awa/« 
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The  tender  Twilight  with  a  crimson  cheek 

Leans  on  the  breast  of  Evening. 

How  tenderly  tiie  trembling  light  yet  plays 

On  the  far. waving  foliage  I  day*8  last  blosh 
Still  lingers  on  the  billowy  waste  of  leaves 

With  a  strange  beauty — Like  the  yellow  flush 
That  haunts  the  ocean  when  the  day  goes  by. 

Uaae  McLdhn. 

And  whUe  the  rich  tranquillity  we  view, 
Hope's  sweetest  promises  again  renew, 
As  if  the  Twilight  Angel  hover'd  there, 
To  waft  from  nature's  rest  a  balm  for  care. 

H.  T.  Taekermatk 


TYRANNY,    TYRANTS. 

I  know  him  tyrannous ;  and  tyrants*  fears 
Decrease  not,  but  grow  faster  than  their  years. 

Shakt.  PerieUB, 

For  what  is  he  they  follow  7  truly,  gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide ; 
One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  establish'd ; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath. 
And  slaughtered  those  that  were  the  means  to  help 

him ; 
A  base  foul  stone,  made  precious  by  the  £>il 
Of  England's  chair,  where  he  is  fidsely  set ; 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy. 

Shaks,  Richard  HI. 

Our  brother  is  imprison'd  by  your  means, 

Myself  disgrac'd,  and  the  nobility 

Held  in  contempt;  while  great  promotioos 

Are  daily  given  to  ennoble  those 

That  scarce,  some  two  days  since,  were  worth  a 

noble.  Shak$.  Richard  III. 

And  many  an  old  man's  sigh,  and    many  a 

widow's. 
And  many  an  orphan's  water^standing  eye  -^ 
Men  for  their  sons',  wives  for  their  husbands'  fiite. 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timeless  death, -^ 
Shall  rue.  the  hour  that  ever  thou  wast  bom. 

ShaU  Henry  VI.    Part  III. 
Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  flU'd  the  time 
With  all  licentiiAis  measure,  making  your  wills 
The  scope  of  justice ;  till  now  myself  and  such 
As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power. 
Have    «rander'd  with  our  travers'd  arms,  and 

breath'd 
Uur  siifibrance  vainly. 

Shakt.  Timon. 

Boto  more  and  less  have  given  him  the  revolt ; 
And  hone  serve  with  him  but  constrained  thiogs, 
iVhuse  hearts  are  absent  too. 

Shaki.  MadM. 


Then  live  to  be  the  sliow  and  gaze  o*  the  time ; 
We  *11  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monsters  are. 
Painted  upon  4  pole ;  and  under-writ 
Here  may  you  aee  the  iyranU 

Shake.  Macbeth 

1  grant  him  bloody. 
Luxurious,  avaricious,  false,  deceitful. 
Sudden,  malicious,  smacking  of  every  sin 
That  has  a  name. 

Shake.  Macbeth. 
He  would 
Have  made  them  moles,  silenc'd  their  pleaders,  and 
Dispropertied  their  freedoms ;  holding  them. 
In  hnman  action  and  capacity. 
Of  no  more  soul,  nor  fitness  fi>r  the  world. 
Than  camels  in  their  war ;  who  have  their  provant 
Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 
For  sinking  under  them. 

Shake.  CenoUmae. 

He  hath  no  friends,  but  who  are  fiiends  for  foar; 
Which  in  his  dearest  need,  will  fly  from  him. 

Shakepeare, 
Why  should  Cesar  be  a  tyrant  then  7 
Poor  man !  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf) 
But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep : 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 

Shake.  JuUue  Cmear. 

Tyrants'  arts. 
Are  to  give  flatterers  grace ;  accusers,  pow'r ; 
That  those  may  seem  to  kill,  whom  they  devour. 
Janeon'e  S^amiM, 
Th'  aspirer  once  attain'd  unto  the  top^ 
Cuts  off  those  means  by  which  himself  got  np: 
And  with  a  harder  hand,  and  straiter  rein. 
Doth  curb  that  looseness  he  did  find  before ; 
Doubting  th'  occasion  like  might  serve  again : 
His  own  example  makes  him  fisar  the  more. 

DanieTe  Civil  War, 

'I>^rantB!    why  swell   you    thus    against   your 

makers  7 
Is  rais'd  equality  so  soon  grown  wild  7 
Dare  you  deprive  your  people  of  succession. 
Which  thrones,  and  sceptres,  on  their  freedoms 

build  7 
Have  fear,  or  love,  in  greatness  no  imfHression? 
Since  people  who  did  raise  you  to  the  crown. 
Are  ladders  standing  still  to  let  you  down. 

Lord  Brook^e  Muetafha, 
Tyrants  seldom  die 
Of  a  dry  death ;  it  waiteth  at  their  gate, 
Drest  in  the  colour  of  their  robes  of  state. 

AUeyn'e  Henry  VII 
Fear.no  stain; 
A  tyrant's  blood  doth  wash  the  hand  that  spills  it 
Cartteri^e  Sitgi 
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*Tmzt  kings  and  tyrants  there  *8  this  diff  *renoe 

KDOWtif 

Kings  seek  their  snbjects*  good,  tyrants  their  own. 

Herrick, 
AH  the  ambitions  fer  the  throne  would  fight, 
For  where  none  has  the  title,  all  have  right : 
Thus  whilst  we  oast  a  bloody  tyrant  down 
By  blood,  we  raise  another  to  the  crown. 

EaHofOrray$  Tryphon, 
While  glorioos  murderers 
Destroy  mankind,  to  ibrm  a  tyranny. 
We  *I1  destroy  tyranny,  to  form  mankind. 

CrmmC9  ZVriiis. 
l^ranny,  that  saTage,  bmtal  power. 
Which  not  protects,  but  still  devours  mankind. 

/>€iiAam'«  Sojihy, 

So  spake  the  fiend,  and  with  necessity. 
The  tyrant's  plea,  ezcusM  his  doTilish  deeds. 

ilfifton*s  Parodim  LmL 

When  ibroe  invades  the  gift  of  nature,  life, 
The  eldest  law  of  nature  bids  defend : 
And  iC  in  that  defence,  a  tyrant  fall, 
His  death's  his  crime,  not  ours. 

Drydtm^s  Don  SdMUtian, 

If  I  'm  a  traitor,  think,  and  blush,  thou  tyrant. 
Whose  injuries  betrayM  me  into  treason, 
£fiac*d  my  loyalty,  imhing'd  my  fiuth. 
And  burry'd  me  from  hopes  of  heav'n  to  hell ! 
AH  these,  and  all  my  yet  unfinishM  crimes. 
When  I  shall  rise  to  plead  before  the  skies, 
I  charge  on  thee,  to  make  thy  damning  sure. 

DrydeiC9  Dm  SAa$Uan. 

Tyrant.'  it  irks  me  so  to  call  my  prince ; 
But  just  resentment,  and  hard  usage  joinM 
Th*  unwilling  word ;  and  grating  as  It  is, 
Takeit,for 'tis  thy  due. 

Dryden'9  Don  SebaolitnL 

Tes,  a  most  notorious  villain; 
To  see  the  sufferings  of  my  foUow-creatures, 
And  own  myself  a  man :  to  see  our  senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  people  with  a  show 
Of  liberty,  which  yet  they  ne'er  must  taste  o£ 
They  say,  by  them  our  hands  are  firee  firom  fetters ; 
Yet  whom  they  please  they  lay  in  basest  bonds ; 
Bring  whom  they  please  to  infamy  and  sorrow ; 
I>rive  us  like  wrecks  down  the  rough  tide  of 

power,  / 

Whilst  no  hold 's  left  to  save  us  from  destruction : 
AH  that  bear  this  are  villains,  and  I  one. 
Not  to  rouse  up  at  the  great  eall  of  nature, 
And  check  the  growth  of  these  domestie  spoilers. 
That  make  us  slaves,  and  tell  us  t  is  our  charter. 
Oftosy's  Vemc€  Pmened, 


Justice  is  lame,  as  well  as  blind,  amongst  us : 
Hie  laws,  corrupted  to  their  ends  that  make  themt 
Serve  but  for  instruments  of  some  new  tyranny. 
That  every  day  starts  up  t'  enslave  us  deeper. 

O/tosy's  Venice  Preserved, 
Unheard,  the  injur'd  orphans  now  complain ; 
The  widow's  cries  address  the  throne  in.  vain. 
Causes  unjudg'd  disgrace  the  loaded  file. 
And  sleeping  laws  the  king's  neglect  revile. 

Prior'B  Solaman, 

That  foe  to  justice,  comer  of  all  law ; 

Tbat  beast,  which  thinks  mankind  are  bom  for 

one, 
And  made  by  heaven  to  be  a  monster's  prey ; 
That  heaviest  curse  of  groaning  nations,  tyranny. 
l?oioe's  Lady  Jane  Grey, 

What,  alas !  is  arbitrary  rule  7 
He 's  for  the  greater  and  the  happier  monarch 
Whose  power  is  bounded  by  coercive  laws, 
Since,  while  they  limit,  they  preserve  his  empire. 
Trap's  Ahramtde, 

I  am  told,  thou  call'st  thyself  a  king. 
Know,  if  thou  art  one,  that  the  poor  have  rights : 
And  power,  in  all  its  pride,  is  less  than  justice. 

HiWsMercpe, 
Yet  I  must  tell  thee,  it  would  better  suit 
A  fierce  despotic  chief  of  barbarous  slaves, 
Than  the  calm  dignity  of  one  who  sits 
In  the  grave  senate  of  a  firee  republic, 
To  talk  so  high,  and  as  it  were  to  thrust 
Plebeians  fi^>m  the  native  rights  of  man. 

Thomson's  Corudanus, 

It  is  a  vain  attempt 
To  bind  th'  ambitious  and  unjust  by  treaties : 
These  they  elude  a  thousand  specious  ways ; 
Or,  if  they  cannot  find  a  fiur  pretext, 
They  blush  not  in  the  foce  of  heaven  to  break  them 
Tkomson^s  Coriclanuo 
Oh !  is  there  not 
A  time,  a  righteous  time,  reserv'd  in  fote. 
When  these  oppressors  of  mankind  shall  feel 
The  miseries  they  give ;  and  blindly  fight 
For  .their  own  fetters  too? 

Thomson's  Sophanuba, 
Come !  by  whatever  sacred  name  diiguis'd. 
Oppression,  come !  and  in  thy  works  rejoioe ! 
See  nature's  richest  plains  to  putrid  fens 
Tum'd  by  thy  fury.    From  their  cheerful  bounds 
See  ras'd  th'  enlivening  village,  form,  and  ?eal. 
First  rural  toil,  by  thy  rapacious  hand 
Robb'd  of  his  poor  reward,  resign'd  the  plougu , 
And  now  he  dares  not  turn  the  noxious  glebe. 
'TIS  thine  entire. 

Tkomun's  Liberty 
46* 
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When  tbooe  whom  heaT*!!  distmgniahes  o'er  mil- 

liODS, 

Profuaelj  gives  them  honoors,  riches,  power, 

Whatever  th'  ez|>anded  heart  can  wish ;  when  thej, 

A.ccepting  the  reward,  neglect  the  duty, 

Or,  worse,  penrert  those  gifts  to  deeds  of  ruin ; 

Is  there  a  wretch  they  rale  so  mean  as  they ! 

Gniltj  at  once,  of  sacrilege  to  heaven. 

And  of  perfidious  rohhery  to  man. 

Malkt  &nd  Tftomsm**  A^red. 
Inglorious  bondage !  human  nature  groans, 
Beneath  a  vassalage  so  vile  and  cruel. 
And  its  vast  body  bleeds  through  every  vein. 

Bistros  Ormvi. 

Power  is  a  curse  when  in  a  tyrant's  hands, 
But  in  a  bigot  tyrant's— treble  curse. 

UtOsT's  jroAsmsC 

Tlio'  the  structure  of  a  tyrant's  thron« 
Rise  on  the  necks  of  half  the  suffering  world ; 
Fear  trembles  in  the  cement :  Prayers  and  tearsi 
And  secret  curses  sap  its  mouldering  base. 
And  steal  the  pillars  of  allegiance  from  it; 
Then  let  a  single  arm  but  dare  the  sway. 
Headlong  it  turns,  and  drives  upon  destruction. 
BrooWa  Gu»tatu$  Va$a* 

Not  claim  hereditary,  not  the  tmst 

Of  frank  election ; 

Not  even  the  high  anointing  hand  of  heav'n 

Can  authorize  oppression ;  give  a  law 

For  lawless  power ;  wed  faith  to  violation ; 

On  reason  build  misrule,  or  justly  bind 

AIlegiiQce  to  injustice.  —  Tyranny 

Absolves  all  fiuth ;  and  who  invades  our  rights, 

Howe'er  his  own  commence,  can  never  be 

But  an  usurper. 

Brooke*$  Ou$lavu$  Vauu 

To  send  the  injur'd  unredress'd  away. 
How  great  soever  the  offender,  and  the  wrong'd 
Howe'er  obscure,  is  wicked,  weak  and  vile,  — 
Degrades,  defiles,  and  should  dethrone  a  king. 

SmdOdes  Regicide. 
O  thou  Almighty !  awful  and  supreme ! 
Redress,  revenge  an  injur'd  nation's  wrongs : 
Show'r  down  your  curses  on  the  tyrant's  head ! 
Arise  the  judge,  display  your  vengeance  on  him. 
Blast  all  his  Uack  designs,  and  let  him  feel 
The  ansous  pains  with  which  his  country  groans, 
Jlfartyii's  TimoUom, 
Still  monarchs  dream 
Of  universal  empire  growing  up 
FVom  universal  ruin.    Blast  the  design, 
Great  God  of  Hosts !  nor  let  thy  creatures  fiill 
CJnoitied  victims  at  ambition's  shrine ! 

Perfsut'*  DmOh, 


Shan  we  nsigiL  ' 

Our  hopes,  renounce  onr  rights,  fixTgeioar  wrongi. 
Because  an  impotent  lip  henealh  a  orowD»  | 

Cries,  »  Be  it  so." 

Sir  it  Aafs  JuUtm 

AH  laws  of  God,  of  nature,  and  of  nations,  | 

Devote  such,  like  die  savage  beasts  of  prey,  ! 

At  any  time,  by  every  hand,  to  perish 

Sir  A.  HmnCt  Jidiatu 

Twas  not  enough 
By  subtle  (rand  to  snatch  a  single  lifb ! 
Puny  impiety  I  whole  kingdoms  ftll 
To  sate  the  lust  of  power ;  more  horrid  still. 
The  foulest  stain  and  scandal  of  our  nature 
Became  its  boast    One  murder  made  a  viOain ; 
Millioas  a  heto.    Princes  were  privileg'd 
To  kill,  and  numbers  aanetified  the  crime. 

Pcrtaui*$  Death, 

TyteoktBt  the  comets  of  their  kind. 
Whose  withering  infloence  ran 
Through  all  the  promise  of  th,e  qiind. 
And  smote  and  mildew'd  man. 

J.  M9iUg9nury. 

The  tyrant  now 
Trusts  not  to  men :  nightly  within  his  chamber 
The  watchdog  guards  his  couch,  the  only  friend 
He  now  dare  trust 

Jflsitfw  BbtOi^f  BtkwM 

Now  hath  his  loaded  soul  gone  to  its  place. 
And  ne'er  a  pitying  voice  from  all  his  kind. 
Cries,  "'  God  have  mercy  on  him." 

Joanna  BaiOie'e  EikwaUL 

Goaded  by  ambition's  sting 
The  hero  sunk  into  the  king! 
Then  ho  fell — so  perish  all 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthral! 

Byrsn's  WaUriaa, 

His  country's  wrongs  and  his  despair  to  nve  her 
Had  stoDg  him  firam  a  slave  to  aa  enslaver. 

Bjfraa. 

Oh  power  that  rulest  and  inspirest !  how 
Is  it  that  they  on  earth,  whose  eartUy  power 
Is  likest  thine  in  heaven  in  outward  show. 
Least  like  to  thee  in  attributes  divine. 
Tread  on  the  universal  necks  that  bow, 
And  then  assure  us  that  their  rights  are  thine  ? 

Byron^s  DanU 

Ob !  my  own  beauteous  land,  so  long  laid  low. 
So  loDg  the  grave  of  thine  own  children's  hopes. 
When  there  is  but  required  a  siogle-blow 

To  break  the  chain! 

Byron*alkaUf 


UNANIMITY-  OlfBELffiP-TOURPER- VANiry. 


MS 


What 
Are  a  &w  drops  of  human  blood  7  His  false, 
The  Ibtoad  of  tyvanto  is  not  humail ;  Ihej, 
like  to  ineamate  MoIocIibi  ieed  on  oorsi 
Vntil  His  time  to  ^e  them  to  the  tombs 
Which  thej  have  made  so  populous.    Oh  wmld  1 
Oh  men!  what  ue  ye,  and  our  best  dosi^fus, 
That  we  must  work  by  crime  to  punish  crime  7 
Byron's  Doge  rf  Venice. 

Thy  suing  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleating 

Of  the  lamb  to  the  butcher,  or  the  ciy 

Of  seamen  to  the  surge :  I  would  not  take 

A  life  eternal,  granted  at  the  hands 

Of  wretches,  from  whose  monstrous  viUamea 

I  sought  to  free  the  groaning  nations. 

BfFOfiCe  Doge  of  Vemeok 

The  old  human  fiends. 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave,  with  dim  eyes,  strange 
To  tears,  save  drops  of  dotage,  with  long  white 
And    scanty  hairs,    and    shaking    hands,  and 

heads 

As  palsied  as  their  hearts  are  hard,  they  counsel. 
Cabal,  and  put  men's  lives  out,  as  if  life 
Were  no  more  than  the  feelings  long  eztinguishM 
In  their  accursed  bosoms. 

Byron'o  Two  Foecarl 

Tyranny 
Is  far  the  worst  of  treasons.    Dost  thou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjects  ?    The  prince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  more 
A  brigand  than  the  robber  chief. 

ByroirCe  Two  Foscaru 

They  have  gone  beyond 
Even  their  exorbitance  of  power ;  and  when 
This  happens  in  the  most  contemnM  and  abject 
States,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it 

Byron't  Two  Foecaru 

The  people  I  —  There's  no  people,  you  well  know 

it. 

Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them  or  me. 

There  is  a  populace^  perhaps,  whose  looks 

May  shame  you;  but  they  dare  not  groan  nor 

curse  you, 
oave  with  their  hearts  and  eyes. 

ByronU  Two  Fosearu 

Think'st  th<Ai  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 

Of  blood  and  chains  7    The  despotism  of  vice  — 

The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury  — 

The  negligence  —  the  apathy  —  the  evils 

Of  sensual  sloth  —  produce  ten  thousand  tyrants. 

Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 

The  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 

However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 

Byron's  SardamgpdUu, 


Then  was  the  evil  day  of  tyvanny. 
Of  kingly  and  of  priestly  tyranny. 
That  bnus'd  the  nations  long. 

f^oUock'e  Courw  tf  Tkne 
Rulers  still 
Have  been  of  equal  mind,  except  a  few. 
Cruel,  rapacious,  tyrannous  and  vile. 

Pollock's  Cauree  of  Time. 
Tyranny  himself 
The  enemy,  although,  of  reverend  look. 
Hoary  with  many  years,  and  fkr  obey'd. 

Is  Uter  bom  than  Freedom. 

Bryant. 

And  what  is  this  splendour  that  da»des  the  sight, 
Of  what  are  the  minions  of  tyranny  proud  7 

"Hs  a  gleam  that  but  deepens  the  horror  of  night-* 
*Tis  a  lightning  that  flashes  from  slavery^s  cbud. 

AiHnfU 


UNANIMITY.  — (See  Constancy.) 


UNBELIEF.— (See  Scepticism.) 


USURPER. 

A  sceptre,  snatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand. 
Must  be  as  bobt'rously  maintain'd  as  gain'd. 

Shedeo,  King  Joh^i 
Thou  hast  under-wrought  his  lawfUl  king, 
Cut  off  the  sequence  of  posterity, 
Out-faced  in&nt  state,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 

Shaln.  King  John, 
For  fliough  usurpers  sway  the  rule  awhile, 
Yet  heavens  are  just,  and  time  suppresseth  wrongs. 
Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  III 
A  murderer,  and  a  villain; 
A  slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tythe 
Of  your  precedent  lord :  —  a  vice  of  kings : 
A  cutpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule ; 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole. 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket! 

Shako.  HanOdL 


VANITY. 

Now  'gan  his  heart  all  swell  in  jollity. 
And  of  himself  great  hope  and  help  conceiv*a 
That,  puffed  up  with  smoke  of  vanity. 
And  with  self-loved  personage  deceived. 
He  *gan  to  hope,  of  men  to  be  receiv*d 
For  such  as  him  thought  or  fiun  would  ha : 


YABI3STy*-VICaB. 


Bat  for  in  ooart  gaj  portenoe  he  perceiVd        ^ 
A  gallant  ahow  to  be  in  greateat  gree» 
Elftaoona  to  oonrt  he  cast  t*  advanoe  his  firat  de- 
gree. 

Spetuer't  Fairy  Queen, 

Light  ▼anit7,  insatiate  connorant. 
Consuming  moans,  soon  prejrs  upon  itsel£ 

Sbak$.  Richard  JL 
These  oar  actors, 
As  I  fiupetold  joOt  were  all  spirits,  aad 
Are  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air : 
And  like  the  baseless  &brlc  of  this  vision. 
Hie  c]oad-capp*d  towers,  the  gorgeoos  palaces. 
The  solemn  teAples,  the  great  globe  itselC 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit  shall  dissolve ; 
And,  like  this  insubstantial  pageant  ^ed. 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind :  we  are  such  stuff 
As  dreams  are  made  of^  and  our  little  lift 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep. 

Shak$.  raiijMif. 

Nor  knew,  fond  youth  I  it  was  himself  he  lov'd. 

Addi§aH'$  Ovid. 

Thus  felt  sir  Owen,  as  a  man  whose  cause 
Is  very  good  -*-it  has  his  own  applause. 

CrMe. 

And  he,  the  light  and  vain  one,  &r  him  there 

never  wakes 
That  love,  for  which  a  woman^s  heart  will  beat 

until  it  breaks. 

Jftst  LandoH. 

It  is  the  intensest  vanity  alone. 
That  makes  us  bear  with  life. 

Bailey'B  FeiUu. 

Fame  *8  but  a  hollow  echo ;  gold,  pure  clay ; 

Honour,  the  darling  of  but  one  short  day ; 

Beauty,  the  eye*8  idol,  but  a  damask'd  skin ; 

8tate,  but  a  golden  prison  to  live  in. 

And  torture  free-bom  minds ;  embroider*d  trains 

Merely  but  pageants  for  proud  swelling  veins ; 

And  blood  allied  to  greatness  is  alone 

Inherited,  not  purchas'd,  not  our  own. 

Fame,  honour,  beauty,  state,  train,  blood  and' 

birth, 
Ajre  but  the  fading  blossoms  of  the  earth. 

Sir  Henry  Watton. 

The  hue  of  death  is  cast  o*er  every  thing ; 
And  Mmhf  is  mark*d  on  all  I  see ! 

MiuOmdd. 

Oh,  say  not,  wisest  of  all  the  kings, 

lliat  have  risen  on  Israers  throne  to  reigns- 
flay  not,  as  one  of  your  wisest  things, 
That  grace  is  iklse,  and  beauty  vam ! 


VARIETY. 

Wherefore  did  nature  pour  her  bounties  ftrth 
With  such  a  full  and  unwithdrawing  hand. 
Covering  the  earth  with  odours,  fruits,  and  flock^ 
Hmmging  the  seas  with  spawn  innumerable, 
But  all  to  please  and  sate  a  curious  taste  7 

jrt&9R*s  Cornet 

If  an  the  world 
Should  in  a  pet  of  temperance  feed  on  poke, 
Drink  the  dear  stream,  and  nothing  vpear  bat 

frieze, 
Th*  AlLGiver  would  be  anthank*d,  would  be  m^ 

prais*d.  Jftdon's  Cmm$. 

Variety  *s  the  source  of  joy  below. 
From  which  still  fresh  revolving  pleasures  flow ; 
In  books  and  love  the  mind  one  end  porsues, 
And  only  change^  the  expiring  flame  renews. 

Gay. 

Countless  the  various  species  of  mankind, 
Countless  the  shades  which  separate  mind  frooi 

mind; 
No  general  object  of  desire  is  known, 
Eisch  has  his  will,  and  each  pursues  his  own. 

GiJartT^  Pereeus. 

The  rapid  aad  the  deep^the  fell,  the  gulC 
Have  likenesses  in  feeling  and  in  life. 
And  life,  so  varied,  hath  more  loveliness 
In  one  day  than  a  creeping  centuiy 
Of  sameness. 

BaUey'e  FeelMi. 

Youth  loves  and  lives  on  change. 
Till  the  soul  sighs  fer  sameness ;  which  at  last 
Becomes  variety ;  and  takes  its  place. 

BaUey'e  Feetui. 
Flay  eveiy  string  in  lovers  sweet  lyre— 

Set  all  its  music  flowing ; 
Be  air,  and  dew,  and  light,  and  fire. 
To  keep  the  soul-flower  growing. 

Mrt^Oegmd, 


VICE. 

I  hate  when  vice  ean  bdt  her  arguments. 
And  virtue  has  no  tongue  to  check  the  pride. 

Jirifton*s  Cornnf  . 

No  penance  can  absolve  our  gmlty  fame ; 
Nor  tears,  that  wash  out  sin,  can  wash  out  shame. 
Prior^s  Henry  and  Emma, 

Vice  is  a  monster  of  so  frightfiil  mien. 
As  to  be  hated  needs  but  to  be  seen ; 
Yet  seen  too  oft,  femiliar  with  her  fe.ce. 
We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace. 

Pipe's  JSassy  s»  J 
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The  hmxi  resolves  this  matter  in  a  triee, 
Men  oolj  feel  the  smart,  but  not  the  vice ! 

Pope, 
But  when  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their  will, 
How  soon  they  find  fit  instruments  of  ill. 

Pope'e  Rape  of  the  Lock. 
Falsehood  and  fraud  grow  up  in  every  soil, 
Hie  product  of  all  climes. 

Addiaon^e  Cato, 

When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  soar, 
They  light  a  torch  to  show  their  shame  the  more. 
Hioae  goveri^ments  which,  curb  not  evib  cauee  ! 
And  a  rich  knave  *s  a  libel  on  our  laws. 

Yowng^B  Love  of  Fame, 

Ah  me  I  from  real  happiness  we  stray. 

By  vice  bewildered ;  vice,  which  always  leads, 

However  fair  at  first,  to  wilds  of  wo. 

Thomeon*$  Agamemmm. 
Ah,  vice !  how  soft  are  thy  voli^ous  ways ! 
While  boyish  blood  is  mantling,  who  can  *8cape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  7 
A  cherub-bydra  roond  us  ds»st  thou  gape. 
And  mould  to  every  taste  thy  dear  delusive  shape. 

Bynn*9  ChOde  HaroUL 
Not  an  that  heralds  rak*d  from  eoffin'd  day,    " 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme, 
Can  blaxon  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

Bynm'e  ChOde  HwoU. 
There  dwelleth  in  the  sinlessness  of  yovth 
A  sweet  rebuke  that  vice  may  not  endure. 

Mere*  Efnowry, 

VICISSITUDE. 

Thus  doth  the  ever-changing  course  of  things 
Run  a  perpetual  circle,  ever  turning ; 
And  that  same  day,  that  highest  glory  brings. 
Brings  us  unto  the  point  of  back-returning. 

Danielle  CUopalra, 
Is  there  no  constancy  in  earthly  things  7 
No  happiness  in  us,  but  what  must  alter  7 
No  lift,  without  the  heavy  load  of  fortune  7 
What  miseries  we  are,  and  to  ourselves  7 
Ev*n  then  when  fiiU  content  seems  to  sit  by  us, 
What  dail/  sores  and  sorrows. 

Beaumont  and  Fleteher'e  Moneiewr  Thomas, 
Thus  run  the  wheels  of  state,  now  up,  now  down, 
And  none  that  lives  finds  safety  in  a  crown. 

Markham  and  Sampeon^e  Herod  and  Aniipater, 
O I  life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours, 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns ; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowers, 

Is  alwavs  the  first  to  be  touch*d  by  the  thorn. 

Moore. 


Oh  sad  vicissitttde 
Of  earthly  things !  to  ^at  untimely  end 
Are  aH  the  fading  glories  that  attend 
Upon  the  state  of  greatest  monarchs,  hroDght! 
What  safety  can  by  policy  be  wrought, 
Or  rest  be  found  on  fortune's  restless  wheel  I 

Maiffe  Henry  IT. 
A  blossom  full  of  promise  is  life's  joy, 
That  never  comes  to  fruit    Hope,  for  a  time, 
Suns  the  young  floweret  in  its  gladsome  light, 
And  it  hx>ks  flourishing — a  little  while  — 
'T  is  pass'd,  we  know  not  whither,  but 't  is  gone. 

Miee  London 
Roees  bloom',  and  then  they  wither; 

Cheeks  are  bright,  then  &do  and  die ; 
Shapes  of  light  are  wafled  hither, 

Hien,  like  visions,  hurry  by. 

PercimL 
Then  grieve  not  that  nought  mortal 

Elndures  through  passing  years  -~ 
Did  life  one  changeless  tenor  keep, 

*T  were  cause  indeed  for  tears. 
And  fill  we,  ere  our  parting, 

A  mantling  pledge  to  sorrow ; 
The  pang  that  wrings  the  heart  to-day, 

Time's  touch  will  heal  to-morrow. 

Jllrs.  EOei. 


VICTORY. 

O,  such  a  day, 
So  fought,  so  foUow'd,  and  so  foirly  won. 
Came  not  till  now,  to  dignify  the  times. 
Since  Qesar's  fortunes. 

ShtOee,  Henry  JV.    PaH  11, 
Thus  for  our  fortune  keeps  an  onward  course, 
And  we  &re  grac'd  with  wreaths  of  rictory. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    PaH  III. 
Now  the  time  is  come, 
Tliat  France  must  veil  her  lofty-plumed  crest. 
And  let  her  head  foil  into  England's  lapb 

Shak^ean 
**  It  was  the  English,"  Kaspar  cried, 

*  Who  pot  the  French  to  rout ; 
But  what  they  kill'd  each  other  for, 

I  could  not  well  make  out 
But  every  body  said,"  quoth  he, 
** That  'twas  a  fomous  victory. 
They  say  it  was  a  shocking  sight 

After  the  field  vras  won ; 
For  many  thousand  bodies  here 

Lay  retting  in  the  sun ; 
But  things  like  that,  you  know,  must  b« 
After  a  fomous  victory.'* 


ms 


VILLAIN-VIRTOT. 


T  is  not  victory  to  win  the  fields 
Unleai  w«  make  our  eiMmies  to  yield 
More  to  our  juetiee,  than  our  ibrce ;  and  m 
Am  wefl  instniet,  as  everoome  our  foe. 

OcmenalBL 
Plumed  victory 
Ii  truly  painted  with  a  cheerful  look ; 
Equally  distant  from  proud  insolence 

And  base  dejection. 

Massinger. 

Crown  ye  the  brave !  crown  ye  the  brave  I 

As  throu/^h  your  streets  they  ride. 
And  the  sunbeams  dance  on  the  polishM  arma 

Of  the  warriors,  side  by  side ; 
Shower  on  them  your  sweetest  flowers, 

Let  the  air  ring  with  their  praise. 

Mr$,  H€man$» 

And  when  thou  *rt  told  of  knighthood^s  shieldf 

And  EInglish  battles  won, 
Look  up,  my  boy,  and  breathe  one  word— 

The  name  of  Washi2«oton  ! 

JIfrt.  OUman, 

—  Such  were  Saratoga*8  victors  —  such 
The  Yeomen-Brave,  whose  deeds  and  death  have 
given 
A  glory  to  her  skies, 

A  music  to  her  name. 

HaOeek. 

To  do  is  to  succeed  •—  our  fight 
.  Is  wagM  in  Heaven^s  approviBg  sight -^ 
The  smile  of  God  is  victory ! 

WhUHer. 
Ay,  nerve  thy  spirit  to  the  proo^ 
And  blench  not  at  thy  chosen  lot. 
The  timid  good  may  stand  aloof^* 
The  sage  may  firown — yet  faint  thou  not 
Nor  heed  the  shaft  too  surely  cast. 
The  hissing,  stinging  bolt  of  scorn ; 
f  <>r  with  thy  side  shall  dwell  at  last. 
The  victory  of  endurance  born. 

BryanL 

Like  spectral  lamps,  that  bum  before  a  tomb, 

The  ancient  lights  expire ; 
I  wave  a  torch,  that  floods  the  lessening  gloom 

WiA  everlasting  fire ! 
OownM  with  my  constellated  stars  I  stand 

Beside  the  foaming  sea. 
And  fi-om  the  Future,  with  a  victor's  hand, 

Claim  empire  for  the  Free ! 

J.  Bai/ard  Taylor » — The  Continent9, 


Which  ip  the  viUaia?    Let  me  see  his  eyes  s 
That  when  I  asts  another  man  like  him, 
I  may  avoid  him. 

Shgk9.  Much  A4m 

Techy  and  wayward  was  thy  inftncy ; 

Thy  schooldays  iclgMA,  desperate,  wild,  and 

furious ; 
Thy  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold  and  venturous! 
Thy  age  confirmed,  proud,  subtle,  sly,  and  bloody. 
Shak$.  Richard  III 
Thy  currish  spirit 
6ovem*d  a  wdf;  who,  hangM  for  human  sku^ter, 
Even  {rom  the  gallows  did  his  fell  soul  fleet, 
And,  whilst  thou  lay'st  in  thy  unhaIlow*d  dam, 
Infus*d  itself  in  tliee :  fiur  thy  desires 
Are  wolfish,  bloody,  8tarv*d,  and  ravenous. 

ShaHn,  Mwehant  ef  Vwme 


VILLAIN. 
Ihere  s  ne*er  a  villain  dwelling  in  aD  Denmark, 
But  n«  *B  an  arrant  knave. 


VIRTUE. 
Virtus  itself  turns  vioe,  being  misapplied ; 
And  vice  sometimes  by  action  *s  dignifSed. 

Sheik;  RmiM  and  JvUA 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams ! 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

8hak$.  MerckaM  tf  Vmike. 

I  never  did  repent  fbr  doing  good. 

Nor  shall  not  now. 

Shakf.  Merchant  ef  Venke. 

Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  torches  do; 
Not  light  them  fbr  themselvos }  for  if  oar  viitues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not 

Shoke,  Me99urefor  Meamare 
I  *11  leave  my  son  my  virtuous  deeds  behind ; 
And  would  my  &ther  had  lefl  me  no  more! 
For  all  Ihe  rest  is  held  at  such  a  rate. 
As  brings  a  thousand  fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure. 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    Pari  111 
Forgive  me  this  mj  virtue : 
For,  in  the  fktness  of  these  pursy  times, 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg ; 
Yea,  curb,  and  woo,  fbr  leave  to  do  him  gooo. 

Shake.  Haadd. 
Yirtiie  *s  a  solid  rock,  whereat  being  aim*d. 
The  keenest  darts  of  envy,  yet  unhurt. 
Her  marble  hero  stands,  built  of  such  basis. 
While  they  recoil  and  wound  the  shooter's  fiice. 
Btavmotd'e  Queen  tf  Cermtk 

Yaloiir,  employ'd  in  an  ill  quarrel,  turns 
To  cowardice,  and  virtue  then  puts  on 
Foul  vice's  viair. 

Jfef*tii;i«-. 


VIBTUK 


Virtuflt  if  not  in  action,  la  a  vice ; 

Andf  wbea  we  iDore  not  &nnut4»  W9  gQ  b««kwvd* 

WaUfl  of  braM  rMist  not 
A  noble  nndartakinf — ner  oan  Tice 
Raise  muj  bulwark  to  make  good  a  place 
Where  Yirtne  aeeke  to  enter. 

Happen  what  there  can,  I  will  be  jnet ; 
Mj  fortune  may  fi>rsake  me,  not  my  nrtne : 
That  shall  go  with  me  and  before  me  still, 
And  glad  me  doing  well,  though  I  hear  iO. 

J<m8on*$  CaHUne, 
Heroic  virtue  sinks  not  under  length 
Of  years,  or  ages,  but  is  still  the  same, 
While  he  preserves,  as  when  he  got  good  fame. 

J0M01C9  Ma9qu€^, 

'      '\nrtoe,  thoM  that  oan  behold  thy  beautiea. 

Those  that  seek,  from  their  youth,  thy  milk  of 

goodness. 
Their  minds  grow  strong  against  the  stormi  of 

fortune ; 
And  stand,  like  rocks,  in  winter  gusts  unshaken. 
Lord  Bnwfce*f  MuMlf^pia. 

Each  must,  in  virtue^  strive  for  to  excel ; 
That  man  Uvea  twice,  who  Uvea  the  first  U&  wdL 

Meniek. 
1h»  frowns  of  heaven  are  to  the  virtuous,  like 
Hioee  thick  dark  clouds,  which  wandering  sea- 
men spy. 
And  oflen  show  the  long-expected  land 
Is  near. 

Sir  W.  DqcenimV$  Unfortunate  Loven, 

Whilst  paesion  beMs  the  helm,  reason  and  honour 
Do  suffer  wrack  s  but  they  sail  eafe,  and  clear, 
Who  constantly  by  virtue's  compass  sjtoer. 

Daut^porf9  King  John  and  MatUda- 
This  is  true  glory  and  renown,  when  God 
Looking  on  earth,  with  approbation  marks 
The  just  man,'  and  divulges  him  through  heav*n 
To  ail  his  angels,  who  with  true  applause 
Recount  his  praise. 

JIftlbm's  Paradioe  Regained. 

Virtue  may  be  assailed,  but  never  hurt  | 
8urpriz*d  by  unjust  force,  and  not  enthralled; 
Yea,  even  that  which  mischief  meant  most  harm, 
BhaU  in  the  happy  trial  prove  most  glory ; 
But  evil  on  itself  shall  back  recoiL 

How  strange  a  riddle  virtoo  is  I 
They  never  miss  it,  who  possess  it  not; 
And  they  who  have  it  ever  find  a  want ! 

Lord  JBsdhsslsr'f  Faienftniaii. 


A  aettM  iiitae» 
Makes  itself  a  judge;  and  satisfied  witbivj 
Smiles  at  that  comipoo  en^iny,  ti^B  world. 

Xkydoik'o  MM>  La4k^ 
Is  virtue  then 
Given  to  make  na  wretched !  ah !  sad  portion ! 
Fatal  to  aU  that  have  thee  \    Shunn'd  on  earth, 
DeprQBB*d,  and  shown  but  in  severest  trials : 
Condeam*d  to  soUtnde :  then  shining  most. 
When  black  obscurity  surrounds !    Poor,  poor ! 
But  ever  beautifuL 

Lord  Lanodowu^M  Heroic  Lowe, 
Then,  to  be  good  is  to  be  happy :  Angela 
Am  happier  than  mankind,  because  they're  better. 
Guilt  is  the  source  of  sorrow :  't  is  the  fiend, 
The  avenging  fiend,  that  fbUows  us  behind 
With  whips  and  stings.  The  blest  know  none  of 

this; 
But  rest  in  everlasting  piece  of  mind, 
And  find  the  height  of  all  their  heaven  is  good- 
ness. 

Row^e  Fair  PenOenL 

YirtiM  never  is  defac'd !  unchang'd 

By  strokes  of  fiUe,  she  triumphs  o'er  distress, 

And  every  bleeding  wound  adorns  her  beauty.         ' 

Cibber*e  Caear  in  EgypL 
If  there 's  a  power  above  us. 
And  that  there  is,  all  nature  cries  aloud 
Thro*  aU  her  works,  he  must  delight  in  virtue ; 
And  that  which  he  deUghts  in  must  be  happy. 

AdaieotCe  Cate^ 
The  man  who  conseerates  his  hours 
By  vig'rous  effort,  and  an  honest  aim. 
At  once  he  draws  the  sting  of  Ufe  and  death ; 
He  walks  with  nature,  and  her  paths  are  peace. 

Young'e  Night  ThougkUu 
Who  does  the  beat  his  circumstance  allows, 
Does  well,  acts  nobly ;  angels  could  no  more. 

Yow^e  Night  Thougktt, 
His  hand  the  good  man  fastens  cm  the  akiea, 
And  bids  earth  roll,  nor  leels  her  idle  whirL 

A  good  man,  and  an  angel !  these  between. 
How  thin  the  barrier  7    What  divides  their  fiito  1 
Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  year; 
Or,  if  an  age,  it  is  a  moment  stiU ; 
A  moment,  or  eternity 's  forgot. 

Youngfe  Night  T^mghte, 
Virtue^  not  rolUng  suns,  the  mind  matures, 
That  lift  is  long,  wlitcb  answers  Ulb's  greai 

end. 
Hm  time  that  bean  no  fruit,  deservea  no  name  • 
The  man  of  wisdom  la  tho  nan  of  yean. 

IToM^f  Night  Tka^i^ 
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Virtue,  our  present  peace,  our  fiiture  pri», 
ManV  unprecarioue,  natural  estate, 
*niproyabIe  at  will,  in  virtoe  Hea ; 
Its  tenure  sure ;  its  income  is  dinne. 

Yowng'M  Night  T%might$, 

Bigh  worth  is  elevated  place :  *t  is  more ; 
It  makes  the  past  stand  candidate  for  thee  ; 
Makes  more  than  monarchs,  makes  an  honest 

man ; 
Hm^  no  exchequer  it  commands,  His  wealth; 
And  tho'  it  wears  no  riband,  *t  is  renown ; 
Renown  that  would  not  quit  tiiee,  tho*  disgrao'd, 
Nor  leave  thee  pendent  on  a  master's  smiie. 

Fsim^f  Ifigki  TktmgktB, 

How  oft  tliat  virtue,  which  some  women  boast. 
And  pride  themselves  in,  is  but  an  empty  namci 
No  real  good ;  in  thought  akme  poesess*d. 
Safe  in  the  want  of  charms,  the  homely  dame. 
Secure  from  the  seducing  arts  of  man, 
Deceives  herselfl  and  thinks  she 's  passing  chaste ; 
Wonders  how  others  e*er  could  fall,  yet  when 
She  talks  most  fend  about  the  noisy  nothing. 
Look  on  her  fkoe,  and  there  you  read  her  virtue. 
Frw)de'$  PhOatai. 

But  sometimes  virtue  starves,  while  vice  is  fed  f 
What  then  7  is  the  reward  of  virtue  bread  1 
That,  vice  may  merit — ^*t  is  the  price  of  toil ; 
The  knave  deserves  it,  when  he  tills  the  soil ; 
The  knave  deserves  it,  when  he  tempts  the  main. 
Where  folly  fights  for  kings,  or  dives  for  gain. 
The  good  man  may  be  weak,  be  indolent^ 
Nor  is  his  claim  to  plenty,  but  content 
Bot  grant  him  riches,  your  demand  is  o*er  7 
No — shall  the  good  want  health,  the  good  want 

power  7 
Add  health  and  power,  and  ev'ry  earthly  thing, 
Why  bounded   power 7  why  private?  ii4iy  no 

king? 
Nay,  wh^  ezteinal  iat  internal  given? 
Why  is  not  man  a  God,  and  earth  a  heaven  7 
Who  ask  and  reason  thus,  will  scarce  ooneeive 
Gbd  gives  enough,  while  he  has  more  to  give; 
Immense  the  power,  immense  were  the  demand ; 
Say,  at  what  part  of  nature  will  they  stand  7 

Popt^'s  Euay  en  Afaii. 

Count  an  th'  advantage  prosperous  ^ce  attains, 
*T  is  but  what  virtue  flies  from  and  disdains : 
And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  they  would. 
One  they  must  v^ant— >which  is,  to  pass  lor  good. 
O  blind  to  truth,  and  Qod*s  whole  scheme  below, 
Wbu  fancy  bliss  to  vice,  to  virtue  woe ! 
Who  sees  and  fellows  that  great  scheme  the  best 
Host  ftnows  th<i  blessing  and  will  most  be  blest 
PspeU  Enttf  •»  Jf 311. 


What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  destroy. 
The   souTs    eahn    sunshine,  and  the  beartftH 

Is  virtue's  prise ;  a  better  would  yon  fis7 
ITien  give  humiHty  a  ooach  and  six. 
Justice  •  conqooror's  sword,  or  truth  a  gown. 
Or  public  spirit  its  great  cure,  a  crown. 
Weak  foolish  man  I  wiU  heaven  reward  us  there 
With    the    same  trash  mad  mortals  wish  for 

here? 
The  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes, 
Yet  sigb*8t  thou  now  for  apples  and  fer  cakes  7 
Go,  like  the  Indian,  in  another  life 
Expect  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife ; 
As  well  as  dream  such  trifles  are  assignM 
As  toys  and  empires,  fer  a  godlike  mind ; 
Rewards,  that  either  would  to  virtue  bring 
No  joy,  or  be  destructive  of  the  thing. 

Pop^M  £ssay  or  Mam, 

O  virtue !  virtue !  as  thy  joys  excel, 
So  are  thy  woes  transcendent ;  the  gross  world 
Knows  not  the  bliss  or  misery  of  either. 
Thommm^B  Aga\ 


BeUeve  the  muse,  the  wintry  blast  of  >  death 
KiDs  not  the  buds  of  virtue ;  no^  they  spread. 
Beneath  the  heavenly  beams  of  brighter  snns^ 
Thro'  endless  ages,  into  higher  powers. 

TAomton'f  SmtoML 

Unblest  by  virtue,  government  a  league 

Becomes,  a  circling  junto  of  the  great. 

To  rob  by  law ;  religion  mild  a  yoke 

To  tame  the  stooping  soul,  a  trick  of  state 

To  mask  their  rapine,  and  to  share  the  prey« 

What  are  vrithout  it  senates,  save  a  feee 

Of  consultation  deep  and  reason  free. 

While  the  determin'd  Voice  and  heart  are  sold  7 

What  boasted  freedom  save  a  sounding  name? 

And  what  election,  but  a  market  vile 

Of  slaves  self.barter*d  ? 

TSboniMii'f  Xtftei^ 

Is  aught  so  fair 
In  all  the  dewy  landscapes  of  the  spring* 
In  the  bright  eye  of  Hesper  or  the  morp, 
In  natnre's  fkirest  forms,  is  angiitso  feir 
As  rirtuous  friendship  7  as  the  candid  Uusfa 
Of  him  who  strives  with  fertune  to  be  just  ? 
The  graceful  tear  that  streams  for  others'  woes  7 
Or  the  mild  majesty  of  private  life. 
Where  peace  with  ever-blooming  olive  crowns 
The  gate ;  where  honour's  liberal  hands  efltasL- 
Unenried  treasures,  and  the  snowy  wings 
Of  innocence  and  love  protect  the  scene  7 

jautuM%  PUantrf  tf  ImaffmiAm. 
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Tbon  know'st  Imt  Utile,  Zaphna, 
If  thoa  dost  fhittk  true  virtue  ie  coofin^Q 
To  dimei  or  systeme ;  no,  it  flows  epontaneooe, 
Like  life  u  warm  itream,  throughout  the  whole 

creation. 
And  beats  the  pulse  of  every  healthibl  heart 

MiUa'B  Mahomd. 

All  private  virtue  is  the  piiblie  fimd : 
As  that  abounds,  the  sUte  decays,  or  thrives : 
Each  should  contribute  to  the  general  stocl^ 
And  who  lends  most,  is  most  his  eoontry^s  friend. 
JtphmnC9  Bragaiusa, 

Be  virtuous  ends  pursued  by  virtuo?is  means, 
Nor  think  th*  intention  sanctifies  the  deed : 
That  maxim  publish*d  in  an  impious  age 
Would  loose  the  wild  enthusiast  to  destroy. 
And  fix  the  fierce  usurper's  bloody  title* 
Then  bigotry  might  send  her  slaves  to  war. 
And  bid  success  become  the  test  of  truth ! 
Unpitying  massacre  might  waste  the  world, 
And  perseeotioD  boast  the  call  of  heav^i. 

Dr.  JaknmmU  Mreiu, 
A  virtuous  deed  should  never  be  delay*d, 
The  impulse  comes  from  heav'n,  and  he  who 

strives 
A  moment  to  repress  it,  disobeys 
Hie  god  within  hia  mind. 

Dowe'B  Sethona, 

Virtue  in  itself  commands  its  happiness. 
Of  every  outward  object  independent, 

Franeia^M  Eugtma. 

Virtue,  (for  mere  good  nature  is  a  fool,) 

U  sense  and  spirit  with  humanity : 

*Tis  sometimes  angry,  and  its  flown  eonlbunds; 

ni*  is  even  vindictive,  but  in  vengeance  just 

Knaves  fiiin  would  laugh  at  it ;  some  great  ones 

dare; 
But  at  his  heart  tiie  most  undaunted  son 
Of  ibrtune  dreads  its  name  and  awfbl  charms. 

Amutrang'B  Art  if  Presermng  Health* 

Virtue,  the  streng^  and  beauty  of  the  soul, 
Is  the  best  gift  of  heaven :  a  happiness 
Tliat  even  above  the  smiles  and  firowns  of  fhte 
Exalts  great  nature's  favourites ;  a  wealth 
That  ne*er  encumbers,  nor  can  be  tnnaftrrM. 

Amuinm^^  Art  cf  Prmertimg  Hmkk 

*Tis  not  fbr  mortals  always  to  be  blest. 
But  him  the  least  the  dull  of  painfiil  hours 
Of  fife  oppress,  whom  sober  sense  conducts. 
And  virtue,  through  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 
Virtue  and  sense  I  mean  not  to  disjoin ; 
l^rtoe  and  sense  are  one ;  and  trust  me,  stiU 
A  ikithless  heart  betrays  the  head  unsound. 

Armslrtmg^M  Art  tfPruerving  HeaUk, 


Hm  only  amaranthine  flowV  on  earth 
Is  virtue ;  th*  only  lasting  treasure,  truth. 

Cowper^t  Taak, 
Virtue 
Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  roUs  around 
Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  firom  her  aspect 

Byrvn, 
All  true  glory  rests, 
All  praise,  all  safety,  and  all  happiness. 
Upon  the  moral  law. 

WordMWortlL 
How  insecure,  bow  baseless  in  itself 
Is  that  philosophy,  whose  sway  is  fram*d 
For  mere  material  uiatrumentB !    How  weak 
The  arts  and  high  invanlions,  if  nnpropp*d 
By  virtue! 

Wordtwrtk, 
Think,— if  thou  on  beauty  leanest. 
Think  how  pitiful  that  stay, 
Did  not  virtue  give  the  meanest 
Charms  superior  to  decay. 

IvorBfisovtlna 
Keep  thy  spirit  pure 
From  vrorldly  taint,  by  the  repellant  power 
Of  virtue. 

BaUet^t  Fuiu$. 

Morality  *s  the  right  rule  for  the  world. 
Nor  could  society  cohere  without 
^rtue ;  and  there  are  those  whose  spirits  walk 
Abreast  of  angels  and  the  fVtture  here. 

BaUefM  Fmtu$. 

Virtue !  how  many  as  a  lowly  tiling. 

Bom  of  weak  foily,  scorn  thee !  but  thy  name 
Alone  they  know ;  upon  thy  soaring  wing 
They'll  fear  to  mount,  nor  could  thy  sacred 
flame 
Bum  in  their  baser  hearts :  the  biting  thorn, 

Tlie  flinty  crag,  flowers  hiding,  strew  thy  field ; 
Yet  blest  is  he  whose  daring  bides  the  scom 
Of  the  frail,  easy  herd,  and  buckles  on  thy 
shield. 
Who  says  thy  ways  are  bliss,  troDs  but  a  lay 

To  lure  the  infknt ;  if  thy  paths,  to  view, 
Were  always  pleasant,  crime's  worst  sons  would 
lay 
Their  daggers  at  thy  ieet,and,  from  mere  slots 
pursue.  Mr$.  Maria  Brotka, 

Nurs'd  by  the  virtues  she  hath  been 
From  childhood's  hour. 

BaVeeA. 

VOICE. 

Her  voice  was  ever  sofl, 
Gentle  and  low ;  an  excellent  thing  in  woman 

?ftf Itf-  Inr 
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How  nhreiy  sweet  floiind  lovefs'  tonics  bj  ni^hti 
like  eofteflt  nrasic  to  atteKdinf  ears ! 

8hak9,  Rmmm  and  JtJiH, 
Tbat  voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  whispers, 
And  fill  my  ears  with  the  soft  breath  of  larre/ 

Otwuy, 

Twas  like  the  stealin|r 
Of  summer  wind  through  some  wreathed  shell ; 
Each  secret  winding,  each  inmost  feeling 
Of  all  my  soul,  echoed  to  its  spell !  Moors 

0  ye  votoos  roond  my  own  hearth  singing ! 
As  the  winds  of  May  to  memory  sweet, 

Might  I  yet  retnm,  a  worn  heart  bringing, 
Would  those  Temal  tones  the  wanderer  greet  7 

(% !  in  each  wind,  each  ibuntain  flow. 

Each  whisper  of  the  shade. 
Grant  me,  my  God,  thy  voice  to  know. 

And  not  to  be  aflnid ! 

Jfrt.  Hemans, 

And  their  voices  low  with  fiwhion,  not  with 

fteling,  softly  freighted 
AH  the    air    about  the  windows,  with  elastic 

laughters  sweet  Jtftts  Barrett. 

Thy  voice  is  sweet,  as  if  it  took 
Its  music  from  thy  &oe. 

MiM  Xandeii. 

1  teach  my  Up  its  sweetest  smile. 
My  tongue  its  softest  tone* 

JIftfs  iMnd&n. 

SIio  spake  as  with  the  voice 
Of  spheral  harmony  which  greets  the  soul 
When  at  tho  hour  of  death  the  sav*d  one  knows 
His  sister  angels  near. 

BsiZey't  FetCiit. 
And  everywhere 
Low  voices  with  the  ministering  hand 
Hung  round  tho  sick. 

rem^son'f  Priests. 

The  voice  that  won  me  first! 
Oh,  what  a  tide  of  recollections  rush 
Upon  my  drowning  soul ! 

ilfrs.  Louisa  J.  HaJL 

flintnge !  that  one  ligfatiy.whisporM  tone 

Is  far,  far  sweeter  unto  me, 
Thar,  all  tlie  sounds  that  kiss  the  earthi 

Or  breatlie  along  the  sea ; 
Hut,  lady,  when  thy  voice  I  greet, 
Not  hea«en«y  music  seems  so  sweet ! 

O.  If.  HdmtM, 

How  vam  are  all  the  trials  we  meet  with  here, 
If  we  but  feel  a  better  werid  ia  mar. 
And  vuteee  frem  ths  kiv'd  aad  lost  ear  WMiy 
J.  Ba^trd  Tmylm, 


And  ever  Hs  ehoriM  eeeiii'd  to  be 
The  mingled  voices  of  househeld  glee. 
Like  the  gush  of  winds  in  a  mouaitain  tree 

J.  B€fgrd  TKykr*$  Pmm 
Who  taught  that  tiny  voice  of  thine 

Its  wealth  of  sweetness,  child  7 
Who  tnn*d  each  tone  to  love  divine^ 

With  melody  so  wild  7 
Ah !  simple  is  the  spell,  1  ween. 

That  doth  that  grace  impart; 
It  dwoHs  its  own  sweet  self  within — 

It  ifl^ a  kiving  heart ! 

Mr$.0$g«oi, 

VOLCANO. 

Hie  dread  volcano  ministers  to  good : 

Its  smotherM  flames  might  undermine  the  worid : 

Loud  .£tiuui  folminate  in  love  to  man. 

The  winds  are  aw*d,  nor  dare  to  breathe  aloud. 
The  air  seems  never  to  have  home  a  olood. 
Save  where  volcanoes  send  to  heaven  their  catVd 
And  solemn  smokes,  like  altars  of  the  world. 

Edward  C,  Pineknejf. 

WAR. 
But  an  those,  pleasant  bowers,  and  palace  brave^ 
Guyon  broke  down  with  rigour  pitiless ; 
Nor  aught  their  goodly  workmanship  might  save 
Them  from  the  tempest  of  his  wrathfUness, 
But  that  their  bliss  be  tom*d  to  balefblneas : 
Their  groves  he  ftU*d,  their  gardens  did  defkee, 
Their  arlwurs  spoil,  their  eabinels  eupprea, 
Their  baaquethonses  bum,  their  buildings  raie. 
And  of  the  &irest  late  now  made  the  foulest  place. 
Spen$er''$  Fairy  Queen, 

Lastly  stood  war,  in  glitt*ring  arms  ydad. 
With  visage  grim,  stern  looks,  and  Uaekly  hoed ; 
In  his  right  hand,  a  naked  sword  he  had. 
That  to  the  hilts  was  all  with  bkMid  imbru*d 
And  in  his  left  (that  kings  and  kingdoroe  rued,) 
Famine  and  fire  he  held,  and  therewithal 
He  rated  towns,  and  tlirew  down  tow'rs  all — alL 
Lord  Voroel  in  the  Mirror  for  Magiotrateo. 
Now  aB  iho  youth  of  England  are  en  fira. 
And  silken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies ; 
Now  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour's  thought 
Reigns  solely  in  tho  breast  of  etery  man. 

Shako.  Henry  V. 
I  see  yoa«tand  like  greybounda  in  the  slips. 
Straining  upon  the  start.    The  game  *s  afiot ; 
Follo#  year  spirit ;  and,  upon  this  chaige, 
Oy — God  fiv  Harry,  England,  and  saint  Georfd ! 

Henry  V. 
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But  when  the  blast  of  war  blowf  in  our  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  acfUon  of  the  tiger; 
Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  np  the  blood, 
Bispruise  fair  nature  with  hard-fkvottr*d  rttge : 
llieu  lend' the  eye  a  terrible  aspect; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head* 
Like  the  brass  cannon,  let  the  brow  o*erwheIm  it, 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'erhang  and  jutty  his  confounded  base, 
SwiUM  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 

Skak9.  Henry  V. 

In  a  moment,  look  to  see 
The  blind  and  bloody  soldier  with  foul  hand 

I     Defile  the  locks  of  yoor  shrill  shrieking  daughters ; 

I     Your  fathers  taken  by  their  silver  beards, 

And  their  most  reverend  heads  dashM  to  the  walls ; 
Your  naked  infants  spitted  upon  pikes ; 
Whiles  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  oonfbs'd 
Do  bn»k  tb.  ebadib  Shah.  Henry  V. 

The  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  all  shut  np ; 

And  the  fleshM  soldier, — rough  and  hard  of 

heart, — 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand,  shall  range 
With    conscience  wide  as  hell;    mowing  like 

grass 
Your  fresh  fair  virgins  and  your  flow*ring  maids. 

8hah$.  Henry  V. 

Nmt  OB,  yon  noblest  English, 
Whose  blood  is  &tehM  from  fitthers  of  war-pfoof; 
Falbers/tiMl,  like  so  nnny  Alexanders, 
Have,  in  these  parts,  fVom  mom  till  even  fought, 
I     And  sheatbM  their  swords  for  lack  of  argument 
I  Shaks,  Henry  F. 

Dying  Vke  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills, 
ITiey  shall  be  fam*d ;  for  there  the  sun  shall  greet 

them, 
And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heaven ; 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choak  your  dime. 

Shake.  Hekry  V, 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers ; 

For  be,  to-day,  that  sheds  his  blood  with  me. 

Shall  be  my  brother ;  be  he  ne'er  so  vile. 

This  day  shall  gentle  his  condition : 

And  gentlemen  in  England  now  a-bed 

Shall  think  themselves  aceurs'd,  they  were  not 

here; 
And  hold  their  manhood  cheap,  wMle  any  speaks 
Hiat  fought  with  us  upon  St  Crispin's  dsy. 

IShaki.  Hmy  V. 

O  that  we  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  thousand  of  those  men  in  England, 
That  do  not  work  to-day. 

Shake,  Hemy  F. 


He  that  shall  live  this  day,  and  see  old  age» 
Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feast  his  friends^ 
And  say  •—  toonoirow  is  Saint  Crispin : 
7*hen  will  he  strip  his  sleeve,  and  show  his  scars« 
And  tay,  these  wounds  I  had  on  CHspin^s  day. 

Shake,  Heury  V. 

'T  is  positive  Against  all  exception,  lords. 

That  our  superfluous  lacqueys,  and  our  peasants, 

Who,  in  unnecessary  action,  swarm 

About  our  squares  of  battle,  were  enough 

To  purge  this  field  of  such  a  hilding  foe. 

Shake.  Henry  F. 
Her  vine,  the  merry  cheerer  of  the  heart, 
Unpruned  dies;  her  hedges,  ever  pleach'd,— 
Like  prisoners  wildly  overgrown  with  hair. 
Put  forth  disordered  twigs :  her  fallow  leas, 
The  darnel,  hemk>ck,  and  rank  fumitory. 
Do  root  upon ;  while  that  the  coulter  rusts. 
That  should  deracinate  such  savagery. 

Shake,  Henry  F. 
Tell  me,  he  that  knows, 
Why  are  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  oannen. 
And  foreigfn  mart  of  implements  of  war  T 
Why  such  impress  of  ship-wrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week  7 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haete 
Doth  make  the  night  joint  labourer  with  the  day; 
Who  is  *t  that  can  inform  me  7 

Shake,  HamkL 

Now,  for  the  bare-pickM  bone  of  majesty. 
Doth  dogged  war  bristle  his  angry  crest. 
And  snarieth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace : 
Now  powers  from  home,  and  discontent  at  home, 
Meet  in  one  line ;  and  vast  confusion  waits 
(As  doth  a  raven  on  a  sick-fallen  beast) 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrested  pomp. 

Shake,  King  Jekn, 
Enow,  the  gallant  monarch  is  in  arms ; 
And  like  an  eagle  o*er  aery  towers, 
To  souse  annoyance  that  comes  near  his  nest 

Shake,  King  John, 
The  cannons  have  their  bowels  iUl  of  wratii* 
And  reftdy  mounted  are  they,  to  spit  forth 
Their  iron  ind^rnatioa  gainst  your  walls. 

Shake,  KingJeim, 
To  arms !  be  diampions  of  our  church ! 
Or  kt  the  church,  our  mother,  bffsathe  her  mrtw 
A  mother*s  curse,  on- her  revolting  son. 

Shake.  King  J^im^ 

God  forgive  the  sin  of  itll  those  suub, 
That  to  their  everhtsting  residence. 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fkll,  iliall  fteet, 
In  dreadlh!  trial  of  our  kingdomV  tiny; 

SkAe.  King  Jekn, 
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O  inglorimM  lasgo*! 
Shall  we,  upon  tiia  Ibotiiig  of  our  luidy 

Send  fair-plaj  orders,  and  make  eon 
Insinuation,  parley,  and  base  traee^ 
To  arms  invasive  ?    Shall  a  beardleas  boy,  ^ 
A  cocker'd  silken  wanton  brave  onr  fields, 
And  flesh  his  spirit  in  a  warlike  soil. 
Mocking-  the  air  with  coloors  idly  spread. 
And  find  no  check  7  let  us,  my  liege,  to  arms. 

Shak$,  King  John, 

For  the  leve  of  all  the  gods, 
Let*B  leave  the  hcnnit  pity  with  our  mother ; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on, 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  swords. 

Shak$.  TroUtts  and  Creaaida, 

I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate ;  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips : 
We  must  have  bloody  noses,  and  crack*d  crowns. 
And  pass  them  current  too« — God^s  me,  my  horse ! 
ShakM.  Henry  IV.    Part  L 
He  is  their  god ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing. 
Made  by  some  other  deity  than  nature. 
That  shapes  men  better :  and  they  fiillow  h^m. 
Against  us  brats  with  no  less  confidence. 
Than  boys  ponoing  summer  butterflies. 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Shaks,  JuUu$  Camnr, 

A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men ; 
Domestic  fiiry,  and  fierce  civil  strife. 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy : 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use. 
And  dreadful  objects  so  fiimiliar, 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter^  with  the  hands  of  war ; 
All  pity  chok*d  with  custom  of  fell  deeds. 

Shaks,  JuUua  Caaar. 

He  hath  fought  to>day. 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
De8troy*d  in  such  a  shape. 

i&takg.  Antmy  and  CUtpatn. 

Your  honour  calls  you  hence 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  foOy, 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you !  upon  your  sword 
Sit  laurel  victory !  and  smooth  success 
Be  strewM  beibre  your  feet. 

Shak$.  Anteny  and  Cleopatra* 

What,  fltand'st  thou  idle  here  7  lend  me  thy  sword ; 
Many  a  nobleman  is  stark  and  stifiT 
Mider  tiie  h«ofk  of  vaunting  enemies. 
Whose  deaths  are  unreveng*d. 

Skak9.  Henry  IV.    PaH  L 
Wars  are  no  fltrifb, 
fa  toe  dark  boose  and  the  detented  wkb. 

Shaki.  AU'$  Wsft 


And  if  wa  Uvoi  we  live  to  tread  on  kinga : 
If  die;  brave  death,  when  princes  die  with  im. 
Now  fer  our  consciences,  the  arms  are  fair. 
When  the  intent  fer  bearing  them  is  just 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    Part  L 
Poor  lord!  isHI 
That  chase  thee  from  thy  country,  and  expose 
Those  tender  limbs  of  thine  to  the  event 
Of  the  nonc^paring  war  7  and  is  it  I 
That  drive  thee  from  the  sportive  court,  where 

thou 
Wast  shot  at  with  ikir  eyes,  to  be  the  mark 
Of  smoky  muskets  7 

8hak8.AU'a  WeB. 

Follow  thy  drum ; 
With  roan's  blood  paint  the  fronnd,  gules,  gules: 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 
Then  what  should  wu  be  ? 

Skakt.  nmm. 

Let  not  thy  sword  skip  one : 
Pity  not  honourM  age  for  his  white  beard. 
He  is  an  usurer :  strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron ; 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honest, 
HerselTs  a  bawd :  let  not  the  virgin's  eheek 
Make  soft  thy  trenchant  sword ;  fer  those  milk. 

That  through  the  window  bars  bore  at  men's  eyes, 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 
But  set  them  down  horrible  traitors. 

Shak$*  Ttneii. 

1 11  use  the  advantage  of  my  pow'r, 
And  lay  the  summer's  dust  with  show'ra  of  Uood, 
Bain*d  from  the  wounds  of  slaughter'd  English- 
men. Skaka.  Richard  11. 
Why  have  they  dared  to  march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bosom ; 
Frighting  her  pale-fiiced  villages  with  wax, 
And  ostentation  of  despiteful  arms  7 

SMb.  Rieknrd  IL 
Ah,  gradotts  lord,  these  days  are  daageroos! 
Virtue  is  chok'd  with  feul  ambition. 
And  charity  chas'd  hence  by  rancour^i  hand ; 
Foul  subornation  is  predominant. 
And  equity  exU'd  your  highness'  land. 

Shak$.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 
Then,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  all  these  ri^ts, 
Advance  your  standards,  drawyoor willing  swords: 
For  me  the  ransom  of  my  bold  attempt 
Shall  be  this  eold  corse  on  the  earth's  ooM  face; 
But  if  I  thrive,  thcgain  of  my  attempt 
The  least  of  you  shall  share  his  part  thereQ£ 

Shako.  Richard  III 
I  think  there  be  six  Richmonds  in  the  field; 
Five  have  I  slain  to-day,  instead  of  him. 

Shako.  Richard  III 
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Let  *B  whip  these  stra^ glen  o^er  the  fleu  agfftin ; 
Lafth  hence  these  over-weening  ngn  of  France, 
These  famisb'd  begrgars,  weary  of  their  Uyos; 
Who,  bat  ibr  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit. 
For  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  had  hang*d  them- 
selves. Shak9,  Richard  III. 

England  bath  long  been  mad  and  scarrM  herself; 
The  brother  blindly  slicd  the  brother's  blood, 
Tlie  father  rashly  slaughterM  his  own  son. 
The  son  compcllM  been  butcher  to  the  sire. 

Shaks,  Richard  III. 

Our  soldiers,  —  like  the  night-owl's  lazy  flight 
Or  like  a  lazy  thresher  with  a  flail, — 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  struck  their  friends. 
ShaU.  Henry  VI,    PaH  III 

Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  steel, 
And  wrap  dur  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numbering  our  ave-marias  with  our  beads  7 
Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  ibes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  7 

Shaks.  Henry  VI.    Part  III. 

Hence,  therefore,  thcNi  nice  scratch ; 
A  scaly  gauntlet  now,  with  joints  of  steel. 
Must  glove  this  hand:  and  hence,  thon  sickly 

grief; 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head. 
Which  princes,  flesh'd  with  conquest,  aim  to  hit 
ShakM.  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 
Alas,  poor  country : 
Almost  afl-aid  to  know  thyself!    It  cannot 
Be  caird  our  mother,  but  our  grave ;  where  nothing 
But  who  knows  notliing,  is  once  seen  to  snAle : 
Where  sighs  and  groans,  and  shrieks  that  rend 

the  air, 
Are  made,  not  mark*d;  where  violent  sorrow 

seems 
A  modem  ecstasy ;  and  the  dead  man's  knell 
Is  there  scarce  ask'd,  for  whom ;  and  good  men's 

lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps. 

Shaks.  Macbeth. 
O  war !  begot  in  pride  and  luxury. 
The  child  of  malice  and  rcvengefiil  hate ; 
Hioa  impious  good,  and  good  impiety ! 
Tlioa  art  the  &ul  refiner  of  a  state, 
Unjust  scourge  of  men's  iniquity, 
Shsrp  easer  of  corruptions  desperate ! 
Is  there  no  means  but  that  a  sin-sick  land 
Must  be  let  blood  with  such  a  boist'rous  band  ? 

DameVM  CivU  War. 

He  is  unwise  that  to  a  market  goes. 
Where  there  is  nothing  to  be  sold  but  Mows. 

Akyn'B  H^nry  VIL 


To  broaeh  a  war,  and  not  to  be  awur'd 
Of  certain  means  to  make  a  fiur  defence, 
Howe*<er  the  groand  he  just,  may  justly  seem 
A  wilfiil  madness* 

Hemmings'9  Jew's  Tragedy, 

Ah  me !  what  perils  do  environ 

The  man  that  meddles  with  cold  iron ! 

Butler's  Hvdihras, 

The  ancients  make  two  sev'ral  kinds 
Of  prowess  in  heroic  minds ; 
The  active  and  the  passive  valiant ; 
Both  which  are  pari  libra  gallant : 
For  both  to  give  blows,  and  to  carry. 
In  fights  are  equi  necessary. 

Butkr's  Hudihrat. 
For  those  that  fly  may  fight  again. 
Which  he  can  never  do  that 's  slain. 
Hence  timely  running  *s  no  mean  part 
Of  conduct  in  the  martial  art ; 
By  which  some  glorious  feats  achieve, 
As  citizens  by  breaking  thrive. 

BtttZer's  HudUmtM. 

Peace  is  despair'd, 
For  who  con  think  submission !    War,  then,  war 
Open  or  understood,  must  be  resolv'd. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lo&t* 
My  sentence  is  for  open  war :  of  wiles, 
More  unexpert,  I  boast  not :  then  let  those 
Contrive,  who  need,  or  when  they  need,  not  now. 
Milton's  Paradise  LotL 
Where  cattle  pastur'd  late,  now  scatter'd  lies 
With  carcasses  and  arms  th'  ensanguin'd  field 

Deserted. 

MiUmCs  Paradise  Lost 

One  to  destroy  is  murder  by  the  law. 
And  gibbets  keep  the  lifled  hand  in  awe ; 
To  murder  thousands  takes  a  specions  name. 
War's  glorious  art,  and  gives  immortal  fame. 

Yoang's  Looe  cf  Fame. 
But  what  most  show'd  the  vanity  of  li&. 
Was  to  behold  the  nations  all  on  fire. 
In  cruel  broils  engag'd,  and  deadly  strife : 
Most  christian  kings,  inflam'd  by  black  desire. 
With  honourable  ruflians  in  their  hire, 
Cause  war  to  rage,  and  blood  around  to  pour ; 
Of  this  sad  work  when  each  begins  to  tire. 
They  sit  them  down  just  where  they  were  before, 
Till  for  new  scenes  d'woe,  peace  shall  their  force 
restore. 

Thomson's  CaoiU  of  Indde^oa 

Let  such  as  deem  it  glory  to  destroy, 
Rush  into  blood,  the  sack  of  cities  seek ; 
Unpierc'd,  exulting  in  the  widow's  wail, 
The  virgia's  sltf  jek,  and  iafoat's  tremUiof  ctf 
ThmMotCo  Soamm 
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Rasb,  fnritl«n  war,  from  wanton  gtory  wag^M, 
Im  only  splendid  imirder. 

7^&omMi*«  Edward  and  EUmnmv. 

I  ne'er  approved  this  rash,  romantic  war, 
Begot  by  liot-brain'd  bigots,  and  fomented 
By  the  intrigues  of  proud  designing  priests. 
All  ages  have  their  madness,  this  is  ours. 

Litto*9  Ebneriek, 

Is  death  more  cruel  from  a  private  dagger 
Than  in  the   field,  from   murdering  swords  of 

thousands  7 
Or  does  the  number  slain  make  slaughter  glorious  7 
Cibber'9  King  John. 

Onward  they  march  embattled,  to  the  sound 
Of  martial  harmony ;  fifes,  cornets,  drums. 
That  rouse  the  sleepy  soul  to  arms,  and  bold 

Heroic  deeds. 

SomervUk't  ChaMt, 

Extended  empire,  like  expanded  gold, 
Sxchaiif  cs  solid  strength  for  feeble  splendour. 

Dr,  Joh(nMon^9  Irene. 

War,  my  lord. 
Is  of  eternal  use  to  human  kind 
For  evef  and  anon  when  yon  have  pass*d 
A  few  dull  years  in  peace  and  propagation. 
The  worid  Is  overstockM  with  fools,  and  wants 
A  pestilence  at  least  if  not  a  hero. 

JfffenfB  Edwin. 

Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.     Mountains  interposM 
Make  enemies  of  nations  who  had  else 
Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 

Couper'M  Tatk. 
In  every  heart 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fiery  war, 
Occasion  needs  but  ian  them,  and  they  blaze* 

Coupf r*s  Task. 

Ah !  why  will  kings  forget  that  they  are  men  7 

And  men  that  they  arc  brethren  7    Why  delight 

In  human  sacrifice  7    Why  burst  the  ties 

Of  nature,  that  should  knit  tlieir  souls  together 

In  one  sod  bond  of  amity  and  love  7 

Yet  still  they  breathe  destruction,  still  go  on 

Inhumanly  ingenious  to  find  out 

New  pains  for  life,  new  terrors  for  the  grave. 

Artificers  of  death ! 

Porteus'9  Death. 

No  bloou-staiuM  victory,  in  story  bright, 

()an  give  the  philosophic  mind  delight; 

No  triumph  please,  while  rage  and  death  destroy: 

Reilcr.uon  sickens  at  the  monstrous  joy. 

BlnamfiMB  Famtei*§  Bog. 


O  who,  that  sharM  them,  ever  shall  ftrget 
The  emotions  of  the  spirit-rousing  time. 
When  breathless  in  the  mart  the  couriers  met, 
Early  and  late,  at  evening  and  at  prime ; 
When  the  loud  cannon  and  tiie  merry  ehime 
Hail*d  news  on  news,  as  field  on  field  was  won. 
When  hope,  long  doubtful,  soar'd  at  length  sub- 
lime. 
And  our  glad  eyes,  awoke  as  day  begun, 
WatchM  joy's  broad  banner  rise,  to  meet  the  rising 
sun !  ScoU'9  Lord  of  the  Jeleo. 

All  that  time  mind  would  shrink  from  of  excesses  | 

All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad. 

All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream  of  man's  distresses; 

All  that  the  devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad ; 

All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses; 

An  by  which  hell  is  peopled,  or  as  sad 

As  hell — mere  mortals  who  their  power  abuse,— 

Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since  let  loose. 

It  was  a  dread,  yet  spirit-stirring  sight ! 
The  billows  fbam'd  beneath  a  thousand  oars. 
Fast  as  they  land,  the  red^ross  ranks  unite. 
Legions  on  legions  brightening  all  the  shores. 
Then  banners  rise,  and  cannon^ignal  roars, 
Then  peals  the  warlike  thunder  of  the  drum, 
Thrills  the  loud  fife,  the  trumpet-flourish  pours, 
And  patriot  hopes  awake,  and  doubts  are  dumb ; 
For  bold  in  fi-eedom's  cause,  the  bands  of  ocean 
came. 

8tote9  FtsioR  of  Dan  Roderick 

'Twas  bustle  in  the  court  below, 

**  Mount  and  march  forward !"  forth  they  go ; 

Steeds  neigh  and  trample  all  around. 

Steel  rings,  spears  glimmer,  trumpets  sound. 

Seotto  Rckehf 

Thus  while  they  look'd,  a  flourish  proud. 
Where  mingled  trump,  and  clarion  loud. 
And  fife,  and  kettle-drum. 
And  sackbut  deep,  and  psaltery. 
And  war-pipe  with  discordant  cry, 
And  cymbal  clattering  to  the  sky. 
Making  wild  music  bold  and  high. 
Did  up  tlie  mountain  come. 

Scott9  Mamnan» 

The  shout 
Of  battle,  the  barbarian  yell,  the  bray 
Of  dissonant  insti  omenta,  the  clang  of  arms, 
The  shriek  of  agony,  the  groan  of  death, 
In  one  wild  uproar  and  continued  din. 
Shake  the  still  air ;  while  overhead  the  moon, 
Regardless  of  the  stir  of  this  low  world, 

Holds  on  her  heavenly  Wlay. 

Smdhefo  Madoc 


WAS. 


W 


The  autumnftl  rains  had  beaten  to  the  earth 
The  onreapM  harvest,  from  the  village  church 
No  eve-song-bell  was  heard,  the  shepherd^s  dog 
Prey'd  on  the  scattered  flock,  £>r  there  was  now 
No  hand  to  feed  him,  and  u|)on  the  hearth. 
Where  he  had  slumbered  at  his  master's  feet. 
The  rank  weed  flourishM. 

Southey's  Joan  of  Are, 
War  is  honourable 
In  those  who  do  their  native  rights  maintain ; 
In  those  whose  swords  an  iron  barrier  are 
Between  the  lawless  spoiler  and  the  weak ; 
But  is  in  those  who  draw  the  ofTensive  blade 
For  added  power  or  gain,  sordid  and  despicable 
As  meanest  office  of  the  worldly  churL 

Joanna  BailUt's  Ethwaid. 
O  war ! — what,  what  art  thou  7 
At  cnoe  the  proof  and  scourge  of  man's  fall*n 

state! 
After  the  brightest  ccxiqoest,  what  appears 
Of  all  thy  glories?  for  the  vanquished,  chains! 
For  the  proud  victors,  what  ?  alas !  to  reign 
0*er  desolated  nations! 

Hannah  More'$  David  and  Qoliah, 
While  desolation,  snatching  from  the  hand 
Of  time  the  scythe  of  ruin,  sits  aloA, 
Or  stalks  in  dreadful  majesty  abroad. 

Hannah  More^B  BeUhaxxar. 
I  own  my  natural  weakness ;  I  have  not 
Yet  learnM  to  think  of  indiscriminate  murder 
Without  some  sense  of  shuddering;  and  the  sight 
Of  blood  which  spouts  through  hoaiy  scalps  is  not 
To  me  a  thing  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 
Of  men  surpris'd,  a  glory. 

Byrim'M  Doge  <f  Venice, 

What  boots  the  oft-repeated  tale  of  strife. 
The  feast  of  vultures,  and  the  waste  of  life  ? 
Tlie  varying  fortune  of  each  separate  field, 
Tlie  fierce  that  vanquish,  end  (be  faint  that  yield  7 
Tlie  smoking  ruin  and  the  cmmbkd  waU  7 
In  this  the  struggle  was  the  same  with  all ! 

Byron's  Lara, 

The  bayonet  pierces,  and  the  sabre  cleaves. 
And  human  lives  are  lavishM  eveiywhere. 
As  tlie  year  ck>sing  whirls  the  scarlet  leaves 
When  the  stript  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air, 
And  groans. 

Byron* 
The  death-shot  hissing  firom  afiir — 
The  shock  —  the  shout —  the  groan  of  war  -^ 
Reverberate  akng  that  vale. 
More  suited  to  the  shepherd's  tale : 
Tbengh  ^w  the  numbers— their's  the  strifo, 
Tbat  neither  spares,  nor  speaks  for  life. 

Byrpn's  Giaamr, 


Mark  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquest  ce^sol 
He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it — peace ! 

Byron^o  Bride  ofAbydot, 
Ah,  monarchs !  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  mar. 
Not  in  the  toils  of  glory  would  ye  fret; 
The  hoarse,  dull  drum  would  sleep,  and  man  be 
happy  yet !  Byron^o  Ckilde  HaniUL 

Sound,  sound  the  clarion !  fill  the  fife ! 
To  all  the  sensual  world  proclaim, 
One  crowded  hour  of  glorious  life 
Is  worth  an  age  without  a  name ! 

ScoWe  Old  Mortality. 
When  Greek  meets  Greek,  then  comes  the  tug  of 
war.  Lee^s  Alexander  the  GroaL 

And  telling  a  tale  of  gallant  war, 
On  his  brow  was  a  slight  but  glorious  scar. 

Mies  Landotu 
Who  dies  in  vain 
Upon  his  country*s  war-fields,  and  within 
The  shadow  of  her  altars  7 

Mre.  Hemane^a  Sitge  of  Vnltmi^. 

More  soluble  is  this  knot. 
Like  almost  all  the  rest,  if  men  were  wise, 
By  gentleness  than  war. 

Tsimysmi's  PHneo$$, 

War  m?ist  be 
While  men  are  what  they  are ;  while  they  haw 

bad 
Passions  to  be  rousM  up;  while  rul'd  by  men; 
While  all  the  powers  and  treasures  of  a  land 
Are  at  the  beck  of  the  ambitious  erowd; 
While  injuries  can  be  inflicted,  or 
Insults  be  oSer'd ;  yea,  while  rights  are  worth 
Maintaining,  freedom  keeping,  or  life  having. 
So  k>ng  the  sword  shall  shine ;  so  long  shall  mt 
Continue,  and  the  need  of  war  remain* 

BaiUy'o  FettuM. 

A  crash — as  when  some  swollen  cloud 

Cracks  o'er  the  tangled  trees ! 
With  side  to  side,  and  spar  to  spar. 

Whose  smoking  decks  are  these  7 
I  know  Saint  George's  bbod-red  crass, 

Thou  mistress  of  the  seas,— 
But  what  is  she,  whose  streaming  barf 

Roll  out  before  the  breeze  7 
Ah!  well  her  iron  ribs  are  knit. 

Whose  thunders  strive  to  quell 
Tlie  bellowing  throats,  the  blazing  lips 

That  peal'd  the  Armada's  knell! 
Tlie  mist  was  clear'd  -*  a  wreath  of  startf 

Rose  o'er  the  crimson  swell. 
And  wavering  from  its  haughty  peak, 

The  cross  of  England  fell ! 

O.  W.  ifobiss—  The  PUgfimU  JTmm 
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WATER. 


Oh !  aaee  was  felt  the  fltorm  of  war ! 

It  had  an  earthquake^B  roar; 
It  flaahM  upon  the  rooontain  height, 

And  smokM  along  the  shore. 
It  thimdcrM  in  a  dreaming  ear, 

And  up  the  farmer  sprang ; 
It  mutterM  in  a  hold  true  heart. 

And  a  wairior^s  harness  rang. 

J.  G.  C.  Brainard, 

Ah !  the  smoke  has  roUM  away ; 
And  I  tee  the  Northern  rifles  gleaming  down  the 

ranks  of  grey. 
Hark!  that  sudden  blast  of  bugles!  there  the 

troop  of  Minon  wheels ; 
There  the  Northern  horses  thunder,  with  the  can- 

non  at  their  heels. 
Jesn,  pity!  how  it  thiekens!  now  retreat,  and 

now  advance! 
Right  against  the  blazing  camion  shivers  Piiebla*s 

charging  lanee! 
Down  they  go^  the  brave  young  riders ;  horse  and 

foot  together  &U; 
Like  a  ploughshare  in  the  fallow,  through  them 

ploughs  the  Northern  ball. 

WhiaUi's  Poenu. 

O,  war  is  cruel-bearted !  ay,  the  man 
That  in  the  private  walks  cff  life  was  kind, 
ISven  Ui  the  nursing  mother's  tender  fears ;  — > 
Who  started  at  a  funeral  knell  and  walk*d 
With  slow,  sad  stop,  and  sympathizing  eye. 
When  the  hearse  passM  with  one  he  never  knew — 
Why  he,  when  war's  stem  strength  is  on  his  soul, 
Witt  stalk  in  apathy  o'er  slaughter'd  friends. 
Counting  the  dead  and  dying,  as  their  loss 
Was  aU  computed  in  the  numbers  slain. 

Jtfrv.  HaU§  Ormend  Orotvemr, 


WATER, 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 

ShakB,  Macketh, 
Water  cannot  wash  away  your  sin. 

Shak$.  Richard  IL 
The  water!  tlie  wator! 

The  dear  and  blessed  thing, 
That  all  day  fed  the  little  flowers 

On  its  banks  bloasoming. 
The  water!  the  water! 

Iiat  murmur'd  in  my  ear 
liymns  of  a  faint-like  purity. 

That  angels  wcU  might  hear ; 
Ana  whisper  in  the  gates  of  heaven, 
llow  meek  a  pilgrim  had  been  shriven. 


Desire  of  wine  and  aU  deficious  drinks, 
Which  many  a  famous  warrior  overturns, 
flura  could'st  repress,  nor  did  the  dancing  ruby 
Sparkling,  out-ponr*d,  the  flavour  or  the  smell. 
Or  taste  that  cheers  the  heart  of  gods  and  men, 
Alhire  thee  from  the  cool  crystaHine  stream. 

Jftleon*f  5!afiifon  Agtmitiet 

Where  fountain  or  fresh  current  flow'd 
Against  the  eastern  ray,  translucent,  pure. 
With  torch  etherial  of  heaven's  fieiy  rod, 
I  drank,  from  the  clear  milky  juice  allaying 
Thirst,  and  refreshed ;  nor  envied  them  the  grape, 
Whose  heads  that  turbulent  liquor  fills  with  ftiniea. 
MtZron's  Sanuom  Agtmutet, 

Bright,  bright  in  many  a  rocky  urn. 
The  waters  of  our  deserts  lie. 

Mrs.  Hemam. 

Water,  water,  every  where. 

And  all  the  boards  did  shrink ; 
Water,  water,  every  where, 

Nor  any  drop  to  drink ! 

Cderidg9, 
Wine,  wine,  thy  power  and  praise 
Hath  ever  been  echo'd  in  minstrel  lays ; 
But  water,  I  deem,  hath  a  mightier  claim 
To  fill  op  a  niche  in  the  temple  of  Faroe. 

JTist  fZuas  Cook. 

Traverse  the  desert,  and  then  ye  can  tell 
What  treasures  exist  in  the  cold  deep  well; 
Sink  in  despair  on  the  red  parch'd  earth. 
And  then  ye  may  reckon  what  water  is  worth. 

Mtss  mUm  Cook, 

How  beautiful  the  water  is! 

To  me  'tis  wondrous  fair  — 
No  spot  can  ever  lonely  be 

If  water  sparkle  there ; 
It  hath  a  thousand  tongues  of  mirth. 

Of  grandeur,  or  delight. 
And  every  heart  is  gladdei  made 

When  water  greets  the  sight 

Mr9.  £.  OffJbet  Stmlk. 
Lifl  iqi,  Ufl  np  the  standard. 

And  plant  it  by  the  well! 
And,  gather'd  underneath  its  folds, 

A  choral  anthem  swell! 
The  anthem  that  is  set  in  praise 

Of  brooks  and  cisterns  sing ! 
Give  one  strain  to  the  main. 

Give  another  to  the  spring! 
Yea,  give  a  chorus  loud  and  kxig 

To  aqueduct  and  spring. 

./Mn  x^npsffC 

We  sing  the  praise  of  water ! 

JOMpioffmL 
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While  thii  oau>  watbb  fiUf  my  eap^ 

Dttufl  dare  not  aasaiJ  me ; 
Sheriffa  ahall  not  lock  me  w^ 

Nor  my  neighbours  bail  me. 

John  PierponL 

For  the  oool  water  we  have  quftff*d« 
Soarce  of  all  Qood^  we  owe  thee  much ; 

Our  lips  have  touchM  no  burning  draught 
This  day,  —  nor  shall  they  ever  touch. 

John  Pierpont, 

Let  light  on  water  shine,  ^ 

The  light  of  love  and  truth 
Then  shall  that  drink  divine 

Be  qnaflTd  by  age  and  youth. 

Jokn  Pierpont. 

Pour  the  bright  lymph  that  Heaven  itself  let  fW— 
In  one  &ir  bumper  let  us  toast  them  all ! 

O.  W.  Hobnei, 
Joy  smiles  in  the  fountain,  health  flows  in  the  rills. 
And  the  ribands  of  silver  unwind  from  the  hills; 
They  breathe  not  the  mist  of  the  bacchanal's 

dream. 
But  the  lilies  of  innocence  float  on  their  streams. 

O.  W.  HobnM. 


WEALTH.  —  (See  also  Gold  and  Riches.) 

If  thou  art  rich,  thou  art  poor ; 
For,  like  an  ass,  whoae  back  with  ingots  bows. 
Thou  boar*st  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey. 
And  death  unloads  thee. 

Shaktpeare, 

That  I  might  live  alone  once  with  my  gold ! 
Oh  His  a  sweet  companion !  kind  and  true ! 
A  man  may  trust  it,  when  his  father  cheats  him. 
Brother,  or  friend,  or  wife.    O  wondrous  pel^ 
That  which  makes  all  men  fldse,  is  true  itscl£ 

Jon90tC9  Ca»e  is  AUer'd, 
Money,  thou  bane  of  bliss,  and  source  of  woe, 
Whence  com*st  thou,  that  thou  art  so  fresh  and 

fine? 
I  know  thy  parentage  is  base  and  low : 
ICan  found  thee  poor  and  dirty  in  a  mine. 

xMl'OfJT. 

Puissant  gold !  red  earth  at  first  made  man ; 
Now  it  makes  villain :  this  refined  clod 
Can  what  nor  love,  nor  time,  nor  valour  can ; 
Jove  could  do  more  in  gold,  than  in  a  god. 
Destruction  surer  comes,  and  rattles  louder. 
Out  of  a  mine  of  gold,  than  one  of  powder. 

AUyn'M  Henry  VII. 
What 's  orthodox,  and  true  believing 
Against  a  conscience  7  — •  a  good  living. 

BmOer'M  Hudibm. 


See  what  money  can  do :  that  can  change 
Men's  manners ;  alter  their  conditions ! 
How  tempestuous  the  slaves  are  without  it ! 
O  thou  powerful  metal !  what  authority 
Is  in  thee !  thou  art  the  key  to  all  men's 
Mouths :  with  thee,  a  man  may  lock  up  the  jawi 
Of  an  informer ;  and  without  thee,  he 
Cannot  open  the  lips  of  a  lawyer. 

Richard  Brum** 

Why  dost  thou  heap  up  wealth,  which  ifaoQ  must 

quit. 
Or  what  is  worse,  be  left  by  it  f 
Why  dost  thou  load  thyself  when  thou  *rt  to  fly. 
Oh,  man !  ordam'd  to  die  T 
Why  dost  thou  build  up  stately  rooms  on  high, 
Thou  who  art  under  ground  to  lie  ? 
Thou  sow'st  and  plantest,  but  no  fimt  most  see, 
For  death,  aks!  is  naping  thee. 

CowUff 
Men  venture  necks  to  gain  a  fortune : 
The  soldier  does  it  every  day, 
(Eight  to  the  week)  Ibr  siiqienee  pay : 
Your  pettifoggers  damn  their  souls. 
To  share  with  knaves  in  cheating  fools: 
And  merchants  vent'ring  through  the  main 
Slight  pirates,  rocks,  and  horns,  for  gain. 

BtUler'9  Hud£bra9, 
*T  is  virtue,  wit,  and  worth,  and  all 
That  men  divine  and  sacred  call : 
For  what  is  worth  in  any  thing 
But  so  much  money  as  't  will  bring  ? 

^tt^er*s  Hudibrat, 
liove-passions  are  like  parables. 
By  which  men  still  mean  something  else, 
Though  love  be  all  the  world's  pretence. 
Money's  the  mythologic  sense ; 
The  real  substance  of  the  shadow. 
Which  all  address  and  courtsliip's  made  to. 

BtUler^t  Htidihra$ 

'Tis  not  those  orient  pearls  our  teeth, 
That  you  are  so  transported  with : 
But  those  we  wear  about  our  necks, 
Produce  those  amorous  effects. 

BittUr's  Hudihnt 

What  makes  all  doctrines  plain  and  clear  ? 
About  two  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
And  that  which  was  prov'd  true  befbre. 
Prove  fidse  again?  two  hundred  more. 

BuOer^t  HudHnm 
What  makes  y*  encroach  upon  our  trade, 
And  damn  all  others  ?— to  be  paid. 

BuOer's  HudihnB 
What  makes  tiie  breaking  of  all  oaths 
A  holy  duty?— food  and  ckithes.* 

BuiUi'M  Hudihrm, 


tin 


WIDOW. 


What  renders  beating*  oa*  of  bratna, 
And  murder,  godlineBsT--  great  gains. 

BtdUr**  HudOirai. 

What  makes  a  knaYe  a  child  of  God« 
And  one  of  ns  ?  —  a  livelihood. 

SuUerU  Ifud{hra$. 

Can  riches  kee>  the  mortal  wretch  from  death  7 
Or  can  new  treasures  purchase  a  new  breath  7 
Or  does  heaven  send  ila  ]ove  and  mercy  more 
To  mammon's  pamper'd  sons  than  to  the  poor  7 
If  not,  why  should  the  fi)ol  take  so  much  state, 
Exalt  himself  and  others  under-rate  7 
*T  is  senseless  ignoranoe,  that  soothes  his  pridei 
And  make  him  laugh  at  all  the  world  beside. 

TsmBrovn. 

Riches,  like  insects,  while  eonceal'd  they  He, 
Wait  bat  ibr  wings,  and  in  their  seasons  fly; 
To  whom  can  riches  give  repute  and  trust, 
Content  or  pleasure,  but  the  good  and  justt 
Judges  and  senates  have  been  bought  fix  gold, 
Esteem  and  love  are  never  to  be  sold. 

Peps. 

Wealth  in  tiie  gross  is  death,  bat  It*  fiflbsM ; 

As  poison  heals  in  just  proportions  as*d ; 

In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  stink  it  lies, 

But  well  dispers'd  is  incense  to  the  skies. 

Pope. 

Can  wealth  give  happiness  7  look  round,  and  see 
What  gay  distress !  what  splendid  misery ! 
Whatever  fortune  lavishly  can  pour, 
The  mind  annihilates,  and  calls  for  more. 

Yaun^M  Love  of  Fame» 

The  needy  traveller,  serene  and  gay, 
Walks  the  wide  heath,  and  sings  his  toil  away. 
Does  envy  seize  thee  7  crush  the  upbraiding  joy, 
Increase  his  riches,  and  his  peace  destroy. 

Dr,  Jofm$on*»  Vanity  <^  Hitman  Wuheg, 

Wealth  is  substantial  good  the  fates  allot : 
We  know  we  have  it,  or  we  have  it  not 
Ifut  al)  those  graces,  which  men  highly  rate, 
Tlieir  minds  themselves  imagine  and  create. 

CniMs. 

Jle  that  hath  more  than  enough  is  a  thief  of  the 
rights  of  his  brother. 

Tufper'e  Proverbial  PkUoeophy, 

Wealth  often  kiUeth,  where  want  hot  hindreth 
the  budding. 

Tupper*B  Proverifial  PkUoocpky, 

Wealth  hath  never  givm  happiness,  bot  often 
iiasten'd  misery. 

Tufper^o  ProvoHM  Philmtphy, 

If  an  were  zicli,  gold  weald  be  penniless. 

Batlsy't  Fsstas. 


If  riches  VFere  consignM  to  me, 
No  griping  hand  would  clutch  the  pelf; 

For  valueless  the  goM  would  be, 
If  hoarded  only  for  myself 

Jfiss  EUxa  Cook 

Now,  thanlES  to  Heaven 
For  blessings  chainless  in  the  rich  man*s  keeping—* 
Wealth  that  the  miser  cannot  hide  away ! 
Buy,  if  they  will,  the  invaluable  flower — 
They  cannot  store  its  fragrance  from  the  breeze ! 
Wear,  if  they  will,  the  costliest  gem  of  Ind  — 
It  pours  its  light  on  every  passing  eye ! 

WHU$*9  Poeme, 


WIDOW. 

The  new-made  widow  too  I  *ve  sometimes  spied. 
Sad  sight !  slow  moving  o*er  the  prostrate  dead : 
Lisdess  she  crawls  along  in  dolefhl  black. 
While  bursts  of  sorrow  gush  from  either  eye. 
Fast  falling  down  her  now  untastcd  cheek. 
Prone  on  the  lonely  grave  of  the  dear  man 
She  drops ;  whilst  busy  meddling  memory. 
In  barbarous  sacoession,  musters  up 
The  past  endearments  of  thmr  softer  hours, 
TenaciooB  of  the  theme. 

Bkn*a  Oraae. 

An  the  long  summer  did  she  live  in  hope 

Of  tidings  from  the  war ;  and  as  at  eve, 

She  with  her  mo«her  at  the  oottage-door 

Sat  in  the  sunshine,  if  a  traveller 

Appear'd  at  distance  coming  o*er  the  brow. 

Her  eye  was  on  him,  and  it  might  be  seen 

Bty  the  flosh'd  cheek  what  thooghta  were  in  her 

heart. 
And  by  the  deadly  paleness  which  ensoed. 
How  her  heart  died  within  her. 

Sonlhe^e  Jogm  efArc 

Like  lamps  in  eastern  sepulchres, 

Amid  my  heart's  deep  gloom. 
Affection  sheds  its  holiest  light 

Upon  my  husband's  tomb : 
And  as  those  lamps,  if  brought  once  more 

To  upper  air,  git>w  dim. 
So  my  soul's  love  is  cold  and  dead 

Unless  it  glow  for  him. 

Jlfrs.  EmJbmrf. 

Mother  !  |hy  name  is  widow — weU 

I  know  no  love  of  mine  can  fiU 
The  waste  place  of  thy  heart,  or  dweU 

Within  one  sacred  recess  —  still 
Lean  on  the  faithful  bosom  of  thy  son. 
My  parent,  thou  art  mine,  my  only  one. 

George  W*  BeAtmk 


WIFBi 
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fleo,  b«t  gbaoe  htMf^  «irrow-worii  and  pale, 
Thoee  Mmken  choaks  beneath  the  widow^a  veil; 
Alone  she  wandera  where  with  km  ahe  Uod, 
No  axm  to  alay  her,  but  ahe  leana  on  God. 

O.  W,  Hdme$. 


WIFE. 


Yon  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife ; 
Aa  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart. 

Shaks,  Julius  Casar, 

Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tcU  mc,  Brutua, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  7    Am  I  yourself^ 
Bat,  as  it  were,  on  sort,  or  limitation ; 
To  keep  with  you  at  meais,  comfort  your  bed. 
And  talk  to  yoi^  sometimes  7  dweU  I  but  in  the 

Bubui^bs 
Of  your  good  pleasure  7    If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus*  hartot,  not  his  wife. 

Shakt,  JuliuB  Cmaar. 
Such  duty  aa  the  aubject  owes  the  prince, 
Even  auch  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband : 
And,  when  ahe  'a  froward,  peevish,  auUen,  sour, 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honest  will. 
What  is  she  but  a  foul  contending  rebel. 
And  graceless  traitor  to  her  loving  lord  7 

SM$,  Taming  ihe  Shrew, 
I  am  aaham^d,  that  women  are  so  simple 
To  offer  war  where  they  should  kneel  for  peace ; 
Or  seek  for  role,  aopremacy,  and  away. 
When  they  are  bound  to  aerve,  love,  and  obey. 

Sbakt.  Taming  the  Shrmo, 
Fye !  fje  I  nnknit  that  tiireat*ning  nnkind  brow ; 
And  dart  not  scornful  glances  from  thoae  eyes, 
Te  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  governor : 
It  biota  thy  beauty,  aa  froats  bits  the  meada; 
CSonfonnda  thy  fiune,  aa  whirlwinds  shake  fair 


And  in  no  aenae  is  meet,  or  amiable. 

Shake,  Taming  the  Shrew. 
Alas !  he  has  banishM  me  his  bed  already ; 
His  love,  too  long  ago :  I  am  old,  my  lords, 
And  all  the  fellowship  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  my  obedience.    What  can  happen 
^0  roe,  above  thia  wretchedness  7 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 
Happy  in  this,  she  is  not  yet  so  old 
But  she  may  learn ;  happier  than  this. 
She  is  not  bred  so  dull  but  she  can  learn ; 
Happiest  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  spirit 
Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed. 
As  from  her  k>rd,  her  governor,  her  king. 

Shake.  Merchant  ^  Vemee. 


Thy  husband  ia  thy  k»rd,  thy  life,  thy  keeper. 
Thy  head,  thy  aovereign  {  one  that  cares  for  thee, 
And  for  tliy  maintenance ;  commits  hia  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  sea  and  land ; 
While  thou  Iy*at  warm  at  home,  secure  and  aafo , 
And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  handa, 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience ;  — 
Too  little  payment  for  so  great  a  debt. 

Shake.  Taming  the  Shrcw^ 
My  noble  father, 
I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty : 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education ; 
My  life  and  education,  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you ;  you  are  the  lord  of  duly, 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter :  But  here  *b  my  hw* 

band; 
And  BO  much  duty  aa  my  mother  ahow*d 
To  yon,  preferring  you  before  her  father, 
So  mnch  I  challenge  that  I  may  profosa 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Shake.  OthelU. 

I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wifo ; 
Due  reference  of  place,  and  exhibition ; 
With  such  accommodation,  and  besort. 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Shake.  OtheUci 
As  for  my  wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another : 
The  third  o*  the  world  is  yours :  which  with  a 

snafOie 
You  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

Shake.  Antony  and  Cleopatra 
I  will  be  maater  of  what  is  mine  own : 
She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels ;  she  is  my  house. 
My  household  BiuS£,  my  6eld,  my  barn. 
My  horse,  my  ox,  my  ass,  my  any  thing ; 
And  here  she  stands,  touch  her  whoever  dare ; 
I  *11  bring  mine  action  on  the  proudest  he 
That  stops  my  way  in  Padua. 

Shake.  Taming  the  Shrew 
She  is  mine  own ; 
And  I  aa  rich  in  having  such'  a  jewel. 
As  twenty  seas,  if  all  their  sand  were  pearl. 
Hie  water  nectar,  and  the  rocks  pure  gold. 

Shake.  T\do  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 
Should  all  despair. 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themaelvcs. 

Shake.  Whier^e  TWi 

Give  me,  next  good,  an  understanding  wifo. 
By  nature  wise,  not  learned  by  much  art ; 
Some  knowledge  on  her  aide  will  all  my  lile 
More  scope  of  conversation  then  impart; 
Beaidea  her  mbom  virtue  fortify ; 
They  are  moat  good  who  best  know  why. 
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Ab  good  and  wise ;  so  the  be  fit  for  me, 
That  18,  to  will,  and  not  to  will  the  same 
Mj  wife  is  mj  adopted  self,  and  she 
As  me,  to  what  I  love,  to  love  most  frame. 
And  when  by  marriage  both  in  one  oonour, 
Woman  converts  to  man,  not  man  to  her. 

Sir  TftoffUM  Overhiry, 
The  sum  of  all  that  makes  a  jnst  man  happy 
Consists  in  the  well  choosing  of  his  wife ; 
And  there,  well  to  discharge  it,  does  require 
Equality  of  years;  of  birth,  of  fortane; 
For  beauty  being  poor,  and  not  cried  up 
By  birth  or  wealth,  can  truly  mix  with  neither. 
And  wealth,  when  there  *s  such  difference  in  years 
And  fiiir  descent,  must  make  the  yoke  uneasy. 

Maninger't  New  Way  to  Pay  Old  DebU. 
What  thou  bid'st. 
Unargued  I  obey ;  so  God  ordains ; 
God  is  thy  law !  thou  mine ;  to  know  no  more 
Is  woman's  happiest  knowledge,  and  her  praise. 
MiUon'9  Paradise  Lo$t, 
Sole  partner  and  sole  part,  of  aU  these  joys. 
Dearer  thyself  than  alL 

MiUon'M  Paradise  Lost 

'Vhy  likeness,  thy  fit  help,  thy  other  sel^ 
Thy  wish  exactly  to  thy  heart's  desire. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost. 

For  nothing  lovelier  can  be  fband 
In  woman,  than  to  study  household  good, 
And  good  works  in  her  husband  to  promote. 

MiUon's  Paradise  Lost, 
Of  earthly  good,  the  best  is  a  good  wife, 
A  bad — the  bitterest  curse  of  human  life. 

Anon. 
So  if  for  any  sins  of  ours, 
Or  our  forefathers*  higher  powers. 
Severe  though  just,  afflict  our  life 
With  that  prime  ill,  —  a  talking  wife 
Till  death  shall  bring  the  kind  relief 
We  must  be  patient ;  or  be  dea€ 

Prior's  Akna. 

A  pleasing  bosom-cheat,  a  specious  ill. 
Which  fidt  the  curse,  yet  covets  still  to  feeL 

PanMs  Uesiod, 

Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend, 
To  charm  the  &ncy,  and  to  fix  the  mind ; 
In  ker,  my  wife,  my  mistress,  and  my  fi-iend, 
T  taste  the  joys  of  sense  and  reason  join*d. 

ffatnmondm 

She  who  ne*er  answers  tiU  her  husband  cools ; 
Or,  if  she  rules  him,  never  shows  she  rules ; 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  submitting  svrays. 
Yet  has  her  humour  most,  when  she  obeys. 

Pope, 


Thus  day  by  day,  aod  month  by  moBtli,  vn  ]nflt| 
It  pleasM  the  Lord  to  take  my  apoosa  at  last. 
I  tore  my  gown,  I  aoil'd  my  locks  with  dost. 
And  beat  my  breaets,  as  wxetehed  widows  maakf 
Befere  my  faoe  my  handkerchief  I  spread. 
To  hide  the  flood  of  tears  I  did  — not  shed. 

Pops. 
A  wife  becomes  the  truest,  ^  tenderest  friend. 
The  balm  of  comfort,  and  the  source  of  joy  I 
Thro'  every  various  turn  of  life  the  same. 

Savage's  Sir  Thomas  Overfntry, 
Is 't  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  fiimines,  rise 
To  lash  our  crimes,  but  must  our  wives  be  wise  1 
Young's  Lace  rfFama» 
Can  she  be  faithful  to  her  luckless  lord 
Who  wiU  be  absent  in  afiiiction's  hour  7 
Is  it  not  then  the  lenient  hand  of  love 
Proves  its  best  office  ?  tlien  the  virtuous  wife 
Shines  in  the  fiill  meridian  of  her  truth* 
And  claims  her  part  of  sorrow. 

Hamrd's  King  Charles  /. 
'T  is  not  in  Hymen's  gay  propitious  hour, 
With  summer  beams  and  genial  breezes  blest* 
That  man  a  consort's  worth  approveth  best: 
*T  is  when  the  skies  with  gloomy  tempests  lour. 
When  cares  and  sorrows  all  their  torrents  poor* 
She  clasps  him  closer  to  her  hallow'd  breast, 
Pillows  his  head,  and  lays  his  heart  to  rest ; 
Drying  her  cheek  from  sympathetic  shower. 

George  Hay  Vrummondm 
Zounds,  lady!  do  not  give  such  heavy  bk>ws; 
I  'm  not  your  husband,  as  belike  yon  guese. 

Joanna  BailUe's  BaiiL 
Husband,  husband,  cease  your  strife^ 

Nor  laager  idly  rave,  sir ; 
'Tho'  I  am  your  wedded  wife, 

Yet  I  am  not  your  «lave,  sir. 

BitflM, 

Then  stopp'd  to  apeak  of  board,  and  what  for  life 
A  wife  would  cost — if  he  should  take  a  wife. 
Hardly  he  bargain'd,  and  so  much  desir'd* 
That  we  demurr'd. 

CrMe. 

My  bride. 
My  wife,  my  life.    O  we  will  walk  this  world, 
Yok'd  in  all  exercbe  of  noble  aim. 
And  so  through  those  dark  gates  across  the  wild 
That  no  man  knows. 

Tennyson^s  Prineem, 

Look  through  mine  eyes  with  thine,  true  wife. 
Round  my  true  heart  thine  arms  entwine : 

My  other,  dearer  life  in  life, 
Look  through  my  very  soul  with  thine ! 
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WlMit  Ui«  ftr  htr  wfaD  KvM  hor  fiflle  day, 
In  UmI  obedieaae,  lik«  to  those  divine, 
Who  to  her  lov*d,  her  earthly  lord  ean  say, 
*»God  is  thy  lav,  most  just,  and  thoa  art  mine.** 
Mn.  Maria  Bnoh. 
Thoa  wast  my  nurse  in  sickness,  and  my  com- 
forter in  health; 
So  g^entle  and  so  constant,  when  our  love  was  all 

our  wealth: 
Thy  voice  of  mosic  sooth'd  me,  love,  in  each  des- 

pondin|r  hour. 
As  heaven*B  honey-dew  consoles  the  bruisM  and 


broken  flower. 


Albert  Pike. 


Why  tarries  he  so  long,  while  she  —  that  one. 

So  fi>nd  and  true,  so  beautiful  and  brig^ht— • 
Now  sits  in  cheerless  watchfulness  alone, 

Waiting  his  coming  through  the  tedious  night? 
And  as  the  chimes  upon  the  distant  bell 

Mark  monmfuDy  and  sad  his  lingering  stay. 
Each  echoing  peal  seems  but  the  gloomy  knell 

Of  joys  departed,  pleasures  pass'd  away. 

Samud  D.  Pattermm, 
The  world  well  tried — the  sweetest  thing  in  life 
Is  the  miclouded  welcome  of  a  wife. 

WUUi'e  Lady  Jane, 

All  day,  like  some  sweet  bird,  content  to  sing 
In  its  small  cage,  she  moveth  to  and  fro  — 
And  ever  and  anon  will  upward  spring 
To  her  sweet  lips,  fresh  fiom  the  fount  below, 
The  murmur*d  melody  of  pleasant  thought. 
Light  hoQsehold  duties,  evermore  inwrought 
With  pleasant  fkncies  of  one  trusting  heart. 
That  lives  but  in  her  smile,  and  ever  turns 
To  be  refiresh*d  wfasra  one  pure  altar  boras ; 
Shot  out  fiom  hence  the  mockery  of  lifb. 
Thus  liveth  she  oonteat,  the  meek,  ibnd,  trusting 
wile.  Mn.E.Oak»Smilk 

Fall  well  I  know  the  generous  soul 

Whieh  warms  thee  into  fife. 
Each  spring  which  ean  its  powers  control 

Familiar  to  thy  wife— 
For  dream*8t  thou  she  had  stoop'd  to  bind 
Her  fate  unto  a  comfnon  mind? 
The  eagle-like  ambiticn,  nurs'd 
From  childhood  in  her  heart,  had  first 
Consum*d,  with  its  Promethean  flame, 
fhe  shrine,-* then  sank  her  so  to  shame. 

Jf ft.  Dimites. 

WINDS. 
Many  are  the  notes, 
Which  in  his  tunefiil  course  the  wind  draws  forth. 
From  rocks,  woods,  caverns,  heaths,  and  dashing 

Wordmoortk, 


Te  too^  ye  winds !  that  now  begin  to  blow. 
With  boisterous  sweep,  I  raise  my  voice  to  yon. 
Where  are  your  stores,  ye  powerful  beings !  say, 
Where  your  aerial  magazines  reserved. 
To  swell  the  brooding  terrors  of  the  storm  ? 
In  what  far  distant  region  of  the  sky, 
Hush*d  in  deep  silence,  sleep  ye  when  *t  is  calm  T 
Thonumi'e  Seaeone, 

The  wind  has  a  language,  I  would  I  could  learn ! 
Sometimes  *tis  soothing,  and  sometimes  His  stem. 
Sometimes  it  comes  like  a  low  sweet  song. 
And  all  things  grow  calm,  as  the  sound  floats  along. 
And  the  forest  is  lulled  by  the  dreamy  strain. 
And  slumber  sinks  down  on  the  wandering  main« 
And  its  crystal  arms  are  folded  in  rest. 
And  the  tall  ship  sleeps  on  its  heaving  breast 

Mise  Landon, 
And  it  beckons  the  leaves  with  its  viewless  hand. 
And  they  leap  from  their  branches  at  its  command. 
And  fbllow  its  footsteps  with  wheeling  feet. 
Like  fiiiries  that  dance  in  the  moonlight  sweet 

Jtftst  London, 
And  pauses  to  gather  its  fearful  breath. 
And  lifU  up  its  voice  like  the  angel  of  death  — 
And  the  billows  leap  up  when  the  summons  they 

hear. 
And  the  ship  flies  away,  as  if  winged  with  fear, 
And  the  onoouth  creatures  that  dwell  in  the  deep 
Start  up  at  the  sound  fitim  their  floating  sleep, 
And  career  through  the  water,  like  clouds  through 

the  night. 
To  share  in  the  tumult  their  joy  and  delight. 
And  when  the  moon  rises,  the  ship  is  no  n^ore. 
Its  joys  and  its  sorrows  are  vanish*d  and  o*er. 
And  the  fierce  storm  that  slew  it  has  faded  away. 
Like  the  dark  dream  that  flies  from  the  light  of 

the  day.  Miss  Landon^^ 

I  love  to  hear  the  high  winds  pipe  aloud. 
When  *gainst  the  leai^  nations  up  in  arms ; 
Now  screaming  in  their  rage,  now  shooting, 

proud  — 
Then  moaning,  as  in  pain  at  wmr*s  alarms: 
Then  sofUy  sobbing  to  unquiet  rest. 
Then  wildly,  hanhly,  breaking  forth  again 
As  if  in  scorn  at  having  been  reprast. 
With  marching  sweep  careering  o'er  the  plain* 

Anom 
The  momtain  wind!  most  spiritual  of  all 
The  wide  earth  knows— when,  in  the  sultry 
time 
He  stoops  him  ftom  his  vast  ceruiean  hall. 
He  seems  the  breath  of  a  celestial  clime. 
As  if  flrom  heaven's  wide^pen  gates  did  flow 
Health  and  reflreahment  on  the  world  bekiw. 

Bryani'M  P» 
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The  cool  wind, 
Thftt  stirft  the  strettm  in  play,  ifaaU  oone  to  thoe, 
Like  one  that  loves  theo,  nor  will  lot  thee  pan 
Ungreeted,  and  Aall  give  its  light  erabniee* 

Bryawtw  PeoM* 

Oh !  I  love  the  winds  when  they  spurn  control. 
For  they  suit  my  own  bond-hating  soul ; 
I  like  to  hear  them  sweeping  past. 
Like  the  eagle's  pinions,  free  and  fast. 

Miss  Eliza  Cook, 

Thoo  wind ! 
Which  art  tiie  unseen  similitude  of  GSod 
The  Spirit;  Hie  meet  meet  and  mightiest  sign  I 

BaUei^s  Fut9i9. 

Wind  !  thou  art  loyelike,  every  where ;  o'er  earth, 
O'er  ocean  triumphing,  and  aye  with  clouds, 
That  like  the  ghost  of  ocean's  billows  roll, 
Decking  or  darkening  Heaven. 

Bailey's  Festus. 

These  are  God's  blessed  ministers,  methinks. 

These  winds  that  whisper  to  the  heart 'subdued 
So  winningly,  that  still  the  sad  ear  drinks 
Their  messages  of  mercy  and  the  mood 
Grows  calm  and  unresentful  —  while  the  blight 
'  Passes  from  off  the  spirit,  that  but  late, 
Gloom'd  with  the  gloomy  progress  of  the  night. 
And  spake  defiance  to  the  will  of  fate. 

W,  O.  Simms, 

I  hear  the  winds  of  evening  moan 

Tlirough  ivied  towers  decay'd  and  old» 
Waving  their  tresses  o'er  the  stone 

In  desolation  doubly  cold ; 
Yet  when  o'er  thousand  leagues  they  blow. 

Beyond  this  twilight's  dusky  line. 
Their  wings  may  stoop  to  waken  low 

The  music  of  tlic  trysting  pine, 
And,  sighing  with  them  in  the  tree. 
My  heart  would  whisper  love  to  thee. 

•  J,  Bayard  Taylor's  Poems, 

How  aofUy  comes  the  summer  wind 

At  evening  o'er  the  hill  — 
For  ever  murmuring  of  tlicc. 

When  busy  crowds  are  still. 

Mrs,  Whitman, 

We  come !  we  oome !  and  ye  &el  onr  might. 
As  we  *fe  hastening  on  in  ow  boondless  flight, 
And  over  the  moonteine,  and  ever  the  deep, 
Chir  broad,  invisible  pinions  sweep, 
lake  the  spirit  of  Liberty,  wild  and  free ! 
And  ye  look  on  oar  works  and  own  'tis  «e; 
Vc  can  US  the  Winds ;  but  can  ye  tell 
Wbituef  we  go,  or  whero  we  dwell? 

Miss  Omdd^s  Pi 


—  Lift  op  ymr  hearts  to  Him  wlio  hinds 
Or  frees,  as  he  will,  the  obedient  winds. 

Miu  Omdd's  Psmst. 
Hark !  how  the  winds  ere  heaping 
llie  snow^iflj  eold  and  white! 

AUeeCare^ 

WINE. 

One  sip  of  this 
Win  bathe  the  drooping  spirits  in  delight 
Beyond  the  bliss  of  dreams.    Be  wise,  and  tasto. 

MiUon*s  Comus, 
O  madness,  to  think  use  of  strongest  wines 
And  strongest  drinks  our  chief  support  of  health, 
When  God  with  these  forbidden  made  choice  to 

rear 
Wm  mighty  cham]uon,  strong  above  compere. 
Whose  drink  was  only  from  the  liquid  brook. 

JftZf on't  SamMon  AgonisUs, 
Wine  fiUs  the  veins,  and  healths  are  understood 
To  give  our  friends  a  title  to  our  blood : 
Who,  naming  me  doth  warm  his  courage  so, 
Shows  for  my  sake  what  his  bold  hand  would  d& 

WmBer. 
Tis  pity  wine,  which  nature  meant 
To  man  in  kindness  to  present. 
And  give  him  kindly  to  caress 
And  cherish  his  frail  happiness. 
Of  equal  virtue  to  renew 
His  weary  mind  and  body  too, 
Should  (like  the  eider  tree  in  ESden, 
Which  only  grew  to  be  fbrUdden) 
No  sooner  came  to  be  enjoy'd. 
But  th*  owner's  fatally  destroy'd. 

BtUUr. 

Hard  are  the  laws  of  lovers  despotie  r«le, 
Aftd  ewty  joy  is  treble  bought  with  pein. 
Crown  we  the  goblet  then,  and  oaU  on  Baccfa«» 
Bscchus !  the  joUy  god  of  laughing  pleasures. 

Rsws'9  Ulysses, 

O  when  we  swallow  down 
Intoxicating  wine,  we  drink  damnation ; 
Naked  we  stand  the  sport  of  mocking  friends, 
Who  grin  to  see  our  noble  nature  vanquish'd. 
Subdued  to  beasts. 

C,  Johnson's  Writ's  Reich 

Let  aU  my  soldiers  quaff 
That  gen'rouB  juice,  by  juggling  priests  deny'd, 
Lest  it  should  help  to  whet  our  understandings, 
And  ripen  reason,  to  see  through  their  crafU. 

DarcyU  Ltne  and  Ambitisa, 
Ah !  sly  deeeiver ;  branded  o'er  and  o'er, 
Tet  BtiU  believ'd !  erulting  o'er  the  wreck 
Of  sober  tows. 

Armttnmg's  Art  sf  Frmsnmg  Hsshh. 


WnWBR. 
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Wine  cheera  the  sad,  rctiTet  the  oM,  iiMpfirei 
The  young',  makes  weariness  fbrget  his  toil, 
And  fear  her  danger :  opens  a  new  world 
When  this»  tha  preMnt,  ikHs. 


Wine  —  bring  wine ! 

Let  the  crystal  beaker  flame  and  shine, 

Brimming  o*er  with  tlie  draught  divine? 

Not  from  the  Rhine  — 

Not  from  fields  of  Burgundian  vine 

Bring  mo  the  bright  Olympian  wine ! 

J.  Bayard  Taylor's  Poemt, 

Wine  —  bring  wine 

Flushing  high  with  its  growth  divine, 

In  the  crystal  depth  of  my  soul  to  shine : 

Whose  glow  was  caught 

From  the  warmth  which  Fancy's  summer  brought 

To  the  vintage  fields  in  the  Land  of  Thought! 

J.  Bayard  Taylor. 

Rich  and  free 

To  my  thirsting  soul  will  the  goblet  be, 

PourM  by  the  Hebe  Poesy. 

J.  Bayard  Taylor, 


WINTER. 

Lastly  came  winter,  clothed  all  in  frize. 
Chattering  his  teeth  for  cold  that  did  him  chill ; 
Whilst  on  his  hoary  beard  his  breath  did  freeate, 
And  the  dull  drops  that  from  his  purple  bill 
As  fit>m  a  limbeck  did  adown  distill ; 
In  his  right  hand  a  tipped  staff  he  held. 
With  which  his  &eble  steps  he  stayed  still, 
For  he  was  flunt  with  cold  and  weak  with  eld, 
That  scarce  his  loosed  limbs  he  able  was  to  weld. 
8ptmm^9  Fawy  <)Msfti. 

The  wrathfiil  winter  hastening  on  apace. 
With  blustering  blasts  had  all  ybarM  the  trecn. 
And  old  Saturnus  with  his  fi^wty  fkce 
With  chining  cold  had  piercM  the  tender  green ; 
The  mantles  rent  wherein  enwrapped  been 
The  gladsome  groves,  that  now  lay  overthrown, 
The  tapets  torn,  and  ei'ry  tree  blown  down. 

Earl  of  Dorset  in  the  Mirror  for  MagiotraUs. 

Do  not  scorn 
My  age,  nor  think,  *cause  I  ai^[)ear  tbrloni, 
I  serve  ibr  no  use ;  't  is  my  sharper  breath 
Does  purge  gross  exhalations  firon  the  earth  x 
My  fiusts  and  snows  do  purify  the  air 
From  choking  fogs,  make  the  sky  dear  and  fkir : 
And  though  by  nature  cold  and  chill  I  be. 
Yet  I  am  warm  in  bounteous  charity. 

IWland  Dteka'M  Sfm*$  DaiUng. 


*T  is  done !  dread  Winter  spread  his  latest  glooma, 
And  reigns  tremendoos  o*er  the  eonquer'd  yemi. 
How  dead  the  Tegetable  kingdom  lies ! 
How  dumb  the  tuneful !  horror  wide  extends 
His  desolate  domain !    Behold,  fond  man ! 
See  here  thy  pictur*d  life :  pass  some  few  years. 
Thy   flowering    spring,    thy    summer's    ardent 

strength, 
Tliy  sober  autunm  fkding  into  age. 
And  pale  concluding  winter  comes  at  last, 
And  shuts  the  scene. 

Thonuon's  Seaoon*, 

Behold,  the  joyous  winter  days, 
FVosty,  Boeceed ;  and  thro*  the  blue  serene 
For  sight  too  fine,  the  ethereal  mitre  flies ; 
Killing  infectious  damps,  and  the  spent  air 
Storing  afi'esh  with  elemental  life. 

See  winter  comes,  to  rule  the  varied  year. 
Sullen  and  sad,  with  all  his  rising  train ; 
Vapours,  and  clouds,  and  storms. 

Thom$on*9  Seaoons. 
Oh  winter !  ruler  of  th'  inverted  year, 
Thy  scattered  hair  with  slcet-like  ashes  fill'd. 
Thy  breath  congeal'd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
Fring'd  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snows 
Than  those  of  age ;  thy  forehead  wrapt  in  clouds, 
A  leafless  branch  thy  sceptro,  and  thy  throne, 
A  sliding  car  indebted  to  no  wheels. 
But  urgM  by  storms  along  its  slipp'ry  way ; 
I  love  thee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  seem'st. 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art 

Cstoper's  Took 

I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights. 
Fire-side  enjoyments,  home-born  happiness, 
And  all  the  comforts  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  uadistorbM  retirement,  and  the  hours 
Of  long  uninterrupted  evening,  know. 

Coiepor*9  TaHBk 
Let  winter  come !  let  polar  spirits  sweep 
The  darkening  world  and  tempest-troubled  deep! 
HioQgh  boundless  snows  the  wither'd  heath  de^ 

Kim, 
And  the  dim  sun  scarce  wanders  thro'  the  stomi 
Yet  shall  the  smile  of  social  love  ropay 
With  mental  light  the  melaneholy  day  1 
And,  when  its  short  and  sullen  noea  is  o'as, 
The  ioe-ohain'd  watsn  slnmberiag  on  the  obion^ 
How  bright  the  ikgots  in  his  little  hole 
Blaase  on  the  hearth,  and  warm  the  pictor'd  waL 
CmmjM3?o  PUawrto  ofHoft, 
Whiter  than  tiie  mountain's  sleet 
Era  from  the  cloud  that  gave  it  birth, 
It  M,  and  caught  one  stain  of  earth. 


586 


WISDOM -WIT. 


"T  is  winter,  jet  there  if  no  eoond 

AJUmg  the  air 
Of  winds  upon  their  bsttle*froand, 

But  gently  therei 
The  snow  is  falling-,  — all  aroand 
How  &ir— how  fair! 

Ralph  Hoyt. 
The  keen,  dear  air— the  splendid  sight— 

We  waken  to  a  world  of  ice ; 
Where  all  things  are  enshrinM  in  light. 

As  by  some  genie's  quaint  device. 
*T  is  winter's  jubilee  —  this  day 

Ills  stores  their  countless  treasures  yield ; 
See  how  the  diamond  glances  play 
In  ceaseless  blaze  from  tree  and  field. 

AndrewB  NortotL 
Gently  as  lilies  shed  their  leaves, 

When  summer  days  are  fair, 
The  feathery  snow  comes  floating  down, 

Like  blossoms  on  the  air ; 
And  o*er  the  world  like  angcPs  wing 

Unfolding  soil  and  white. 
It  broods  above  the  brown,  sere  earth. 

And  fills  with  forms  of  light 
The  dead  and  desolate  domain, 
Where  Winter  holds  his  iron  reign. 

Mrs.  Hale, 

A  sable  pall  of  sky  —  tlie  billowy  hills 
Swath'd  in  the  snowy  robe  that  Winter  throws 
So  kindly  over  Nature ;  skeleton  trees 
Fring'd  with  rich  silver  drapery,  and  stream 
Dumb  in  its  frosty  chains. 

Strnfi  Poems, 

WISDOM. 
Wealth,  without  wisdom,  may  live  more  content. 
Than  wit*s  enjoyers  can,  debarr*d  of  wealtb 
All  pray  fi)r  riches,  but  I  ne*er  heard  yet 
Of  any  siaoo  Solomon  that  pray*d  for  wit 

Taikr'9  Hog  hath  Uel  id$  Pearl 
Excellent  morality !  O  the  vast  extent 
O*  th*  kingdom  of  a  wise  man!  soeh  a  mind 
Can  sleep  secure,  when  the  brine  kisses  the  moon. 
And  thank  the  courteous  storm  §u  rocking  him ! 

Barom*9  Mkrxa, 
O  wisdom !  if  thy  soft  control 
Can  soothe  the  sickness  of  the  soul. 
Can  bid  the  warring  passions  cease, 
Aud  breathe  the  calm  of  tender  peace  | 
Wisdom !  I  bless  thy  gentle  sway, 
And  ever,  ever  will  obey. 

jrf«.AntaiU: 

llie  heanng  and  the  training  of  a  cUld 
U  woman's  wisdom. 

2FVnwfM*#  jPfteciifL 


All  honnn  wisdom  to  diiino  is  lolly; 

This  tmth,  the  wisest  man  made  melancholy. 

Hie  wise  do  alwajrs  govern  their  own  fiitesi. 
And  fortmio  with  officious  seal  attends 
To  crown  their  enterprises  with  success. 

AhdicaUi  Prmee, 
Walk 
Boldly  and  wisely  in  that  light  thou  hast; 
There  is  a  hand  above  will  help  thee  on. 

Bailey* 9  FettuM, 

Wisdom  sits  alone. 
Topmost  in  heaven ; — she  is  its  light — ^its  God 
And  in  the  heart  of  man  she  sits  as  high  — 
Though  grovelling  minds  forget  her  oflentimes, 
Seeing  but  this  world's  idols.    The  pure  mind 
Sees  her  for  ever :  and  in  youth  we  come 
Filled  with  her  sainted  ravishment,  and  kneel. 
Worshipping  God  through  her  sweet  altar  fires. 
And  then  is  knowledge  **  good  !** 

WtBts*f  Po 


WIT. 
A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongoe 
Of  him  that  makes  it 

Shake.  Looe^e  Labaar  LeeL 

The  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks; 
Full  of  comparisons,  and  wounding  flouts ; 
Which  yon  on  all  estates  will  execute. 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit 

Shake.  Looe'e  Labour  LotL 

Short-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 

Shake,  Laoe'e  Labour  LooL 

Yon  wit  mains  wise  things  foolish ;  when  we 

greet 
With  eyes  best  seeming  heaven's  fieiy  eye, 
By  light  we  lose  light;  your  capacity. 
If  of  that  nature,  as  to  your  huge  store. 
Wise  things  seem  foolish,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 
Shake,  Love'e  Labour  LooL 

Bat,  indeed,  my  invention 
Comes  fiwn  my  pate,  as  bird-lime  does  from  fiim, 
It  plucks  out  brains  and  all. 

Shake,  OthdU. 

You  can 't  expect  that  they  should  be  great  wit% 

Who  have  small  purses,  they  usually 

Sympathise  together ;  wit  is  expensive* 

It  must  be  dieted  with  delicacies. 

It  must  be  snckled  with  the  richest  winesi 

Or  else  it  will  grow  flat  and  dull. 

HemUe^oPoorSchekr. 


WIT. 


80  get  70a  hei^ce  in  peace  *  and  tell  the  Daophin, 
Hie  jest  win  eavonr  but  of  shaDoiw  wit. 
When  thooflande  weep,  more  than  did  length  at  it. 
8hak9.  Hmry  F. 
*T  is  not  a  tale,  *t  is  not  a  jest, 
Admired  with  laughter  at  a  feast, 
Nor  florid  tdlc  which  can  that  title  gain. 
The  proofs  of  wit  for  ever  must  remain. 

Coiefay. 
Great  wits  have  only  been  preferred 
In  princes*  trains  to  be  interred, 
And,  when  the/  cost  them  nothing,  p]ao*d 
Among  their  fidlowers  not  the  last ; 
But  while  they  ]iv*d  were  far  enough 
From  all  admittances  kept  q£ 

BuOtr. 
Tho*  wit  never  can  bo  leam'd. 
It  maj  be  assum'd,  and  own'd,  and  eam'd, 
And  like  our  noblest  fruits,  improv*^; 
By  being  transplanted  and  removM. 

BvOer. 

An  wit  does  but  divert  men  from  the  road 
In  which  things  vulgarly  are  understood. 
And  force  mistake  and  ignorance  to  own 
A  hotter  sense  than  commonly  ia  known. 

BuOer. 
Too  much  or  too  little  wit 
l>o  only  render  the  owners  fit 
For  nothing,  but  to  be  undone 
Much  easier  than  if  they  *d  none. 

BuOer, 
A  man  of  quick  and  active  wit 
For  drudgery  is  more  unfit, 
Compar*d  to  those  of  duller  parts, 
Than  running-nags  to  draw  in  carts. 

Bttfbr. 
We  grant,  altho*  he  had  much  wit, 
IF  was  very  shy  of  using  it ; 
As  being  bath  to  wear  it  out. 
And  therefore  bore  it  not  about ; 
Unless  on  holy-days,  or  so, 
As  men  their  best  apparel  da 

Bv£^. 

Wit  like  tierce  claret,  when  *t  begins  to  pan, 
Neglected  Hes,  and  's  of  no  use  at  aU ; 
But,  in  its  fuU  perfection  of  decay. 
Turns  vinegar  and  comes  agam  in  play. 

RQehmUr* 
True  wit  is  everlasting,  like  the  sun. 
Which,  diough  sometimes  behind  a  cloud  retir*d. 
Breaks  out  again,  and  is  by  aU  admirM : 
A  flame  that  glows  amidst  eone^tione  fit, 
B*en  something  of  divine,  and  more  than  wit, 
Itself  unseen,  yet  aU  things  by  it  shown, 
]>eseribing  aU  men,  but  described  by  none. 


Wer  H  possible  ChU  wit  could  torn  a  penny* 
Poets  might  then  grow  rich  as  weQ  as  any : 
For  *tis  not  wit  to  havaa  great  estate. 
The  blind  effect  of  fortune  and  of  fhle; 
Since  oft  we  see  a  coxcomb  dull  and  vain. 
Brim  fhU  of  cash,  yet  empty  in  his  brain : 
Nor  is  it  wit  that  ra^kes  the  lawyer  prize 
His  dazzled  gown ;  its  knavery  in  disguise : 
Nor  is  it  wit  that  driUs  the  statesman  on 
To  waste  the  sweets  of  life,  so  quickly  gone : 
For  H  is  not  wit  that  brings  a  man  to  hanging. 
That  goes  not  further  than  a  harmless  bonging. 

Bucktnghattu 
Great  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near  allied. 
And  thin  partitions  do  thoir  bounds  divide ; 
Else  why  should  he,  with  wealth  and  honour  blest. 
Refuse  his  age  the  needful  hours  of  rest  7 
Punish  a  body  which  he  could  not  please ! 
Bankrupt  of  life,  yet  prodiga)  of  ease  7 
And  aU  to  leave  what  with  his  toil  he  won, 
To  that  unfeather*d  two  legg'd  thing — a  son. 

Drydtm. 

With  short  plummets  heav*n's  deep  weU  we  sound. 
That  vast  abyss  where  human  wit  is  drown*d. 
In  our  small  skiff  we  must  not  launch  too  far ; 
We  here  but  coasters,  not  discoverers,  are. 

DrfdetL 
How  hard  soe*er  it  be  to  bridle  wit, 
Yet  memory  ofl  no  loss  requires  the  bit. 
How  many  hurried  by  its  force  away. 
For  ever  in  the  land  of  gossips  stray ! 
Usurp  the  province  of  the  nurse  to  luU, 
Without  her  privilege  of  being  duU ! 
Tales  upon  tales  they  arise  ten  stories  high. 
Without  regard  to  use  or  symmetry. 

StMngfliet, 

The  rays  of  wit  gild  wheresoo'er  they  strike, 
But  are  not  therefore  fit  for  aU  atike ; 
They  charm  the  lively,  but  the  grave  ofiend. 
And  raise  a  foe  as  oflen  as  a  friend : 
Like  the  resistless  beams  of  blazing  light, 
Hat  elie«r  the  strong  and  pain  the  weakly  sight 

An  human  race  would  Mn  be  with. 
And  minions  miss  for  one  thst  hits : 
Young*s  universal  passion,  pride. 
Was  never  known  to  spread  so  wide. 


Unhappy  wit,  like  most  mistaken  things. 
Atones  not  for  that  envy  which  it  brings. 
In  youth  alone  its  empty  praise  we  boast: 
Bat  soon  the  shortJivM  vanity  is  lost , 
Like  some  fiur  flow*r  the  early  spring  supplies 
That  gaily  blooms,  but  e'en  in  bloonung  dies 
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WFFOHEfi. 


True  wit  n  Dature  to  advantsi^  drest, 
What  oft  was  thoo^ht,  but  De*er  io  well  exprait 
fiomctliing,  whose  truth  eonvineM  at  eight  we  find 
That  gives  qb  back  the  image  of  our  mind. 

Pcpe. 
Modest  plainness  sets  off  sprightly  wit, 
For  works  may  have  more  wit  than  docs  *em  good. 
As  bodies  perish  through  excess  of  blood. 

Pope. 
Some  to  conceit  alone  their  taste  confine, 
And  glittering  tlioughts  struck  out  at  evVy  line ; 
PlcasM  with  a  work  where  nothing  *s  just  or  fit ; 
One  glaring  chaos  and  wild  heap  of  wit 

Pope, 
Wit,  a  true  pagan,  deifies  the  brute. 
And  lifts  oar  swine-enjoyments  firom  the  mire. 

Fottf^s  Night  nmf[ht$. 
Sense  is  tm  helmet,  wit  is  but  the  plomfl, 
The  plume  expoees,  *t  is  oar  hehnet  saves. 
Sense  is  the  di'mond,  weighty,  solid,  sound ; 
When  out  by  wit,  it  casta  a  brighter  beam ; 
Yet,  wit  apart,  it  is  a  diamond  still. 

yottffg*«  Night  I%mghU. 

Who,  ibr  the  poor  renown  of  being  smaft» 
Would  leave  a  sting  within  a  biother*s  heart? 

ye«ng*f  Loot  9f  Fame, 
As  in  smooth  oil  the  razor  best  is  whet. 
So  wit  is  by  politeness  sharpest  set. 
Their  want  of  edge  firom  tlietr  ofibnoe  is  seen, 
Both  pain  us  least  when  exquisitely  keen ; 
The  fiime  men  give  is  ibr  the  joy  they  find ; 
Doll  is  the  jester  when  the  joke*s  unkind. 

Ysttii^**  Laoe  ef  Fame. 
Wit  makes  an  enterpriser;  sense  a  man. 
Wisdom  is  rare — wit  abounds. 
Passion  can  give  it ;  sometimes  veins  inspires 
The  lucky  flash,  and  madness  rarely  fkils. 

Ymng, 
Prudence  protcctB  and  guides  us;  wit  betrays; 
A  splendid  source  of  ill  ten  thousand  ways; 
A  certain  snare  to  miseries  immense ; 
A  gay  prerogative  from  common  sense ; 
Unless  strong  judgment  that  wild  thing  can  tame. 
And  break  to  paths  of  virtue  and  of  fame. 

The  pride  of  nature  would  as  soon  admit 
IJompetitors  in  empire  as  in  wit ; 
Onward  they  rush  at  famc*8  imperious  call. 
And  less  than  greatest,  would  not  be  at  alL 

Chwkm. 


WITCHES  and  WITCHCRAFT. 

For  he  by  words  could  call  out  of  the  sky 
Both  sun  and  moon,  and  make  them  him  obey : 
'Dm  land  to  sea,  and  sea  to  mam-land  dry. 
And  darksom  night  he  eke  could  turn  to  day; 


Huge  hosts  of  men  be  eonld  alone  dismay. 
And  hosts  of  men  of  meanest  things  oould  fiams^ 
Whenso  he  Kst  his  enemies  to  fray, 
That  to  this  day  ibr  terror  of  his  fame 
The  fiends  do  quake,  when  any  him  to  them  does 
name.  Speneet^t  Fairy  Queen, 

What  are  these. 
So  witherM  and  so  wild  in  their  attire ; 
That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o*  the  earth. 
And  yet  are  on  H  f 

Shak$,  MacbeUL 

I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  profess, 
Howe*er  you  came  to  know  it,  answer  me : 
Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Against  the  churches;  though  the  yesty  n^ves 
Conftund  and  swallow  navigation  up; 
Though  bladed  com  be  lodgM,  and  trees  bhnm 


Though  castles  topple  on  their  warder's  heads ; 

Tliough  palaces,  and  pyramids,  do  slope 

Their  heads  to  their  foundations ;  tlioagli  the  tre»> 

sure 
Of  nature's  germins  tumble  all  together, 
Even  till  destroetien  sioken,  answer  me 
To  what  I -k  you.  Sh.H.  MmML 

If  you  can  look  into  the  seeds  of  time. 
And  say  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will 

not; 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear. 
Your  fiivours,  nor  your  hates. 

Shake.  MocMl 

How  now,  you  secret,  black,  and  midnight  hags? 
Whatis*tyoudo7 

Shake,  Maeheth, 

Say  from  whence 
Yon  owe  this  strange  intelligence  7  or  why 
Upon  this  blasted  heath  you  stop  our  way 
With  such  prophetic  greeting  7  speak,  I  char^ 

you.  Shake,  Madtelk, 

Pour  in  sow*s  blood,  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow ;  grease,  that's  sweaten 
From  tlie  murderer's  gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  flame. 

Shake.  Mmebetk 

When  shall  we  three  meet  again, 
In  tlmnder,  lightning,  or  in  rain. 

Shake.  MmcbeOL 

And  be  the  juggling  fiends  no  more  believed. 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  sense ; 
That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear. 
And  break  it  to  our  hope. 


Inflected  be  the  air  wherein  they  ride ; 
And  damn*d  all  those  that  trust  them ! 

Shako,  MaebedL 


woiuar. 
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I     I  never  had  lo  do  wiUi  wioked  apirili ; 
Bot  jFoa— >that  wre  pelted  with  your  liutei 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltless  hlood  of  innocents, 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thousand  vices,— 
Because  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have. 
Yon  judge  k  straight  a  tiling  impossible 
To  compass  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 

SkakM,  Henry  VL    Part  I. 
I  spyM  a  witherM  hag  with  age  grown  double, 
Picking  dry  sticks,  and  mumbUng  to  herself; 
Her  eyes  with  scalding  rheum  were  gall'd  and  red, 
Cold  palsy  shook  her  head,  her  hands  seemM 

withered. 
And  on  her  crook*d  sbouHers  had  she  wrap*t 
The  tatter*d  remnants  of  an  old  stripM  haUging, 
Which  serv'd  to  keep  her  carcass  from  the  cold. 
'Olioay*«  OrphML 
These  midnight  hags, 
By  force  of  potent  speUs,  of  bk)ody  characters, 
And  conjurations,  horrible  to  hcar« 
Can  fiends  and  spectres  from  the  yawning  deep, 
And  sot  the  ministers  of  hell  at  work. 

She  said,  and  rai^d  her  skinfiy  band 
As  in  defiance  to  high  heaven, 
And  stretchM  her  long  lean  finger  forth. 
And  spake  aloud  the  words  of  power. 

Sottthey'M  Tialaba, 
I  have  led 
A  life  too  stirring  for  those  vague  beliefs 
That  superstition  builds  in  solitude. 

Jftss.  IjandoiL 
Our  witches  are  no  longer  old, 
And  wrinkled  beldames,  Satan-sold, 
But  young  and  gay  and  laughing  creatures, 
With  the  heart*8  sunshine  on  their  features ; 
Their  sorcery — the  light  which  dances 
When  the  raised  lid  unveils  its  glances. 
And  the  low-breathed  and  gentle  tone 
Faintly  responding  unto  ours, 
SoA,  droam-like  as  a  iiiiry's  moaa, 
Abcyvo  its  nightly  ciosing  fiowcM. 

Whittkr. 


WOMAN. 

Ye  gentle  ladies !  in  whose  sovereign  power 
Love  faath  the  gk>ry  of  his  kingdom  lefU 
And  the  hearts  of  men,  as  your  eternal  dower, 
In  iron  chains  of  liberty  bereil, 
Delivered  hath  unto  your  hands  by  gift. 
Be  well  aware  how  you  the  same  do  use, 
That  pride  do  not  to  tyranny  you  lift. 
Lest  if  m«fi  }»u  of  cruelty  accuse, 
Ue  firom  joa  talie  that  chicfdom  which  ye  do 
Spemer^M  Fairy  Queem^ 


Trust  not  the  treason  of  those  smiling  looks. 
Until  ye  have  their  guileful  trains  well  trodo. 
For  they  are  Ukex\  unto  golden  hooks, 
That  from  the  foolish  fish  their  bates  do  hide. 

Spenser, 
But  who  can  tell  what  cause  had  that  fair  maid 
To  use  him  so,  that  k)ved  her  so  well  7 
Or  who  with  blame  can  justly  her  upbraid. 
For  loving  not  —  for  who  can  love  compel 
And  sooth  to  say,  it  is  fboUhardy  thing 
Rashly  to  whiten  creatures  so  divine  7 
For  demigods  they  be,  and  first  did  spring 
From  heaven,  though  graft  in  frailness  feminine. 

Spenser, 

Men*s  due  deserts  each  reader  may  recite. 
For  men  of  men  do  make  a  goodly  show. 
But  women's  works  con  never  come  to  light ; 
No  mortal  man  their Hamous  acts  may  know; 
No  writer  wxH  a  little  time  bestow, 
The  worthy  acts  of  vTomeu  to  repeat; 
Though  their  renown  and  the  deserts  be  great. 

Mimrfor  Magisiratsi, 
A  woman  mov*d  is  like  a  fountain  troubled. 
Muddy,  ill-iseeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty; 
And,  while  it  is  so,  none  so  dry  or  thirsty 
Will  deign  to  sip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 

Shaks.  Taming  iks  Shrew» 
Why  are  our  bodies  soft,  and  weak,  and  smooth, 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  wctrld ; 
But  that  our  soil  conditions,  and  our  hearts, 
Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts. 

Shaks.  Taming  the  Shre^ 
Women  are  soft,  mild,  pitifiU,  and  flexible ; 
Thou — stem,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorseless. 

Shaks.  Henry  VJ.    Part  Hi. 
*T  is  beauty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud : 
But,  God  he  knows,  thy  share  thereof  is  small : 
*Tis  virtue  that  doth  make  them  most  admir'd; 
The  contrary  doth  make  tlice  wonder*d  at 

Shaks.  Henry  VI.    Part  Hi 

A  woman  impudent  and  mannisli  grown 
Is  not  more  loathM,  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  action. 

Shaks.  TraUus  and  Cressida, 

Disdain  and  scorn  ride  sparkling  in  her  eyes, 
Misprising  what  tlicy  look  on ;  and  her  wit 
Values  itself  so  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  else  seems  weak :  she  cannot  love. 
Nor  take  no  shape  nor  project  of  affection, 
She  is  so  self-endear*d. 

Shaks.  Much  Ado  about  Noththg 
We  cannot  fight  far  love  as  men  may  do ; 
We  should  be  woo*d,  and  were  not  made  to  woe 
Shaks.  Midsnmmer  NighCs  Drram. 
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WOMAN. 


When  maidens  roe, 
Men  give  like  gods:  but  when  they  weep  «n4 

kneel, 
All  their  petitiou  are  as  freely  theirs 
As  they  themselves  would  owe  them. 

Shaki,  Meaiurefor  Jfeofurs, 

In  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  speechless  dialect, 
Such  as  moves  men. 

SJuiks,  Meamitefor  Mmmtn. 

1  g^rant  I  am  a  woman ;  but  withal, 
A  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife : 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman ;  but  withal, 
A  woman  wcll-reputed ;  Cato^s  daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex. 
Being  so  father'd  and  so  husbanded  7 

Shakt.  JtdiuM  Ca$ar, 

You,  that  have  so  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you. 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart ;  which  ever  yet 
Affected  eminence,  wealth,  sovereignty. 

Shak$.  Henry  VIIL 

Maids  in  modesty  say  iVb,  to  that 
Which  they  would  have  the  profferer  construe  — 
Aye,        Shaki,  Two  OeniUmen  of  Verona, 
I  have  no  other  but  a  woman's  reason ; 
I  think  him  so^  because  I  think  him  so. 

Shaktpeart. 

One  woman  reads  another's  character. 
Without  the  tedious  trouble  of  decyphering. 

JonmnCa  New  Inn, 

What  a  plague 
Of  varied  torture  is  a  woman's  heart ! 
How  like  a  peacock's  tail,  with  diff 'rent  lights 
They  differ  from  themselves !  the  very  air 
Alters  the  aJspen  humours  of  their  bloods. 
Now  excellent  good,  now  super-excellent  bad. 

Sir  OUes  Goo§e»Cap, 

He  is  a  parricide  to  his  mother's  name, 

And  with  an  impious  hand  murthers  her  fame. 

That  wrongs  the  praise  of  women;  that  dares 

wnte 
Libels  on  saints,  or  with  foul  ink  requite 
The  milk  they  lent  us :  better  sex,  command 
To  your  defence,  my  more  religious  hand 
At  sword  or  pen ;  yours  was  the  nobler  birth ; 
lor  you  of  man  were  made,  man  but  of  earth, 
The  son  of  dust 

Randa^'M  PraUe  tf  Women, 

Virtue  sure 
Were  bUnd  as  fortune,  should  she  choose  the  poor 
Kough  cottage,  man,  to  live  in,  and  despise 
Tc  dwell  m  you,  the  stately  edifice. 

Mandc^*$  PraJts  ^  Wi 


Why  in  this  work  did  the  creation  rest| 
But  that  eternal  Providence  ihongbt  jaa  beel 
Of  all  his  six  days' labour  7    BeaaU  shonld  do 
Homage  to  man,  but  man  shall  wait  on  jwl 
You  are  of  a  oomelier  sight,  of  daintier  touch, 
A  tender  flesh,  and  odour  bright,  and  such 
As  Pariam  see  in  marble ;  skin  more  (air. 
More  glorious  head,  and  far  more  glorious  hair , 
Eyes  full  of  grace  and  quickness ;  purer  roses 
Blukh  in  your  cheeks ;  a  milder  white  composes 
Your  stately  fronts ;  your  breath  more  sweet  than 

his 
Breathes  spice,  and  nectar  drops  at  ev'ry  kiss. 

Rundolph'9  PraUe  ef  WcmoL 
Thus  perfect  creatures,  if  detraction  rise 
Against  year  sex,  dispute  but  with  your  eyes. 
Your  liand,  your  lip,  your  brow,  there  will  be  sent 
So  subtle  and  so  strong  an  argument, 
Will  teach  the  Stoic  his  auction  toOi 
And  call  the  Cynic  from  his  tub  to  woo. 

Randdfh'9  Prstse  of  Womtik 
She  show'd  that  her  soft  sex  oonteins  stovng  niin<h| 
Such  as  evap'rates  through  the  coarser  male; 
As  through  ooane  slane  elixir  passage  finds, 
Which  scarce  through  finer  crystal  can  e^diale. 

Sir  W.  DaoenanfM  GottdSberL 
A  woman's  wiU 
Is  not  so  strong  in  anger,  as  her  skilL 

Sir  W,  DavenanCM  Aibodne, 
Oh  what  a  feeble  fort 's  a  woman's  heart, 
Betray'd  by  nature,  and  besieg'd  by  art! 

Fane's  Looe  m  the  Dark, 
No  woman  takes  herself  to  be  a  moncter : 
Yet  she  would  be  so,  if  her  eyes  were  stan. 
Her  lips  of  roses,  and  her  fiice  of  lilies: 
Why,  traps  were  made  for  foxes,  gins  for  haies, 
lime-twigs  for  birds,  and  lies  and  oaths  for  women. 

Fanei^9  Sacrifice, 
O  women,  men's  subduers ! 
Nature's  extremes,  no  mean  is  to  be  had. 
Excellent  good  or  infinitely  bad. 

DanayorfeKiagJdmandMatiUm, 
He's  a  fed,  who  thinks  by  force,  or  akill. 
To  turn  the  current  of  a  woman's  will 

7\ilte*#  Adventitre$  effivc  Hours. 

For  contemplation  he  and  valour  form'd. 
For  softness  she  and  sweet  atmottve  gimoe, 
He  for  God  only,  she  for  God  and  him. 

MOlon's  Pmrwima  LatU 
Thva  it  Shan  befid 
Him  who  to  worth  in  woman  overtanung 
Lets  her  will  rule:  rsekraint  she  will  not  bnok. 
And  left  to  herself  if  evil  thence  enmie^ 
She  first  his  weak  indulgence  will  aeoon. 


WOMAN. 
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O  ftimt  of  ereatioD,  last  wad  best 
Of  all  Hod's  works,  crsature  in  whom  ezodTd 
Whatcrer  ean  to  si^ht  or  thought  be  ibrmM, 
H(jy,  tfiritte,  good,  amiable,  or  sweet ! 

Jlfi2to)i*s  Pmradme  LwL 

O  why  did  God, 
Creator  wise,  that  peopled  highest  Iieaven 
With  spirit  masculine,  create  at  last 
This  novelty  on  earth,  this  fair  defect 
Of  nature  7 

MiJton*t  Paradi$€  Lwt. 

Ladies,  though  to  your  conquering  eyes 

Love  owes  its  chiefest  victories. 

And  borrows  those  bright  arms  from  you 

With  which  he  does  the  world  subdue ; 

Yet  you  yourselves  are  not  above 

The  empire  nor  the  griefs  of  love.  ' 

Then  wrack  not  lovers  with  disdain. 

Lest  love  on  you  revenge  their  pain ;    ' 

Yon  are  not  free,  because  you  *re  fair, 

The  boy  did  not  his  mother  spare : 

lIxNigh  beauty  be  a  killing  dart. 

It  is  no  armour  lor  the  heart 

Sir  George  Etherege, 

Many  are  i.i  each  region  passing  fair 
As  the  noon^ky ;  more  like  to  goddesses 
Than  mortal  creatnre,  graceful  and  discreet, 
Expert  in  ara*rous  arts,  enchanting  tongues 
Persuasive,  virgin  majesty,  with  mild 
And  sweat  aliay*d,  yet  terrible  t*  approach, 
Skill*d  to  retire,  and  in  retiring  draw 
Hearts  afUr  them  tangled  in  amorous  nets. 

MiUon'9  Paradite  Regauied, 

Yon  wound,  like  Parthiana,  while  you  fly, 
And  kill  with  a  retiring  eye ; 
Retire  the  more,  the  more  we  press. 
To  draw  ns  into  ambushes. 

Btttler*»  HudtbroM. 

O  woman !  lovely  woman !  nature  made  you. 
To  temper  man :  we  had  been  brutes  without  you. 
Angels  are  painted  fkir,  to  look  like  yon ; 
Hiere  *s  in  you,  all  that  we  believe  of  heaven : 
Amazing  brightness,  parity,  and  truth. 
Eternal  joy,  and  everlasting  love. 

Otuny's  Veniee  Pre$eroed. 
They  call*d  lor  tea  and  choeolatOi 
And  fell  into  their  usual  chat,  i 

Discoursing,  with  important  faesy 
On  ribbons,  fitns,  and  gloves,  and  lace. 

SwifV9  Cademis  and  Vaneasa. 

Beshrew  my  heart,  but  it  is  wondering  strange ; 
Sure  there  is  something  more  than  witeherafi  in 

them, 
Thst  masters  ev*n  the  wisest  of  ns  all. 

Roue^9  Jan$  Skor$. 


How  poor  a  thing  is  he,  how  worthy  sooni. 
Who  leaves  the  guidance  of  imperial  manhood 
To  such  a  paltiy  piece  of  stuff  as  this ! 
A  moppet  made  of  prettiness  and  pride ; 
That  oftener  does  her  giddy  fancies  change. 
Than  glittering  dew-drops  in  the  sun  do  colours. 
Rowe't  Jane  Shore 
A  creature  fond  and  changing,  fair  and  vain. 
The  creature  woman,  rises  now  to  reign. 
New  beauty  blooms,  a  beauty  fbrm'd  to  fly ; 
New  kive  begins,  a  love  produced  to  die ; 
Kew  parts  distress  the  troubled  scene  of  life. 
The  fondling  mistress,  and  the  ruling  wife. 

PamdPe  Hemod, 
Women  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight ; 
A  female  sloven  is  an  odious  sight 

Young'e  Looe  rfFame. 
O  my  shame ! 
I  sue,  and  sue  in  vain ;  it  is  most  just : 
When  women  sue,  they  sue  to  be  deny'd. 

Yaunde  Revenge 
In  life,  how  weak,  how  helpless,  is  a  woman ! 
Soon  hurt,  in  happiness  itself  unsafe. 
And  often  wounded,  while  she  plucks  the  rose        i, 
So  properly  the  object  of  afiliction. 
That  heav*n  is  pleasM  to  make  distress  becon^A 

her. 
And  dresses  her  most  amiably  in  tears. 

Youf^**  Revenge, 

So  the  gay  lady,  with  excessive  care, 
Borrows  the  pride  of  land,  of  sea,  and  air  : 
Furs,  pearls  and  plume,  the  glittering  thing  dis- 
play*. 
Dazzles  our  eyes,  and  easy  hearts  betrays. 

Oafe  Rural  ^fsrfs. 
Who  trusts  himself  to  woman,  or  to  waves. 
Should  never  hazard  what  he  fears  to  lose :  . 

For  he  that  ventures  all  his  hopes  like  me. 
On  the  frail  promise  of  a  woman*s  smiles, 
Like  me  will  be  deceived,  and  curse  his  folly. 

Oldmixon^t  Gooemor  of  Cyprus. 
And  yet  believe  me,  good  as  well  as  ill. 
Woman  *s  at  best  a  contradiction  still. 
Heaven  when  it  strives  to  polish  all  it  can 
Its  last  best  work,  but  forms  a  softer  man ; 
Picks  from  each  sex,  to  make  the  fevourite  blesi, 
Your  love  of  pleasure,  our  desire  of  rest 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  general  rules 
Your  taste  of  fellies,  with  our  soom  of  ibols 
Reserve  with  iirankneas,  art  with  truth  allied 
Conrage  with  aotbiess,  modesty  with  pride  * 
Fix*d  principles,  with  fancy  ever  new; 
Shakes  all  tpgether,  and  produoes-- -yon. 

Pope^o  Moral  Bmohs 
2L 


WOMAN. 


Ah !  friend !  to  da^e  let  the  yain  deeigfn ; 

To  raise  the  thought,  and  toneh  the  heart,  he  thine ! 

That  rharm  ahall  g^w,  while  that  &tigiie8  the 

ring. 
Flaunts  and  goes  down«  an  unregarded  thing  • 
So  when  the  Bun*6  broad  beam  has  tired  the  sight, 
All  mild  ascends  the  moon's  more  sober  tight. 
Serene  in  virgin  modesty  she  shines, 
And  nnobscrvM,  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Pope^t  Moral  EtBoy. 
Yet  mark  the  ikte  of  a  whole  sex  of  qneens ! 
Power  all  their  end,  but  beauty  all  the  means : 
In  youth  they  conquer  with  so  wild  a  rage, 
As  leaves  fliem  scarce  a  subject  in  their  age : 
For  foreign  glory,  foreign  joy  they  roam. 
No  thought  of  peace  or  happiness  at  home. 

Pope^9  Moral  Etmya* 
When  love  once  pleads  admission  to  our  hearts, 
In  spite  of  all  the  virtue  we  can  boast. 
The  woman  that  deliberates  is  lost 

Addi9oiCs  Cato. 
Ten  thousand  curses  fasten  on  *em  both ! 
Now  will  this  woman,  with  a  single  glance, 
Undo  what  I  *ve  been  lab*ring  all  this  while ! 

Addisoii^a  Cato, 
Oh,  wretched  woman !  oh,  defenceless  sex ! 
Of  the  whole  animated  race  most  helpless. 
We  purchase  slavery  with  wealth  and  honours ; 
And  when  we  take  a  husband,  buy  a  tyrant ; 
A  stern  domestic  foe ;  morose,  unjust ; 
Bound  by  no  law  himself)  and  yet  demanding 
A  strict  obedience  from  the  frail  and  weak. 

C,  J6hiwnC$  Mtioa. 
I  am  a  woman !  nay,  a  woman  wronged ! 
And  when  our  sex  from  injuries  take  fire, 
Our  soilness  turns  to  fury  —  and  our  thoughts 
Br<«the  vengeance  and  destruction. 

Savage'8  Sir  Thomas  Overbury. 
Not  cv'n  the  soldier's  fury,  rais'd  in  war. 
The  rage  of  tyrants,  when  defiance  stings  'em ! 
The  pride  of  priests,  so  bloody  when  in  power  ! 
Are  half  so  dreadful  as  a  woman's  vengeance. 

Savage*M  Sir  Thamao  Overhury, 
Grief  is  the  unhappy  charter  of  omr  sex ; 
The  gods  who  gave  us  readier  tears  to  shed, 
i^ve  us  more  cause  to  shod  them. 

Whitehoad'M  Creuia, 
Seek  to  be  good,  but  aim  not  to  be  great ; 
A  woman's  noblest  station  is  retreat : 
Iler  fairest  virtues  fly  from  public  sight; 
Domestic  worth,— -that  shuns  too  strong  a  light 

LordLtfUleUm. 
One  only  care  your  gentle  breasts  should  move, 
Th*  important  bus'ness  of  your  lifb  is  love. 

Lord  LyttUum. 


To  train  the  foliage  o'er  the  snowy  lavm ; 
To  guide  the  pencil,  turn  the  tunefU  page; 
To  lend  new  flavour  to  the  fruitful  year. 
And  heighten  nature's  dainties ;  in  their  rvM 
To  rear  the  graces  into  second  life ; 
To  give  society  its  highest  taste ; 
Well-ordered  home  man's  best  delight  to  make 
And  by  submissive  wisdom,  modest  skill. 
With  every  gentle  care-eluding  art. 
To  raise  the  virtues,  animate  the  bliss. 
And  sweeten  alt  the  toils  of  human  lifo :  — 
This  be  the  female  dignity  and  praise. 

Thomson  V  iSeatefiv 
Simple  woman 
Is  weak  in  intellect,  as  well  as  frame. 
And  judges  often  from  the  partial  voice 
That  soothes  her  wishes  most 

SmoOetVs  RegUidt, 
O  v.t>man ! 
Such  is  thy  varying  nature,  that  the  waves 
Are  not  more  fluctuating  than  thy  opinion,        ' 
Nor  sooner  are  displac'd. 

Havai-d'i  King  Ckaxiei  L 

Why,  what  a  wilful,  wayward  thing  is  woman ! 
Even  in  their  best  pursuits  so  loose  of  soul. 
That  every  breath  of  passion  shakes  their  flrame, 
And  every  fancy  turns  them. 

Franeiti'o  Rigmria. 

Woman's  grief  is  like  a  summer  storm. 
Short  as  it  is  violent 

Joaima  Ilst0k>t  JBosa 

I  have  no  skill  in  woman's  changeful  moods. 
Tears  without  grief  and  smiles  without  a  joy. 

Maturin'M  Bertram, 
Ladies,  like  towns  besieg'd,  for  honour's  sake, 
Will  some  defence,  or  its  appearance,  make. 

Crahbi, 
The  world  was  sad  !  —  the  garden  was  a  wild ! 
And  man,  the  hermit,  sigh'd — till  woman  smiled. 
CampbeWi  Pleasurea  ^Hopa 
And  say,  without  our  hopes,  without  oar  foars, 
Without  the  home  that  plighted  love  endears. 
Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  won. 
Oh !  what  were  man  7 — a  world  without  a  sun** 
CampbdPs  Ploagurta  of  Hofs 
For  she  was  timid  as  the  wintry  flower. 
That  whiter  than  the  snow  it  blooms  among. 
Droops  its  fair  head  submissive  to  the  power 
Of  every  angry  blast  which  sweeps  along. 
Sparing  tlie  lovely  trembler,  while  the  strong 
Majestic  tenants  of  the  leafless  wood 
It  levels  low.    But  ah !  the  pitying  song 
Must  tell  how,  than  the  tempest's  self  more  rude. 
Fierce  wrath  and  cruel  hate  their  suppliant  prey 
pursued.  JIfrt.  TigM9  Ptydm, 
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Usb  wiui  ycNif 
Glowi  in  the  brain  and  danoes  in  the  arteries ; 
T  is  like  the  wine  tome  joyoiiB  gaieai  bath  quaff 'd 
That  glade  the  heart  and  elevatee  the  &ncy. 

Old  Platf,    AfOiquary, 

In  peasant  life  we  migpht  have  known 
As  iliir  a  lace,  as  sweet  a  tone ; 
But  village  notes  could  ne*er  supplj 
That  rich  and  varied  melody, 
And  ne*er  in  cottage  maid  was  seen 
The  easy  dignity  of  mien, 
Claiming  respect,  yet  waving  state. 
That  marks  the  daughters  of  the  great. 

ScoU*$  Rckeby. 
But  now  Matilda*s  accents  stole 
On  the  dark  visions  of  their  soul, 
And  bade  their  mournful  musings  fly, 
Like  mist  before  the  zephyr's  sigh. 

8coif$  Rokeby. 

O,  woman !  in  our  hours  of  ease. 
Uncertain,  coy,  and  hard  to  please. 
And  variable  as  the  shade  . 

By  the  light  quivering  aspen  made ; 
When  pain  and  anguish  wring  the  brow, 
A  ministering  angel  then. 

Seod'M  JMbnnioik 

Still  panting  o'er  a  crowd  to  reign. 
More  joy  it  gives  to  woman's  breast 
To  make  ten  frigid  coxcombs  vain, 
Than  one  tme  manly  lover  blest ! 

Moon, 
Away,  away— yoa're  all  the  same, 
A  fluttering,  smiling,  jilting  throng ! 
Oh,  by  my  soul  I  bum  with  ahame. 
To  think  I  've  been  your  slave  so  long ! 

moore. 
Away,  away — yonr  smile's  a  cnrse; 
Oh,  blot  me  from  the  race  of  men. 
Kind  pitying  heaven !  by  death  or  worse,  ' 

Before  I  love  such  things  again. 

Moore, 
And  nymphs  were  there,  whose  very  eyes 
BecmM  almost  to  exhale  in  sighs ; 
Whose  every  little  ringlet  thriil'd, 
A4  if  with  soul  and  passion  fill'd ! 

MOOTB, 

Oh,  what  a  pure  and  sacred  thing 
(s  beauty,  curtoin'd  from  the  sight 
Of  the  gross  world,  illumining 
One  only  mansion  with  her  light : 
Unseen  by  man's  disturbing  eye  — 
The  flower  that  blooms  beneath  the  sea 
Too  deep  for  sun-beams,  doth  not  lie 
Hid  in  more  chaste  obscurity ! 

itfoore'e  LaOa  BoM. 


Yet  was  there  tight  areond  her  brow, 

A  holiness  in  those  dark  eyes. 

Which  show'd — though  wandering  earthward 

now  — 
Her  spirit's  home  was  in  the  skies. 
Yes — for  a  spirit,  pure  as  hers. 
Is  always  pure,  e'en  while  it  errs ; 
As  sunshine  broken  in  the  rill. 
Though  tnm'd  aetray,  is  sunshine  still ! 

Moon's  LdUa  Rookh. 
New  Eves  in  all  her  daughters  came, 
As  strong  to  charm,  as  weak  to  err. 
As  sure  of  man  through  praise  and  blame, 
Whate'er  they  brought  him,  pride  or  shame. 
Their  still  unreasoning  worshipper — 
And  wheresoe'er  they  smird,  the  same 
Enchantress  of  both  soul  and  frame, 
Into  whose  hands  from  first  to  last, 
This  world  with  all  its  destinies, 
Devotedly  by  heaven  seems  cast. 
To  sate  or  damn  it  as  they  please  I 

Moore^o  Lov€$  of  the  Aagd$» 
Raptur'd  he  quits  each  dozing  sage,' 
Oh  woman !  for  thy  lovelier  page  I 
Sweet  book !  unlike  the  books  of  art. 
Whose  errors  are  thy  fiireat  part; 
In  whom  the  dear  errata  oolunm 
Is  the  best  page  in  all  the  volume ! 

JIf oore. 
Oh  woman !  whose  form  and  whose  soul 
Are  the  spell  and  the  light  of  each  path  we 

pursue! 
Whether  sunn'd  in  the  tropics,  or  chill'd  at  the 

pole, 
If  woman  be  there,  there  is  happiness  too ! 

Moore, 
The  very  first 
Of  human  lifo  must  spring  from  woman's  breae^ 
Your  first  small  words  are  taught  you  from  her 

tips, 
Your  first  tears  quench'd  by  her,  and  yonr  last 

sighs 
Too  often  breathed  out  in  a  woman's  hearing, 
When  men  have  shrank  from  the  ignoble  care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led  them. 
Byron's  SardanapaUte, 
But  she  was  a  soft  landscape  of  mild  earth. 
Where  all  was  harmony,  and  cahn  and  quiet. 
Luxuriant,  budding ;  cheerful  without  mirth, 
Which,  if  not  happiness,  is  more  nigh  it 
Than  are  yonr  migh^r  passions  and  so  forth. 
Which  some  call  **  the  sublime;"  I  wish  they 'a 

try  it: 
I  've  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women, 
And  pity  lovers  rather  more  then  seamen. 

Bfn9 
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What  tbey  ask  in  waght  tiuit  toneliM  on 
The  heart,  is  dearer  to  their  ftelings  or 
Their  ftncy,  than  the  whole  external  world. 

ByrofCi  SardanafabiM, 

She  was  like  me  in  liDeamenta^-her  eyei^ 
Her  air,  her  features,  all,  to  the  veiy  tone 
Even  of  her  voice,  they  said  were  like  to  mine ; 
Bat  soilenM  all,  and  temper*d  into  beauty ; 
She  had  the  same  lone  thoug:hts  and  wanderings, 
llie  qnest  of  hidden  knowledfe,  and  a  mind 
To  comprehend  the  universe :  nor  these 
Akne,  hot  with  them  gentler  powers  than  mine, 
Pitj,  and  smiles,  and  tears — ^which  I  had  not; 
And  tenderness  —  but  that  I  had  for  her ; 
Humility-^ and  that  I  never  had. 
Her  fknlts  were  mine-— her  virtoes  were  her  own. 
Jfyrm*s  Manfred, 

Some  walls;  some  draw :  some  &thom  the  abjrss 
Of  metaphysios ;  others  are  oontent 
With  mnsic ;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  wits, 
While  others  have  a  genius  tnm'd  ibr  fits. 

^yron. 

Man  to  man  so  oft  unjust 
Is  always  so  to  woman :  one  sole  bond 
Awaits  them,  treaoheiy  is  aU  their  trust; 
Taught  to  oonoeal,  their  bursting  hearts  despond 
Over  their  idoL 

Bynm. 

Such  was  the  daughter  of  the  southern  seas, 
Berself  a  billow  in  her  energies. 
To  bear  the  bark  of  others'  happiness. 
Nor  feel  a  sorrow  till  their  joy  grow  less. 

BymC$  Uland, 
Oh !  who  young  Leila's  ghmoe  could  read. 
And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed 
Which  saith  that  woman  is  but  dust, 
A  soulless  toy  &t  tyrants'  lust? 

Jf yrra's  Oiaour. 

Her  eyes,  dark  charm  'twere  vain  to  tell, 
But  gaze  on  that  of  the  gazelle. 
It  win  assist  thy  fiincy  well. 
As  large,  as  languishingly  dark. 
But  soul  beamed  forth  in  evexy  spark 
That  darted  from  beneath  the  lid. 
Bright  as  the  jewel  of  Giamschid. 
Yes,  Sod,  and  should  our  prophet  say 
That  form  was  nought  but  breathing  clay, 
Bv  Alia  I  I  would  answer  nay, 

Byron^i  Giaowr, 

Fair  as  the  first  that  fell  of  womankind. 
When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  serpent  smiling ; 
WlicAe  im«ftge  then  was  stamp'd  upon  her  mind-^ 
fiOl  onee  beguil'd— and  ever  more  beguiling. 

Bynm'9  Bride  (fAhydm. 


Soft  as  the  memocy  of  buried  love ; 
Pure  as  the  prayer  which  childhood  wafts  above ; 
Was  she — the  daughter  of  that  rude  old  cfaieC 
Byroiei  Bride  if  Ahydm. 

Nought  can  to  peace  the  busy  female  charm. 
And  if  she  can't  do  good,  she  must  do  harnv 

Hon,  O.  Lamk, 
Still  woman  draws  new  power,  new  empire,  still 
From  eveiy  blessing  and  finom  eveiy  ilL 
Vice  on  her  bosom  lulls  remorseful  care, 
And  virtue  hopes  congenial  virtue  there. 
Still  she  most  hides  the  strength  that  most  sab- 

dues. 
To  gain  each  end,  its  opposite  pursues; 
Lures  by  neglect,  advances  by  delay. 
And  gains  command  by  swearing  to  obey. 

HmL  O.Lmmk, 
The  fiiir  not  always  view  with  favouring  eyes 
The  very  virtuous  or  extremely  wise. 
But,  odd  it  seems,  will  sometimes  rather  take 
Want  with  the  spendthrifl,  riot  with  the  rake. 

HotL  O.lMmk 
A  perfect  woman,  nobly  plann'd. 
To  warn,  to  oomfert,  and  eommand ; 
And  yet  a  spirit  still,  and  bright. 
With  something  of  an  angel  light, 

WordewertJL 

Women  act  their  parts 
When  they  do  make  their  order'd  houses  know 
them.  J.  Sheridan  Kmuiea, 

Happy — happier  fer  than  thou, 
With  the  laurel  on  thy  brow ; 
She  that  makes  the  humblest  hearth 
Lovely  but  to  one  on  earth. 

Mrs.  Hemaae, 

Fairest  and  loveliest  of  created  things. 
By  our  great  Author  in  the  Image  ferm'd 
Of  His  celestial  glory,  and  design'd 
-To  be  man's  solace. 

WiUimm  HeiherL 

Man  is  but  half  without  woman;  and 
As  do  idolaters  their  heavenly  gods. 
We  deify  the  things  that  we  adore. 

BmiUf9Fe$tm. 
And  I  marvel,  sir. 
At  those  who  do  not  feel  the  majesty. 
By  heaven !  I  'd  almost  said  the  holiness,  — 
That  circles  round  the  feir  and  virtuous  woman ! 
Franeee  Kemble  BviUr, 

Charming  woman  can  true  converts  make. 
We  love  the  precepts  fer  the  teacher's  sake; 
Yirtue  in  her  appears  so  bright  and  gay, 
We  hear  with  pleasure,  and  with  pride  obey. 

l>r.  JVmUhi. 


WOMA|l« 


WooMB  ifl  noi  lyndevelopt  man. 

Bat  dLveiM :  ooald  wo  make  her  as  the  man, 

Swoet  love  wore  slaiot  whose  dearest  bond  is  this, 

Not  Uke  to  like,  but  like  in  differenoe : 

Yet  in  the  long  years  liker  must  they  grow ; 

The  man  be  more  of  womao,  she  of  man ; 

He  gain  in  sweetness  and  in  moral  height, 

Nor  lose  the  wrestling  thews  that  throw  the  world ; 

She  mental  breadth,  nor  fail  in  ehildward  care : 

More  as  the  double-naturM  poet  each ; 

Till  at  the  last  she  set  herself  to  man 

Like  perfect  music  unto  noble  words; 

And  so  these  twain,  npon  the  skirts  of  Time, 

Sit  side  by  side,  full.8umm*d  in  all  their  powers. 

Dispensing  harvest,  sowing  the  To  be, 

Self-reverent  each,  and  reverencing  each, 

Distinct  in  individualities, 

Bat  like  each  other,  even  as  those  who  love. 

Then  comes  the  statelier  Eden  back  to  men : 

Then  reign  the  world^s  great  bridals,  chaste  and 

calm: 
Then  springs  the  crowning  race  of  humankind. 

May  these  things  be! 

TennytoiCs  Prinee$$, 

Earlier  than  I  know 
Immers*d  in  rich  ibreshadowings  of  the  world, 
I  lovM  the  woman :  h«  that  doth  not,  lives 
A  drowning  life,  besotted  in  sweet  sel^ 
Or  pines  in  sad  experience,  worse  than  death, 
Or  keeps  his  wing*d  affi»ctions  dipt  with  crime. 
TenaymiCs  Prtsicesf. 

Woman !  blest  partner  of  our  joys  and  woes ! 

Even  in  the  darkest  hour  of  earthly  ill, 
UntarnishM  yet  thy  fond  affection  glows, 
I      Throbs  with  each  pulse,  and  beats  with  every 
thrill! 
Bright  o'er  the  wasted  scene  thou  hoverest  still. 
Angel  of  comfort  to  the  failing  soul ; 

Undaunted  by  the  tempest,  wild  and  chill. 
That  pours  its  restless  and  disastrous  roll 
0*er  all  that  blooms  below,  with  sad  and  hollow 
howL  Sand'B  Yamoyden, 

A  health  to  sweet  woman !  the  days  are  no  more. 
When  she  watchM  for  her  lord  when  the  revel 

was  o*er. 
And  soothM  the  white  pillow,  and  blushM  when 

he  came, 
As  she  pressM  her  cold  lips  on  his  forehead  of 

flame. 
Alas,  for  the  lov*d  one !  too  spotless  and  fair. 
The  joys  of  his  banquet  to  chasten  and  share ; 
Her  eye  lost  its  light,  that  his  goblet  might  shine, 
And  the  rose  on  her  cheek  was  dissolv'd  in  his 

wine.  O.  W.  Hiimet. 


She  had  a  mind. 
Deep  and  immortal,  and  it  would  not  feed 
On  pageantry.    She  thirsted  for  a  spring 
Of  a  serener  element,  and  drank 
Phik)so[^y,  and  for  a  little  while 
She  was  allay'd,  till  presently  it  tam*d 
Bitter  within  her,  and  her  spirit  grew 
Faint  for  undying  waters.    Then  she  cam€ 
To  the  pore  fount  <^  God  — and  is  athirst 
No  more  —  save,  when  the  *  fever  of  the  world  • 
Fallcth  upon  her,  she  will  go  and  breathe 
A  hdy  aspiration  after  heaven. 

WiUu*9  Paam 


-In  that  stillness 


Which  most  becomes  a  woman^-calm  and  haIy-«» 
Thou  sittest  by  the  fireside  of  the  heart. 
Feeding  its  flame. 

LangfdUm 

Ah !  woman  —  in  this  world  of  ours. 

What  gift  can  be  compar*d  to  thee  7 
How  slow  would  drag  ]ifo*s  weary  hoars, 
Though  man's  proud    brow  were  boond  with   \ 
flowers, 
And  his  the  wealth  of  land  and  sea. 
If  destined  to  exist  alone. 
And  ne'er  call  woman's  heart  his  own. 

George  P.  JTirrif 

Yes,  woman's  love  is  free  from  guile. 

And  pure  as  bright  Aurora's  ray ; 
The  heart  will  melt  before  its  smile, 

And  earthly  objects  fade  away. 
Were  I  the  monarch  of  the  earth. 

And  master  of  the  swelling  sea, 
I  would  not  estimate  their  worth. 

Dear  woman,  half  the  price  of  thee. 

George  P,  Me>rl$, 

And  wen  the  poet,  at  her  shrine. 

May  bend  and  worship  while  he  woes; 
To  him  she  is  a  thing  divine. 
The  inspiration  of  his  line, 

His  bv'd  one,  and  his  muse. 
If  to  his  song  the  echo  rings 

Of  fame  —  't  is  woman's  voice  he  heai«; 
If  ever  from  his  lyre's  proud  strings 
Flow  sounds,  like  rush  of  angel  wings, -^ 
'TIS  that  she  listens  wliile  he  sings, 

With  blended  smiles  and  tears. 

IMt€dL 

Through  soffering  and  sorrow  thoo  host  pass  d. 
To  show  OS  what  a  woman  true  may  be. 


Maiden,  when  such  a  soul  as  thine  is  bom. 
The  momiz^-stars  their  ancient  musio  maktu 

J.ILL$mL 
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WONDBR- WORDS, 


WONDER. 

They  ipake  not  a  word; 
But,  like  domb  statues,  or  breathloM  stones, 
StarM  on  eaeh,  other,  and  look*d  deadly  pale. 

Shak$.  Richard  HI. 
Behold,  oor  infancies  in  take  deligrht, 
That  bolt  like  hedgehog^^oills  the  hair  npright 
Dr.  Wokoft  PeUr  Pindar, 

The  handsome  bar-maids  stare,  as  mute  as  fishes ; 

And  sallow  waiters,  frightenM,  drop  their  dishes! 

Dr.  WakoCs  Peter  Pindar. 

*•  Niagara !    Wonder  of  this  western  world. 
And  half  the  world  beside !  hail  beaateous  queen 
Of  cataracts  I"  —  an  angel  who  had  been 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  spoke  thus. 

Mr$.  Maria  Brook$. 


WORDS. 

Some  know  no  joy  like  what  a  word  can  raise, 
IfaulM  through  a  language's  perplexing  maxe; 
Till  on  a  mate  that  seems  t*  agree  they  light, 
Like  man  and  wife  that  still  are  opposite ; 
Not  lawyers  at  the  bar  play  more  with  sense. 
When  brought  to  their  last  trope  of  eloquence. 
Than  they  on  every  subject,  great  or  small, 
At  clubs  or  councibi,  at  a  church  or  ball ; 
They  cry  we  rob  them  of  their  tributes  due ; 
Alas !  how  can  we  laugh  and  pity  too? 

StiUingfleeCa  Eseay  on  Cmtermtvm. 

Words  are  the  soul's  embassadors,  who  go 
Abroad  upon  her  errands  to  and  fro ; 
They  are  the  sole  expounders  of  the  mind. 
And  correspondence  keep  *twixt  all  mankind. 
They  are  those  airy  keys  that  ope  (and  wrest 
Sometimes)  the  locks  and  hinges  of  the  breast. 
By  them  the  heart  makes  sallies :  wit  and  sense 
Belong  to  them  :  they  are  the  qnintessence 
Of  tliose  ideas  which  the  thoughts  distil. 
And  so  calcine  and  melt  again,  until 
Tliey  drop  forth  into  accents ;  in  whom  lies 
The  salt  of  fiincy,  and  all  Acuities. 

JafRct  flbieel. 

*T  is  only  man  cik*i  words  create. 

And  cut  the  air  to  sounds  articulate 

By  nature's  special  charter.    Nay,  speech  can 

Make  a  shrewd  discrepance  *twixt  man  and  man : 

Tt  dotli  the  gentleman  from  clown  disoover ; 

And  from  a  fool  the  grave  philosopher ; 

As  Solon  said  to  one  in  judgment  weak, 

*  thought  tnce  wise  until  I  heard  thee  speak. 

Jamff  HwhL 


Words  are  the  life  of  knowledge;  Aey  eet  ft«B| 

And  bring  fbrth  truth  hy  way  of  midwlfry; 

The  actir'st  creatures  of  the  teeming  brain. 

The  judges  who  the  inward  man  arrugn : 

Reason's  chief  engine  and  artillery 

To  batter  error,  and  make  falsehood  fly ; 

The  cannons'of  the  mind,  who  sometimes  bounce 

Nothing  but  war,  then  peace  again  pronounce. 

Jame»  Hotcd, 

Words  have  wings,  and,  as  aooa  as  their  cagei 

the 
Mouth,  is  open'd,  out  they  fly,  and  mount  beyond 
Our  reach  and  past  recoveiy :  like  lightning. 
They  can't  be  stopt,  but  break  their  pasea^ 

through 
The  smallest  crannies,  and  penetrate 
Sometimes  the  thickest  walls;  their  nature *•  «• 
Expansive  as  the  light, 

NetM$  Poor  Scholar. 

What  you  keep  by  you,  you  may  change  and 

mend ; 
But  words  once  spoke  can  never  be  recalled. 

Ra 


Where  do  tiie  words  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel. 
That  England  may  not  please  the  ear  as  well  ? 
What  mighty  magic 's  in  the  place  or  air. 
That  all  perfection  needs  must  centre  there  7 
In  states  let  strangers  thirdly  be  preferr*d. 
In  state  of  letters  merit  should  be  heard* 

ChurchiU 

— Words  are  things ;  and  a  small  drap  of  ink. 
Falling  like  dew  upon  a  thought,  produces 
That  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  million^ 
think.  Byron, 

Thy  words  had  such  a  melting  flow. 
And  spoke  of  truth  so  sweetly  well, 

They  dropp'd,  like  heaven's  serenest  snow. 
And  all  was  brightness  where  they  fell  I 

Moore. 

Surely  one  thing  shall  abide,  — 
'Midst  the  wreck  of  ages  one,-— 
Heaven's  eternal  Word  alone ! 

Mr9.Hi 


That  word — oh !  it  doth  haunt  me  now» 
In  scenes  of  joy,  in  scenes  of  woe ; 
By  night,  by  day,  in  sun  or  shade, 
With  the  half  smile  that  gently  play'd 
Reproachfully,  and  gave  the  sound 
Eternal  power,  through  life  to  wound     -  - 
There  is  no  voice  I  ever  heard 
So  deeply  fix'd  as  that  one  wiird 
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A  word  Is  riogiag  thnmiefa  ray  bnio. 
It  WB8  not  meant  to  gm  me  pain ; 
It  was  when^st  the  seond  I  heard 
A  lightly  atter*d,  careless  word. 

Jkfrs.  Norton, 
Oh !  ye  who,  meeting,  sigh  to  part, 
Whose  words  are  treasures  to  somo  heart, 
Deal  gently,  ere  the  dark  days  come. 
When  earth  Iiath  but  for  one  a  home ; 
Lest  musing  o*er  the  past,  like  me. 
They  feel  their  hearts  wrong  bitterly. 
And,  heeding  not  what  else  is  heard. 
Dwell  wee|ttng  on  a  careless  word. 

Mr9,  Norton*s  Peons. 
Words  are  the  motes  of  thought,  and  nothing 

more. 
Words  are  like  sea-shells  on  the  shore ;  they  show 
Where  the  mind  ends,  and  not  how  far  it  has  been. 

BaiUjfM  Fettus, 
A  mist  of  words. 
Like  haloes  raond  the  moon,  though  they  enlarge 
The  seeming  size  of  thoughts,  make  the  light  less 
Doubly.    It  is  the  thought  writ  down  we  want, 
Not  its  effect — not  likenesses  of  likenesses. 
And  such  descriptions  are  not,  more  than  gloves 
Instead  of  hands  to  shake,  enough  for  us. 

BaUey'i  Featus. 

Cold  words  that  hide  the  envious  thought ! 

WiUia. 
On  my  ear  her  language  teU 
As  if  each  word  dissolved  a  spell. 

WUlia. 
Words  lead  to  things ;  a  scale  is  more  precise,  — 
Coarse  speech,  bad  grammar,  swearing,  drinking, 
vice.  Holfneo^t  Urania. 

One  vague  inflection  spoils  the  whole  with  doubt. 
One  trivial  letter  ruins  all  lefl  out ; 
A  knot  can  choke  a  felon  into  clay ; 
A  not  will  save  him,  spelt  without  the  k ; 
The  smallest  word  has  some  unguarded  spot. 
And  danger  lurks  ;n  i  without  a  dot. 

Holmes'  Pomt. 


WORLD. 

An  the  world  *s  a  stage, 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players : 
They  have  their  exits,  and  their  entrances ; 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plajm  many  parts. 

Shah.  AsyouWseU. 
Thou  seest,  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy: 
Tbit  wide  and  universal  theatre 
Presents  more  woeful  pageants  than  the  scene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

Shah,  A9youUkeiL 


I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano ; 
A  stage,  where  every  man  most  play  a  part, 
And  mine  a  sad  one. 

Shaks.  Merchant  of  Veniee 

Ton  have  too  much  respect  upon  the  world : 
They  lose  it,  that  do  bny  it  with  much  care. 

Shako.  Merchant  of  Veniee 

Nature  hath  framM  strange  fellows  in  her  time : 

Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes. 

And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  bag-piper ; 

And  others  of  such  vinegar  aspect, 

That  they  *11  not  show  their  teeth  in  way  of  smile. 

Though  Nestor  swear  the  jest  be  laughable. 

Shako.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

I  am  in  this  earthly  world ;  where,  to  do  harm. 
Is  often  laudable :  to  do  good,  sometimes. 
Accounted  dzmgerous  folly. 

Shako.  Macbeth 

O,  world,  thy  slippery  turns !  Friends  now  fast 
sworn. 

Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart. 

Whose  hours,  whose  bed,  whose  meal,  and  exer- 
cise. 

Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  \  were,  in  love 

Unscparable,  shall  within  this  hour. 

On  a  dissension  of  a  doit,  break  out 

To  bitterest  enmity :  so  fellest  foes. 

Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  their 
sleep 

To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance, 

Some  trick,  not  worth  an  egg^  shall  grow  dear 
friends, 

And  interjoin  their  issues. 

Shako.  Coriotamu. 

Sweet  prince,  the  untainted  virtue  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  div*d  into  the  world's  deceit : 
No  more  can  you  distinguish  of  a  man 
Than  of  his  outward  show;  which,  God  he  knows. 
Seldom,  or  never,  jumpeth  with  the  heart 

Shako.  Richard  III 

How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world ! 
Fie  on  *t !  oh  fie !  H  is  an  unweeded  garden, 
That  grows  to  seed;  things  rank  and  gross  m 

nature, 
Possess  it  merely. 

Shako.  Hamtot 

The  world  *s  a  hive. 
From  whence  thou  canst  derive 
No  good  but  what  thy  soul*s  vexation  brings 
But  case  thou  meet 
Some  petty.petty  sweet. 
Each  drop  is  guarded  with  a  thousand  stmgs 

Qyartoo 
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Who  to  the  fhll,  thy  TileneM,  world,  e*er  tdd ! 
What  is  in  thee,  that's  ndt  extremely  ill  T 
A  loathsome  shop,  where  poison's  only  sold, 
Who^e  very  entrance  instantly  doth  kill; 
Nothing*  in  thee  hat  rillany  doth  dwell, 
And  all  thy  ways  lead  headlong^  unto  hell. 

Draytoni'a  Legend  of  Pierce  Oavettan. 

This  world  is  like  a  mint,  we  are  no  sooner 
Cast  into  the  fire,  taken  out  again, 
Hammered,  stamp'd,  and  made  current,  but 
Presently  we  are  changM. 

Decker  and  Webeter'e  Westward  Ho. 

The  world  contains 
Princes  for  arms,  and  counsellors  for  brains, 
Lawyers  for  tongues,  divines  for  hearts,  and  more. 
The  rich  for  stomachs,  and  for  backs  the  poor ; 
Tlie  officers  fbr  hands,  merchants  for  feet, 
By  which  remote  and  distant  countries  meet. 

Dr,  Donne, 

'Thej  say  the  world  is  like  a  bias-bowl. 
And  it  runs  on  the  rich  men's  sides :  others 
Bay,  *t  is  like  a  tennis-ball,  and  fi>rtuhe 
Keeps  such  a  racket  with  it,  as  it  tosses 
It  into  t-imc's  haiard,  and  that  devours  alL 

Cupid!*t  WhirUgig, 

Well  hath  the  great  Creator  of  the  world 
Fram*d  it  in  that  exact  and  perfect  form, 
That  by  itself  unmoveable  might  stand. 
Supported  only  by  his  providence. 
WcU  hath  his  powerful  wisdom  ordered 
Thee,  in  nature,  disagreeing  elcmenti, 
That  all  affecting  their  peculiar  place, 
Maintain  the  eonservation  of  the  whole. 
Well  hath  he  iaii^ht  the  swelling  ocean 
To  know  his  bounds,  lest  in  luxurious  pride 
lie  should  insult  upon  the  oonquer'd  land : 
Well  bath  he  placed  those  torches  in  the  heav'as 
To  give  light  to  our  else  darkened  eyes: 
The  crystal  windows  through  which  our  soul. 
Looking  upon  the  world's  most  beauteous  face. 
Is  blest  with  sight  and  knowledge  of  his  workm. 
Well  hath  he  all  things  done :  fbr  how,  alas ! 
<>>uld  any  strength  or  wit  of  feeble  man 
Hustaincd  hive  that  greater  universe 
Too  weak  an  AtUu  for  one  commoawealth  7 
'low  could  he  make  the  earth,  the  water,  &ir. 
And  fire,  in  peace  their  duties  to  observe, 
Or  bridle  up  the  headstrong  ocean, 
Tliat  cannot  rule  the  wits  and  tongues  of  men, 
And  keep  them  in.     It  were  impossible 
To  give  light  to  the  world  with  all  his  art 
And  skill,  that  cannot  well  iilumioaiB 
Doe  darkcn'd  uiiderstanding. 

Sofki$ttr, 


This  world 's  tbe  ehaoe  of  cuiiftwien  t 
No  world  at  all,  but  mass  of  open  y 
Wherein  a  man,  as  in  a  map^  iday  see 
The  high  road  way  flrom  woe  to  misery. 

WiUy^Begwaei, 
Li  this  grand  wheel,  the  world,  we're  spokes 

made  all; 
But  that  it  may  still  keep  it  round. 
Some  mount  while  others  faU. 

Alex.  Jjiwifc 

Who  looks  upon  this  world  and  not  beyond  it. 
To  the  abodes  it  leads  to,  must  believe  it 
The  bloody  slaughter-house  of  some  ill  pow'r, 
Rather  than  the  contrivance  of  a  good  one. 

Cffvwn't  AnibiHous  SiatemmmL 
Oh  cursed  troubled  world ! 
Where  nothing  without  sorrow  can  be  had« 
And  *t  is  not  easy  to  be  good  or  bad ! 
For  horror  attends  evil, —  sorrow  good. 
Vice  plagues  the  mind,  and  virtue  flesh  and  blood* 

Crown's  Dmrm9. 
Hie  world  is  a  great  dance,  in  which  we  find 
The  good  and  bad  have  various  turns  assign'd ; 
But  when  they  've  ended  the  great  masquerade, 
One  goes  to  glory,  th*  other  to  a  shade. 

Crown^a  JuHmnm, 
The  world  *s  a  wood,  in  which  all  lose  their  way. 
Though  by  a  different  path  each  goes  astray. 

Btfdt  I  ngMM  > 
The  world 's  a  lab'rinth,  where  unguided  men 
Walk  up  and  down  to  iSnd  their  weariness: 
No  sooner  have  we  measur'd  with  much  toil 
One  crooked  path,  in  hope  to  gain  our  freedom. 
But  it  betrays  us  to  a  new  affliction. 

BeattmonVe  Night-WaOttr. 
Where  solid  pains  succeed  our  senseless  joys. 
And  shortpliv'd  pleasures  pass  like  fleeting  dreama 
Rocke8ler*9  VaUntiniam. 

There  was  an  ancient  sage  philosopher. 
That  had  read  Alexander  Roet  over. 
And  swore  the  world  as  he  could  prove. 
Was  made  of  fighting  and  of  love. 

Buder*9  Hudibrme 

Should  once  the  world  resolve  t'  abolish 

AU  that's  ridiculous  and  foolish. 

It  would  have  noUiing  Icll  to  de^ 

T*  apply  in  jest  or  earnest  to, 

No  business  of  importance,  play. 

Or  state,  to  pass  its  time  away. 

BuOer 

The  world 's  a  stormy  sea, 
Whose  every  breatli  is  strew'd  with  wrecks  ef 
wretches. 

That  daily  perish  in  it 

Row^9  iim6ifMit  SUfmtAm 
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It  18  a  pride,  «1m!  to  jhmaB  the  world. 
Where  hoaeet  thomfhie  are  a  leproaeh  to  man. 
Where  knaves  look  gteat,  and  fioamng  Tirtoe 

etarref, 
A  world  of  madnees,  falsehood,  and  injmitxce  7 

Snuik*9  Prinee99  qf  Pamuu 
What  is  this  world  I    Thy  school,  O  misery ! 
Our  only  lesson  Is  to  learn  to  suffisr: 
And  he  who  knows  not  that,  was  horn  fi>r  nothing. 
Young'9  Revenge, 

How  was  my  heart  inemsted  by  the  world ! 
O  how  solft.fettor'd  was  my  gfrovelling  soul ! 
How,  like  a  worm,  was  I  wrapt  round  and  round 
In  silken  thought,  which  reptile  &ncy  span, 
Till  darkened  reason  lay  quito  clouded  o*er 
With  soft  conceit  of  endless  eomlbrt 

7oung*9  Nighi  ThoHghie. 
no  world's  a  stately  bark,  mi  dangerous  seas, 
With  pleaaure  seen,  but  boarded  at  our  peril. 

Ymtng'e  Night  Thmghte. 
The  world's  infeetioos ;  few  bring  back  at  eve 
Immaculate,  the  manners  of  tho  mom. 
Something,  we  thought,  is  blotted ;  we  resol?*d. 
Is  shaken ;  we  renounc'd,  returns  again. 

Yaung^e  Nigkt  Tktu^. 

A  world  where  lust  of  pleasure,  grandeur,  gold. 
Three  demons  that  divide  its  realms  between 

them. 
With  strokes  alternate  buffet  to  and  fro 
Man's  restless  heart,  their  sport,  their  flying  baO ; 
Till  with  the  giddy  circle,  sick  and  tir'd. 
It  pants  for  peace,  and  drops  into  despair. 

Young'e  Night  Theughie, 
Present  example  gets  within  our  guard. 
And  acts  with  double  fiiroe,  by  force  repell'd. 
Ambition  fires  ambition ;  love  of  gain 
Strikes,  like  a  pestilence,  flom  breast  to  breast; 
Riot,  pride,  perfidy,  blue  vapours  breathe ; 
And  inhumanity  is  caught  from  man. 
From  smiling  man. 

Fottfig's  Night  Thovghte, 

Let  not  the  oooing  of  the  world  allure  thee; 
Which  of  her  lovers  ever  found  her  true  7 

Yimng's  Nigkt  Thmighte. 
Thou'st  seen  by  me,  and  those  who  now  despiee 

me, 
How  men  of  fortune  AH,  and  beggars  rise ; 
Shun  my  example ;  treasure  up  my  precepts ; 
Tho  world 's  before  thee->-be  a  knave  and  prosper. 
LOh'e  Fat^  Curioeity. 
Pass  but  a  moment,  and  this  busy  globe. 
Its  thrones,  its  empires,  and  its  bustling  millions 
Will  seem  a  speck  in  the  great  void  of  space. 

JfwjiAy'f  Oreeiam  Dmtgkter, 


There, 
Even  love  itself  is  bitterness  of  soul, 
A  pensive  anguish  pining  at  the  heart 
Or,  sunk  to  sordid  interest,  feels  no  more 
That  noble  wish,  that  never  cloy'd  desire. 
Which  selfish  joys  disdaining,  seeks  alone 
To  bless  the  dearer  object  of  its  flame. 

Thonuon'e  Seaeone. 

What  Is  the  world  7  a  term  which  men  have  got. 
To  signify  not  one  in  ten  knows  what 
A  term  which  witli  no  more  precision  passes 
To  point  out  herds  of  men  than  herds  of  asses ! 
In  common  use  no  more  it  means,  we  find. 
Than  many  fools  in  same  t^inion  join'd. 

Ckumhu^ 

Let  the  world  bo  told 
She  boaste  a  confidence  she  docs  not  hold ; 
That  conscious  of  her  crimes,  she  fbels  instead 
A  cold  misgiring,  and  a  killing  dread  : 
That  while  in  health  the  ground  of  her  support 
Is  madly  to  forget  that  life  is  short ; 
That  sick  she  trembles,  knowing  she  must  die, 
Her  hope  presumption,  and  her  fiiith  a  lie; 
That  while  she  dotes,  and  dreams  that  she  believes, 
She  mocks  her  maker,  and  herself  deceives, 
Her  utmost  reach  historical  assent. 
The  doctrines  warp'd  to  what  they  never  meant; 
The  truth  iteelf  is  in  her  head  as  dull 
And  useless  as  a  candle  in  a  scull. 
And  all  her  bve  of  God  a  groundless  claim, 
A  trick  upon  tho  canvas,  painted  flame. 

Csioper. 

I  have  not  loved  the  worid,  nor  the  world  me ; 

I  have  not  flattered  ite  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 

To  ite  idolatries  a  patient  knee,—* 

Nor  eoin'd  my  cheeks  to  smiles,— 4iar  cried  aloud 

In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 

They  oodd  not  deem  me  one  of  such ;  I  stood 

Among  them,  but  not  of  them ;  in  a  shrood 

Of  thoughto  wliieh  were  not  their  fhenghts,  and 

still  eould. 
Had  I  not  filed  my  mind,  whieh  thus  itself 

subdued. 
I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world.  iDe,— 
But  let  us  part  Ikir  £bos ;  —  I  do  believe, 
Though  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things,— hopes  which  will  not 

deceive. 
And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failing :  I  would  also  deem 
O'er  other's  griefk  that  some  sincerely  grieve* 
That  two^  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem,— 
That  goodness  is  no  name,  and  happiness  no  dream. 
Byrm's  ChUOe  Har^ 
48* 
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Shut  ap  the  world  at  largo,  let  Bedlam  out; 
And  you  will  be  perhaps  lurprised  to  find 
All  things  punue  exactly  the  same  route, 
As  now  with  those  of  toi^iganl  sound  mind. 
This  I  could  prove  beyond  a  single  doubt, 
Were  there  a  jot  of  sense  among  mankind; 
But  till  tliat  point  d*appui  is  found,  alas ! 
fiike  Archimedes,  I  leave  earth  as  *t  was. 

Byron, 

A  young  unmarried  man,  with  a  good  name 
And  fbrtnne,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play ; 
For  good  society  is  but  a  game, 
•*  The  royal  game  of  goose,"  as  I  may  say. 
Where  everybody  has  some  separate  aim, 
An  end  to  answer  or  a  plan  to  lay. 

Byron* 

Beautiful! 
How  beaatifbl  is  all  this  visible  world 
How  glorious  in  its  action  and  itself; 
But  we  who  name  ourselves  its  sovereigns,  we, 
Half  dust,  half  deity,  alike  unfit 
To  sink  or  soar,  with  our  mix*d  essence  make 
A  conflict  of  its  elements,  and  breathe 
The  breath  of  degradation  and  of  pride. 
Contending  with  low  wants  and  lofly  wiU 
Till  our  mortality  predominates, 
And  men  are-— what  they  name  not  to  themselves, 
And  trust  not  to  each  other. 

Byron, 

*T  is  a  very  good  world  that  we  live  in. 
To  lend  or  to  spend  or  to  give  in. 
But  to  borrow  or  beg,  or  get  a  man*8  own, 
*T  is  the  very  worst  world,  sir,  tl^^t  ever  was  known. 

Old  Song, 

The  world  is  too  much  with  us. 

Wordnodrik, 

This  bitter  world. 
This  cold  unanswering  world,  that  hath  no  voice 
To  greet  the  gentle  spirit,  that  drives  back 
All  birds  of  Eden,  which  would  sojourn  here 
A  little  while  —  how  have  I  turn'd  away 
From  its  keen  soulless  air  ! 

Afrs.  Hemam, 

Tis  a  harsh  world  in  which  affection  knows 
No  place  to  treasure  up  its  lov*d  and  lost 
But  the  lone  grave. 

WiOk. 

We  know  the  world  is  dark  and  rough, 
But  time  betrays  that  soon  enough. 

Iftst  Eliza  Cook, 

'llirough  the  shadow  of  the  world  we  sweep  into 

the  younger  day : 
Better  fif^  years  of  Europe  than  a  cycle  of  Cathay. 
jcnfiytOR $  A  0BMS. 


And  worldly  is  that  heart,  at  best. 
That  beats  beneath  a  broldcr*d  veil* 

And  she  who  comes  in  glittering  vest 
To  mourn  her  frailty  —  still  is  fhiiL 


The  world  is  just  as  hollow  as  an  egg-shell, 
It  is  a  surfkce  not  a  solid,  round ; 
And  all  this  boasted  knowledge  of  the  world 
To  me  seems  but  to  mean  acquaintance  with 
Low  things,  or  evil,  or  indifferent 

Baiky*9  Ftattu. 

0  worTd !  so  few  the  years  we  live. 
Would  that  the  life  which  thou  dost  give 
Were  life  indeed ! 

Alas  !  thy  sorrows  feD  so  fast. 
Our  happiest  hour  is  when  at  last 
The  soul  is  freed. 

LangftUow^o  TraudatumM, 

Look    on    this  beautiful   world,   and  read  the 

truth 
In  her  fair  page ;  see,  every  season  brings 
New  change  to  her,  of  everlasting  youth ; 
Still  the  green  soil,  with  joyous  living  things. 
Swarms,  the  wide  air  is  full  of  joyous  wings. 
And  myriads  still  are  happy  in  the  sleep 
Of  ocean's  azure  gulfe. 

Bryant —  The  Agoo. 

The  world  fer  sale !  —  Hang  out  the  sign. 

Call  every  traveller  here  to  me ; 
Who  *11  buy  this  bravo  estate  of  mine, 

And  set  me  from  earth's  bondage  free  :  — 
*T  is  going !  —  Yes,  I  mean  to  fling 

The  bauble  from  my  soul  away ; 

1  '11  sell  it,  whatsoe'er  it  bring :  — 

The  world  at  auction  here  to-day ! 

RalfkHoyi 


YEOMAN. 

Even  therefore  grieve  I  fer  those  gallant  yeomen, 
England*s  peculiar  and  appropriate  sons, 
Known  in  no  other  land.    Each  boasts  his  hearth 
And  field  as  free  as  the  best  lord  his  barony. 
Owing  subjection  to  no  human  vassalage 
Save  to  their  king  and  law.    Hence  are  they 

resolute, 

Loading  the  van  on  every  day  of  battle. 
As  men  who  know  the  blessings  they  defend. 
Hence  are  they  finnk  and  generous  in  peace. 
As  men  who  have  their  portion  in  its  plenty. 
No  other  kingdom  shows  such  worth  and  bap|i> 

ness 
Veil'd  in  such  low  estate. 

Wotter  ScotCo  Baiidom  HUL 


YES-  YEW-TRBE- YOUTH. 
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And  70a,  good  yeomen. 
Whose  limbe  were  made  in  Bnn^d,  iliofir  xm  here 
The  mettle  of  your  paetnn :  let  oe  ewear 
That  jou  are  worth  your  bxeedmg ,  which  I  donht 

not; 
For  there  is  none  of  yon  eo  mean  and  baae, 
That  hath  not  noble  lostre  in  yoor  eyes. 

Shakt.  Hmry  V. 


YES. 

•  Yes  !*  —  Oh !  it  is  a  kind  reply, 
When  flowing  fivm  the  lips  of  dear 
Young  beauty  —  in  whose  ear  we  sigh 
The  one  fond  wish. 


Anon, 


**  Yes  V*  1  answered  you  last  night ; 

**  No  !**  this  morning,  Sir,  I  say ! 
Colours  seen  by  candle-light 

Will  not  look  the  same  by  day. 

By  your  truth  she  shall  be  true  — 
Ever  true  as  wives  of  yore  — 

And  her  Yes,  once  said  to  you, 
ShaO  be  yes  for  evermore. 


Mi$$  BarreU. 


MiM  BarreU, 


YEW-TREE. 

Cheerless,  unsocial  plant !  that  loves  to  dwell 
*Mid8t  sculls  and  coffins,  epitaphs  and  worms : 
Where  light-heel'd  ghosts,  and  visionary  shades, 
Beneath  the  wan  cold  moon  (as  fame  reports) 
Embodied  thick,  perfivm  their  mystic  rounds. 
No  other  merriment,  dull  tree !  is  thine. 

Biair't  Grave. 


YOUTH. 

Youth  is  a  bubble  blown  up  with  breath, 
Whose  wit  is  weakness,  whose  wage  is  death. 
Whose  way  is  wilderness,  whose  inn  is  penanoe. 
And  stoop  gallant  age,  the  host  of  grievance. 

Spen§er'9  Shepherd^9  Coknder. 

Be  affable  and  courteous  in  youth,  that 
You  may  be  honourM  in  age.    Roses  that 
Lose  their  colours,  keep  their  savours,  and  pluckM 
From  the  stalk,  are  put  to  the  stilL    Cotonea, 
Because  it  boweth  when  the  sun  riseth, 
Is  sweetest  when  it  is  oldest :  and  children. 
Which  in  their  tender  years  sow  courtesy. 
Shall  in  their  declining  states  reap  pity. 

LiUj^e  Safj^  and  Phunu 


Lei  me  not  live  (quoth  he) 
After  my  flame  lacks  oil;  to  be  the  snuff 
Of  younger  spuitB,  whose  apprehensive  senses 
All  but  new  things  disdain ;  whose  judgments  are 
Mere  feathers  of  their  garments;  whose  con* 

staneies 
Expire  before  their  pessions. 

Shake.  AU'9  WdL 

Tar  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears, 
Than  settled  age  his  flibles,  and  his  weeds 
Importing  health  and  graveneas. 

Shake.  HamleL 

I  *11  serve  his  youth,  for  youth  must  have  hb  coarse. 
For  being  restraint  it  makes  him  ten  times  worse: 
His  pride,  his  riot,  all  that  may  be  nam'd. 
Time  may  recall,  and  all  his  madness  tamM. 

Shake.  London  Prodigal. 

Crabbed  age  and  youth 

Cannot  live  together; 

Youth  is  full  of  pleasure. 

Age  is  flill  of  care : 

Youth  like  summer  mom. 

Age  like  winter  weather; 

Youth  like  summer  brave, 

Age  like  winter  bare; 

Youth  is  full  of  sport. 

Age's  breath  is  short; 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  is  lame; 

Youth  is  hot  and  bold. 

Age  is  weak  and  cold; 

Youth  is  wild  and  age  is  tame. 

Age  I  do  abhor  thee; 

Youth  I  do  adore  thee; 

O,  my  bve,  my  love  is  young: 

Age  I  do  defy  thee; 

O  sweet  shepherd  hie  thee, 

For  methinks  thou  stay'st  too  long. 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  day  7 
Thoo  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate : 
Rough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May, 
And  summer's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date : 
Sometimes  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  shines. 
And  often  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd: 
And  every  fi.ir  from  fair  sometime  declines, 
By  chance,  or  nature's  changing    course    un- 

trimm'd ; 
But  thy  eternal  summer  shall  not  flule. 
Nor  lose  possession  of  that  fair  thou  owest, 
Nor   shall  death  brag  thou  wand'rest  in  his 

shade, 
When  in  eternal  limis  to  time  thou  growesL 

Sha\efeaf%, 


m 


Yoinv. 


1*0  not  practise  any  violent  nMane  to  Hay 
Th*  unbridled  course  of  youth  in  him :  ftr  thai 
Restrain'd  gnnn  more  impatient;  and»  In  kind, 
Like  to  the  eag^cr,  but  tho  generous  |rrejJiound, 
Who,  ne*er  so  little  flom  hie  gttme  withheld, 
Tomfl  head,  and  leaps  up  at  his  holder's  throat 
JofiMn*«  Every  Man  m  Hi$  Hummtr. 

Gather  the  rosebuds  while  ye  may, 
Old  time  is  still  a  flying ; 
And  that  tame  flower  that  blooms  to-day. 
To  morrow  shall  be  dying. 


Htrrick. 


The  snake  each  year  fresh  skin  resumes, 
And  eagles  change  their  aged  plumes; 
Hie  &ded  rose  each  spring  receives 
A  fresh  red  tincture  on  her  leaves  s 
Butif  your  beauties  once  decay, 
You  never  know  a  seoond  May. 
O  then  be  wise,  and  whilst  your  season 
Affords  you  days  for  sport,  do  reason ; 
Spend  not  in  vain  your  life's  short  hour, 
But  crop  in  time  your  beauty's  flow'r ; 
Which  will  away,  and  doth  together 
Both  bud  and  fade,  both  blow  and  wither. 

CiiftWt 

Youthful  blood,  if  checkt  unseasonably, 
Becomes  more  insolent  and  impetuous, 
More  vitiated  and  corrupt,  than  if 
Its  natural  course  had  not  been  hinder^ ; 
The  age  of  youth  is  the  strong  reign  of 
Passion,  and  vice  does  ride  in  triumph 
Upon  the  wheels  of  vehement  desire. 
Which  run  with  infinite  celerity. 
When  the  body  drives  the  chariot. 
They  can*t  be  stopped  on  a  sudden ; 
Art  and  deliberation  must  be  us'd. 

JVm/e*«  Poor  Sehdar, 
Something  of  youth,  I  in  old  age  approve ; 
Bat  more  tho  marks  of  age  in  youth  I  love. 
Who  this  observes,  may  in  his  body  find 
Decrepit  age,  but  never  in  his  mind. 

Denkam. 

IntempVate  youth,  by  sad  experience  found, 
EInds  in  an  age  imperfect  and  unsound. 

Denham. 

Of  gentle  blood,  his  parents*  only  treasure, 
Tlieir  lasting  sorrow,  and  their  vanished  pleasure. 
Adorned  witli  features,  virtues,  wit,  and  grace, 
A  large  provision  for  so  short  a  race : 
More  moderate  gifts  might  have  prdlong'd  his 

dale. 

Too  early  fitted  for  a  better  state : 
But,  knowmg  heaven  his  homo,  to  shun  delay, 
tie  leap*d  o'er  age,  and  look  the  ■hartatt  way. 


'Hie  heat 
Of  an  imaleady  ywilh,  a  giddy  brain 
Green  indiseretioa,  flattery  of  greatnean, 
Rawness  of  judgment,  wilfulness  in  iblly. 
Thoughts  vagrant  as  the  wind,  and  as  uncertain. 
John  Fortto  Brtkom  Uomi, 

Folly  may  be  in  youth: 
But  many  time  His  mixt  with  grave  discretion 
That  tempers  it  to  use  and  makes  its  judgment 
Equal,  if  not  exceeding  that,  which  palsies 
Have  almost  shaken  into  a  disease. 

NabbU  Caoem  Garden, 

I  love  to  see  a  nimble  activencss 
In  noble  youth ;  it  argues  active  minds 
In  well-shap*d  bodies,  and  begets  a  joy 
Dancing  within  me. 

NM'e  Cm>ent  Cfmden. 

There  was  a  time  in  the  gay  spring  of  life. 
When  every  note  was  as  the  mounting  lark's. 
Merry  and  cheerful,  to  salute  tho  mom ; 
When  all  the  day  was  made  of  melody. 

SoiUkern't  FaU  if  Capia, 

Youth  is  ever  apt  to  judge  in  haste. 

And  lose  the  medium  in  the  wild  eztrome. 

HiWeAlxirm. 


Grief  seldom  join'd  with  youthful  bkxm  ii  i 

Can  sorrow  be  where  knowk)dgo  scarce  has  beea  7 

Howard'o  Indian  Queoi. 

Young  men  soon  give,  and  soon  forget  affronts; 
Old  age  is  slow  in  both. 

Addioon'o  CiOo. 

Lusty  youth 
Is  the  very  May-mom  of  delight ; 
When  boldest  floods  are  full  of  wilffal  heat, 
And  joy  to  think  how  long  they  have  to  fight 
In  fimcy's  field,  before  their  life  Uko  flight; 
Since  he  which  latest  did  the  game  begin. 
Doth  longest  hope  to  linger  still  therein. 

Crflseo^ns. 

Youth  has  a  eprightliness  and  fire  to  boast. 
That  in  the  valley  of  decline  are  lost. 
And  virtue  with  peculiar  charms  appears, 
Crown'd  with  the  garland  of  life's  blooming  yams 
Yet  age,  by  bug  experience  well  infiirm'd. 
Well  read,  well  tempered,  with  religion  warm*dt 
That  fire  abated  which  impels  rash  youth. 
Proud  of  his  speed,  to  overshoot  tne  truth. 
As  time  improves  the  grape's  authentic  juiee, 
Mellows  and  makes  the  speech  more  fit  fiir  usa^ 
And  claims  a  rev'rence  in  its  shorfning  daji 
That  His  an  honour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 


VODTH. 


yhiAi  are  all  thy  beattod  treMures  ? 
Tender  sorrowir,  traiMient  plMfliires? 
Anxiom  hoiM»,  and  jeakma  ftan, 
Lati(rhiiif  boars,  and  mourning  yiean? 
Deck*d  with  brightest  tints  at  moniv 
At  twilight,  withering  on  a  thorn ; 
Like  the  gentle  rose  of  spring, 
Chill*d  by  ev'ry  zephyr^s  wing : 
Ah !  how  soon  its  colour  flies. 
Blushes,  trembles,  falls,  and  dies. 
What  is  youth  7  a  smiling  sorrow, 
Blithe  to-day,  and  sad  to-morrow; 
Never  fiz'd,  for  ever  ranging, 
Laughing,  weeping,  doating,  changing; 
Wild,  capricious,  giddy,  vain, 
Ooy'd  with  pleasure,  nurs*d  with  pain: 
Age  steals  on  with  wintiy  face, 
Ev'ry  rapt*rous  hope  to  chase. 
Like  a  withered,  sapless  tree, 
Bow*d  to  chilling  fate*s  decree ; 
Stripped  of  all  its  foliage  gay. 
Drooping  at  the  close  of  day : 
What  of  tedious  life  remains 
Keen  regrets  and  cureless  pains ; 
Till  death  appears,  a  welcome  friend. 
To  bid  the  scene  of  sorrow  end* 

Mary  RMnion, 

Pair  laughs  the  mom,  and  soft  the  zephyr  blows, 
While  proadly^  riding  o*er  the  asnre  realm 
In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  vessel  goes ; 
Youth  on  the  prow,  and  pleasure  at  the  helm ; 
Regardless  of  the  sweeping  whirlwind's  away. 
That,  hushM  in  grim  repose,  expects  his  evening 
prey.  Oray, 

Gay  hope  is  theirs,  by  fancy  fed, 

Less  pleasing  when  possest; 

Hie  tear  ibrgot  as  soon  as  shed. 

The  sunshine  of  the  breast  t 

Theirs  buxom  health,  of  rosy  hue ; 

Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new. 

And  lively  cheer  of  vigour  bom ; 

The  thoughtless  day,  the  easy  night, 

The  spirits  pure,  the  slumbers  light, 

That  fly  the  approadi  of  mom. 

Alas,  regardless  o^  their  doom. 

The  tittle  victims  p  ay ! 

No  sense  have  they  of  ills  to  eom% 

No  care  beyond  to-day. 

Yet  see  how  all  around  them  wait 

ITie  ministers  of  human  fate. 

And  bUck  miafortuiie's  baleful  train. 

Ah  I  show  them  where  in  ambush  stand, 

To  seitt  their  prey,  the  murderous  band  1 

Ah.  tell  them  th«y  are  men ! 

Gfrsy's  JSKeii  CeOilgfs. 


Ah,  happy  hiUs,  ah,  pleasing  shade, 

Ah,  fields  belov'd  in  vain. 

Where  eaee  my  careless  childhood  stray*d« 

A  stranger  yet  to  pain ! 

I  fbel  the  gales,  that  ihim  ye  blow, 

A  momentary  bliss  bestow. 

As  waving  firesh  their  gladsome  wing. 

My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  soothe. 

And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth. 

To  breathe  a  second  spring. 

GrayU  Eton  CoOtge, 

Happy  the  school-boy !  did  he  prize  his  bliss, 
*T  were  ill  exchang*d  for  all  the  dazzling  gems 
That  gaily  sparkle  in  ambition's  eye ; 
His  are  the  joys  of  nature,  his  the  smile. 
Hie  chemb  smile  of  innocence  and  health. 
Sorrow  unknown,  or  if  a  tear  be  shed. 
He  wipes  it  soon :  for  hark !  the  cheerfhl  voice 
Of  comrades  calls  him  to  the  top,  or  ball. 
Away  he  hies,  and  clamours  as  he  goes, 
With  gleC)  which  causes  him  to  tread  on  air. 


By  sports  like  these  are  all  their  cares  beguil'd, 
The  sports  of  children  satisfy  the  child. 

Oold8mith'9  Traveller. 
Oh !  enWable,  early  days. 
When  dancing  thoughtless  pleasure's  maze, 
To  care,  to  guilt  unknown! 
How  in  exchang'd  for  riper  times, 
To  fbel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes, 
Of  others,  or  my  own  ! 
Ye  tiny  elves,  that  guiltless  sport. 
Like  linnets  in  the  bush. 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  oourt. 
When  manhood  is  your  wish ! 
The  losses,  the  crosses. 
That  active  men  engage ; 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  aO, 
Of  dim-declining  age ! 

Burrul^e  Deipondeney, 
Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  praise 
We  love  the  play-place  of  our  early  days. 
The  scene  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is  stone. 
That  feels  not  at  that  sight,  and  feels  at  none. 

CcwperS  Tiftmntuffi. 
The  charms  of  youth  at  onoe  are  seen  and  past 
And  nature  says,  ^  They  are  too  sweet  to  last  '* 
So  blooms  the  rose :  and  so  the  blushing  maid 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  ^ring  will  ikde 
Sir  William  Jonea 

Ah,  who,  when  fluling  of  itself  away, 
Would  cloud  the  sunshine  of  his  little  day  * 
Now  is  the  May  «f  lift.    Careering  round ! 
Joy  wings  his  feet,  joy  lifts  him  from  the  grijuad 
R^ert^e  Hwmm  L^. 
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Down  tbe  nnoQth  ■trMm  of  fift  (he  cCripliii;  darts, 
Gay  as  the  mom ;  bright  glows  the  vernal  skj, 
Hope  swells  the  sails,  and  panion  steers  his 

coarse. 
Safe  glides  his  little  bark  along  the  shore 
Where  virtae  takes  her  stand;  but  if  too  iar 
He  launches  forth  beyond  discretion's  mark* 
Sudden  the  tempest  scowls,  the  surges  roar, 
Blot  his  fkir  day,  and  plunge  him  in  the  deep. 

Portetis's  Deaik 
Oh  I  the  joy 
Of  young  ideas  painted  on  the  mind, 
In  the  warm  glowing  colours  fancy  spreads 
On  objecta  not  yet  known,  when  all  is  new. 
And  all  is  lovely. 

Hannah  MonU  David  and  Chiiak, 

I  can  remember,  with  unsteady  feet. 

Tottering  from  room  to  room,  and  finding  pleasure 

In  flowers,  and  toys,  and  sweetmeats,  things 

whioh  long 
Have  lost  their  power  to  please ;  which  when  t 

see  them. 
Raise  only  now  a  melancholy  wish  — 
I  were  the  little  triflcr  once  again 
Who  could  be  pleas'd  so  lightly. 

8mithey*$  ThaJdba. 
They  eloied  beside  the  chimney's  blaze, 
And  talk'd  and  hoped  for  happier  days. 
And  lent  their  spirit's  rising  glow 
Awhile  to  gild  impending  woe ; 
High  privilege  of  youthful  time. 
Worth  all  the  pleasures  of  our  prime ! 

SeoW^  RMnf. 
The  tear,  down  childhood's  cheek  that  flows, 
Is  like  the  dew^rop  on  the  rose ; 
When  next  the  summer  breeze  comes  by. 
And  waves  the  bush,  the  flower  is  dry. 

Scoir$  Rdkeby. 
Here  —  while  I  roved,  a  heedless  boy. 
Here,  while  tlirough  paths  of  peace  I  ran, 
My  feet  were  vex'd  with  puny  snares, 
My  bosom  stung  with  insect-cares : 
But  ah !  what  Uglit  and  little  things 
Are  childhood's  woes ! —  they  break  no  rest, 
Like  dew-drops  on  the  skylark's  wings. 
While  slumbering  in  his  grassy  nest. 
Gone  in  a  moment,  when  he  springs 
To  meet  the  tnom  with  open  breast, 
As  o'er  the  eastern  hills  her  banners  glow, 
And  vcil'd  in  mist  the  valley  sleeps  below. 

Montgomery's  World  before  the  Flood. 
i  took  the  rabble's  shouts  fer  love  —  the  breath 
Of  friends  for  truth  —  tbe  lips  of  woman  for 
My  only  guerdon. 

ByrM's  Sardait^^abu, 


Her  smiles  and  teaas  had  paa^d,  as  li|^  wiads 

pass 
O'er  hOKss,  to  mffis,  not  dsetsojr,  their  gkM. 

A  lovely  being,  scarcely  form'd  or  moulded, 
A  rose  with  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yet  folded. 

Bffron. 

The  love  of  higher  things  and  better  days ; 
The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance 
Of  what  is  call'd  the  world,  and  the  world's  ways; 
The  momenti  when  we  gather  from  a  glanee 
More  joy  than  from  all  future  pride  or  praise, 
Whidi  kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne'er  entrance 
The  heartiin  an  existence  of  iti  own, 
Of  which  another's  bosom  is  the  sme. 

In  earlier  days,  and  calmer  h<mrs. 
When  heart  with  heart  delights  to  blend, 
Where  bloom  my  native  valley's  bowers, 
I  had  —  ah!  have  I  now? — a  friend! 

Byron^e  Oiaomr, 

Blest  hour  of  childhood !  then,  and  then  alone. 
Dance  we  the  revels  close  round  pleasure's  throne, 
Quaff  the  bright  nectar  from  her  fbuntain^«piings. 
And  laugh  beneath  the  rainbow  of  her  wings. 
Oh  I  time  of  promise,  hope,  and  innocence, 
Of  trust,  and  love,  and  happy  ignoranee  I 
Whose  every  dream  is  heaven,  in  whose  ftir 

joy, 

Experience  yet  has  thrown  no  Uack  aUogr; 
Whose  pain,  when  fiercest,  lacks  the  venom'd 

pang. 
Which  to  maiorer  ill  doth  oft  belong. 
When,  mute  and  cold,  we  weep  departed  bliss. 
And  hope  expires  on  broken  happiness. 

Thoughts  of  a  Reebue, 

Oh  Strangford !  when  we  parted  last, 
I  little  thought  the  times  were  past. 
For  ever  past,  when  brilliant  joy, 
Was  all  my  vacant  heart's  empby : 
When,  firesh  from  mirth  to  mirth  again. 
We  thought  the  rapid  hours  too  few, 
Our  only  use  fer  knowledge  then 
To  turn  to  rapture  all  we  knew ! 
Delicious  days  of  whim  and  soul. 
When  mingling  love  and  laugh  t<^ther. 
We  learn'd  the  book  on  pleasure's  bowl. 
And  turn'd  the  leaf  with  felly's  feather  I 

Moon. 

I  thought  of  the  days  when  to  pleatore  akne 
My  heart  ever  granted  a  wish  or  a  sigh 
When  the  saddest  emotion  my  bosom  had  kiMWB, 
Was  fiij  fer  those  who  were  wiser  tea  I! 

Moon. 


YOUTH. 


erffi 


ligbif  winged  hopta,  that  eoma  wfaan  bid. 
And  rainbow  joys  that  end  in  weeping, 
And  paaaiona,  anumg  pore  thongbts  audt 
like  aerpents  nnder  flowerets  aleeping, 

Moore*9  Laoes  of  the  AngeU. 
What  ifl  youth  ? — a  dancing  billow, 
Winda  beliind  and  rocka  before ! 

Word9wnih, 
Life  went  a  maying 
With  Nature,  Hope,  and  Poesy, 

When  I  waa  young ! 

CoUridge, 

When  I  was  young !  ah  woful  when  I 
Ah,  for  the  change  'twixt  now  and  then ! 

Ccleridge. 
Tooth  with  Bwifl  feet  walks  onward  in  the  way, 
The  land  of  joy  bea  all  before  his  eyes. 

Mr$.  BvOer. 
I  ne^er  reapeoi  the  ready  tongue 
That  angora  aonow  to  the  young. 

Jtfttf  Elixa  Cook, 

Let  them  exult !  their  laugh  and  song 
Are  rarely  known  to  last  too  long ; 
Why  shodd  we  stride,  with  cynic  frown, 
To  knock  their  fiiiry  castles  down  7 

JtfiM  EUza  Cook. 
Youth  might  be  wise.  We  sofier  less  from  pains 
Than  pleasorea. 

BaUa/^B  Feotus. 

Yooth  hath  a  strong  and  strange  desire  to  try 
AU  feelings  on  the  heart :  it  is  very  wronsr, 
And  dangeroos,  and  deadly :  strive  agaiobt  .t ! 

BaUeifo  Fettuo, 

Phxniae  of  youth  !  fiiir  as  the  form 

Of  Heaven's  benign  and  golden  bow. 
Thy  amiling  arch  begirds  the  storm. 
And  sheds  a  light  on  every  woe. 

Jameo  O,  Bmkt, 
I  feel  the  roah  of  waves  that  round  me  nse-^ 

The  tossing  of  my  boat  upon  the  sea ; 
Few  sunbeams  linger  in  the  stormy  skies, 
And  youth's  bright  shore  is  lessening  on  the 
lee !  J.  Bayard  Taylor* 

In  the  passion  hour  of  youth, 
llie  lip  may  speak  its  holiest  vow, 
Yet  shadows  dim  the  spirit's  truth 
And  pride  and  coldness  change  the  brow. 

J.  Bayard  Tayhr'o  Porno, 

Light  to  thy  path,  bright  oreatore !  I  would  oharm 
Thy  being,  if  I  coold,  that  it  ahoold  be 
£ver  aa  now  thoo  dreameat,  and  flow  on, 
Thoa  innocent  and  beaatifol,  to  heaven* 

WiOio. 


Youth  treada  en  Bowera  wheie'er  be  goea. 

And  finds  on  every  thom  a  rose. 

Atumynumo 

The  rainbow's  kvely  on  the  eastern  Ciood, 

The  roee  ia  beauteous  on  the  bended  thorn, 
Sweet  is  the  evening  ray  from  porple  abroad. 

And  eweet  the  orient  bluahea  of  the  morn ; 
Sweeter  than  all  the  beautiea  which  adorn 

The  female  form  in  yooth  and  maiden  bloom. 

Hogg 
But  can  there  grow  cowalipa  and  liliea, 

Like  those  that  1  gather'd  in  youth  7 
With  my  heart  in  the  depths  of  their  bloasoma. 

All  ateep'd  ia  the  dew-dxopa  of  truth  7 

Mioo  Jew^^mrf, 
— Youth  has  spent  his  wealth  and  bought 

The  knowledge  he  would  fain 
Change  for  forgetfiilness,  and  live 

His  dreaming  life  again. 

Mio$  Landon, 

Youth,  that  pursuest,  with  such  eager  pace, 

Thy  even  way. 
Thou  pantest  on  to  win  a  mournful  race : 

Then  stay!  oh  stay! 

R.  ir.  Jtftbiet. 

Alas !  that  youth's  fond  hopes  should  fede. 

And  love  be  but  a  name, 
While  its  rainbows,  follow'd  e'er  so  feat, 

Are  distant  cftill  the  aame. 

Z7at0ea. 

The  restless  spirit  eharm'd  thy  aweet  ezistenoe. 

Making  all  beauteous  in  youth's  jdeaaant  maze, 
^Vhile  gladsome  hope  illumed  the  onward  dis- 
tance, ' 
And  lit  with  sunbeams  thy  ezpeotant  days, 

Wmio  O.  CMu 

••W  vuuth  whose  bark  ia  guided  o'er 

^  •ammcr  atream  by  zephyr'a  breath. 
With  idle  gaze  delighta  to  pore 
Od  imaged  skies  that  glow  beneath. 

WiUiam  LeggetL 
How  beautiful  who  scattera,  wide  and  ftee, 
llie  gold — bright  seeda  of  lov'd  and  loving 
troth! 
By  whose  perpetual  hand  each  day  supplied— 
Leapa  to  new  life  the  empire's  heart  of  youth. 
Comeltiia  Mathewo, 

How  ahall  I  ever  go  through  this  rough  world ! 
How  feid  me  older  every  setting  sun ! 
How  merge  my  boyish  heart  in  manliness ! 

Arthur  Cloaveiland  Coxo 

Remember  not  the  follies  of  my  youth. 
But  in  thy  mercy  think  open  me.  Lord ! 

ArOmr  CUaveland  Cox^ 
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ZlfiAL. 


fiom  strength  to  ttfength,  &om  joj  to  I 

joy; 

T\nm  being  unto  being.    I  will  snatch 
This  germ  of  comfiirt  from  departing  youth ; 
And  when  the  picturM  primer  *8  thrown  asido, 
I  ^U  hoard  itfl  early  lessons  in  my  heart 

Arthur  CUavekmd  Caace. 


ZEAL. 


Spread  out  earth's  holiest  records  here, 
Of  days  and  deeds  to  reyerencc  dear ; 
A  teal  like  this  what  pious  legends  tell  7 

Spragu$*9  Centennial  Ode, 

His  leal 
None  seconded,  as  out  of  season  judgM, 
Or  singiilar  and  rash* 

MikmU  Pandiee  Regained. 


2Seal  and  duty  aro  not  stow; 
Bat  on  oeea«ion*s  fereloek  watchful  wait 

Miitmi*9  Pmrtdke  Hegaimed, 
Press  bravely  onward !  —  not  in  vma 

Your  generous  trust  in  human  kind ; 
The  good  which  bloodshed  could  not  gain 
Your  peaceful  zeal  shall  find. 

WkUtief's  P» 
How  beaotifiil  it  is  for  man  to  die 
Upon  the  walls  of  Zion !  to  be  callM 
Like  a  wateh.wom  and  weary  sentinel. 
To  put  his  armour  ofl^  and  rest — in  Heaven ! 
His  heart  was  witli  Jerusalem ;  and  strong 
As  was  a  mother's  love,  and  the  sweet  ties 
Religion  makes  so  beautiful  at  home. 
He  flung  them  from  him  in  his  eager  race, 
And  sought  the  broken  people  of  his  Ooc, 
To  preach  to  them  of  Jnos ! 

WUUe'e  Soared  Pm 
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